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TO   THE   QUEES, 


Victoria,— srnce  your  Koyal  grace 
To  one  of  less  desert  sllowa 
Tliie  Janrel  greener  fi-om  the  brows 

Of  him  that  uttered  nothing  basej 

And  should  your  oTBatneas,  and  Its  care 
That  yokes  with  empire,  yield  you  time 
To  make  demand  of  modern  rhyme, 

If  au^t  of  ancient  worth  he  ihere ; 

Then— while  a  sweeter  music  wakes, 
And  through  wild  March  the  throstle  calls, 
where,  sll  about  your  pnlnce- walls, 

The  saulit  almond-blossom  shakes — 

Take,  Madam,  this  poor  book  of  songj 
For,  though  the  fanlta  were  thick  as  dust 
In  vacant  chambers,  I  could  trust 

Tour  kindness.     May  you  rule  us  long. 

And  leave  ns  rulers  of  your  blood 

As  noble  till  the  laleal  diiy  I 
^^  May  children  of  our  children  say. 

She  wrought  her  people  lasting  good; 
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God  gave  her  paace;  her  land  ropoaad; 
A  thouEimd  oUums  to  ceverenoe  closed 
In  bar  as  Mother,  Wife  and  Queeni 

"  And  Btatcsmen  at  har  oonnoll  met 
Who  knew  the  season=i,  when  to  take 
Occasion  by  the  hand,  and  make 

Tlie  bounds  of  freedom  wider  yet, 

By  shaping  some  angnst  decree, 

Whioli  kept  her  throne  unshaken  stilt, 
Broad-based  upon  har  people's  will, 
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POEMS. 


Wheke  Caaribel  low-Iieth 
The  breezes  pause  and  die, 
Letting  the  rose-leaves  &S ; 

But  the  solemn  oak-tree  sighefli, 
^ITuck-leaved,  ambroaial, 
Wit3i  an  ancient  melody 
Of  an  inward  asony, 

Where  Claribel  low-Leth. 

At  ere  the  beetle  boometh 

Athwart  the  thicket  lone : 
At  noon  HxB  wild  bee  hmnmeth 

About  the  mossed  headstone : 
At  midnight  the  moon  eometh 

And  looketh  down  alone. 
Her  song  the  lintwhtte  sweUeth, 
Tto^olear-voiced  mavis  dwelleth, 

The  callow  throstle  lispeth, 
The  slumbrous  wave  outwelleth, 

The  babbling  runnel  czdspetJh, 
The  hollow  grot  repliefJi 
Where  Claribel  low-Iietli, 
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LILIAN. 

AiRT,  iairy  LUJan, 

Flitting,  feir)r  Lilian, 
When  I  ask  her  if  she  love  me, 
ClfBps  her  tiny  hands  aboye  me, 

Laughina  all  she  can ; 
Shell  not  t^'llme  if  she  love  me, 

Cmel  little  Lilian. 

When  my  passion  seeks 

Pleasante  m  love-a^hs, 
She,  looking  through  and  through  me 
Thoroughly  to  undo  me, 

Smiling,  never  speaks ; 
So  innocentrarch,  so  cunning-simple. 
From  beneath  her  gathered  wimple 
Glancing  with  bfick-beaded  eyes, 
Tm  the  lightning  laughters  dimple 

The  baby-roses  in  her  cheeka ; 

Then  away  she  flies. 

Prithee  weep,  May  Lilian  I 
Gayety  without  eclipse 

Wearieth  me.  May  Lifian : 
Through  my  very  heart  it  thrilleth 

When  from  crimson-threaded  lips 
SilTer-treble  lauuhter  trilleth : 

Prithee  weep,  May  Lilian. 

Praying  all  I  can, 
If  prayers  will  not  hush  thee, 

Airy  Lilian, 
Like  a  rose-leaf  I  will  crush  thee, 

Fidry  Lilian. 
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ISABEL. 

Byes  not  dowo-dropt  nor  over-brielit,  but  fed 
With  the  clear-pointed  flame  of  cbastity, 
Clear  wthout  heat,  undoing,  tended  by 
Pure  vestal  thouglits  in  the  translucent  fene 
Of  her  Btill  spirit;  locta  not  wide  dispread. 
Madonna-wise  on  either  aide  her  head ; 
Sweet  lips  whereon  perpetually  did  reign 
The  summer  eaJm  of  golden  chanty, 
Were  fixed  shadows  of  thy  fixed  mood, 

Revered  Isabel,  the  crown  and  head, 
The  stately  flower  of  female  fortitude, 

Of  perfect  wifehood  and  pure  lowiihead. 

The  intuitive  decision  of  a  bright 
And  thorough-edged  intellect  ia  part 

Error  from  crime ;  a  prudence  to  withhold ; 
The  laws  of  marriace  charactered  in  gold 
Upon  the  blanched  t^lets  of  her  heart; 
A  love  atill  burning  upward,  giving  light 
To  read  those  laws ;  an  accent  very  low 
In  blandishment,  but  a  roost  silver  flow 
Of  sublle-paced  counsel  in  distress, 
lUght  to  the  heart  and  brain,  though  undescriecl, 

Winnin"  its  way  vfith  extreme  gentleness 
Through  all  the  outworks  of  suspicious  pride ; 
A  couri^e  to  endure  and  to  obey ; 
A  hate  of  gossip  parlance,  and  of  sway, 
Crowned  Isabel,  through  all  her  placid  life, 
The  queen  of  marriage,  a  most  perfect  wife. 

The  mellowed  reflex  of  a  winter  moon ; 

A  clear  stream  flowing  with  a  muddy  one, 

mi  in  its  onward  current  it  absorbs 

With  swifter  movement  and  in  purer  light 
The  vexed  eddies  of  its  wayward  brother : 
A  leaning  and  upbearing  parasite, 
Clothing  the  stem,  which  else  had  fidlen  quite, 
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Witii  clustered  flowcr-bells  ajid  ambrosial  orbs 
Of  rich  frairtunches  leaning  oo  eaoli  other — 
Shadow  forth  thee :— the  world  hath  not  another 

f  Though  all  her  fairest  forms  are  types  of  thee, 

And  thou  of  God  in  thy  great  charitj,) 

Of  such  a  finished  chastened  purity. 


With  blackest  moss  the  flower-plota 

Were  thickly  crusted,  one  and  aU : 

The  msted  nads  tell  from  the  knots 

That  held  the  peach  to  the  garden-wall. 
The  broken  sheds  looked  sad  and  strange  ! 
Uulifted  was  the  clinking  latch ; 
Weeded  and  worn  the  ancient  thatoh 
Upon  the  lonely  moatsd  grange. 

She  only  said,  "  My  life  is  dreary. 

He  Cometh  not,"  she  said ; 

She  s^d,  "  I  am  aweary,  aweary, 

I  would  that  I  were  dead  I  " 

Her  tears  fell  with  the  dews  at  even ; 

Her  tears  fell  ere  the  dews  were  dried ; 
She  could  not  look  on  the  sweet  heaven, 

Either  at  morn  or  eventide. 
After  the  flitting  of  the  bats. 

When  thickest  dark  did  trance  the  sfcy, 
She  drew  her  casement-curtain  by. 
And  glanced  athwart  the  glooming  flats. 
She  only  said,  "  The  night  is  dreary. 

He  Cometh  not,"  she  said ; 

She  sfud,  "  I  am  aweary,  aweary, 

I  would  tJiat  I  were  dead ! " 
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Upon  the  middle  of  the  night, 

Waking  she  heard  the  mght-fow!  ew™ 
The  cock  sung  out  an  hour  ere  light : 

From  the  dark  fen  the  oxen'a  low 
Came  to  her ;  isithout  hope  of  change, 
In  sleep  she  seemed  to  walk  forlorn, 
'nil  cold  winds  woke  the  gray-eyed  m 
About  the  lonely  moated  grange. 

She  only  said,  "  The  day  la  dreary. 

He  eoineth  not,"  she  said ; 

She  said,  "  I  am  aweary,  aweary, 

I  would  that  I  were  dead ! " 


Ahout  a  stone-cast  from  the  wall 

A  duiee  \rith  blackened  waters  slept, 
And  o'er  it  many,  round  and  small, 

The  clustered  marish-mosses  crept. 
Hard  hy  a  poplar  shook  alway. 
All  ^ver^een  with  gnarled  bark : 
For  leagues  no  other  tree  did  inark_ 
The  lev^  waste,  the  rounding  gray. 
She  only  said,  "  My  life  is  dreary, 

He  Cometh  not,"  she  said ; 

She  said,  "  I  am  aweary,  aweary, 

I  would  that  I  were  dead  1 " 


And  eyer  when  the  moon  was  low, 

And  the  shrill  winds  were  up  and  away, 
In  the  white  curtain,  to  and  fro. 

She  saw  the  gusty  shadow  sway. 
But  when  the  moon  was  very  low. 

And  wiid  winds  hound  within  their  cell. 

The  shadow  of  the  poplar  fell 
Upon  her  bed,  aciTissher  brow. 

She  only  said,  "  The  night  is  dieaxy, 
He  Cometh  not,"  she  said ; 
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AH  day  within  the  dreamy  house 

The  doors  upon  their  lunges  creaked  ; 
The  blue  liv  sung  i'  the  pane ;  the  mouse 

Behind  the  mouldering  mainscot  shrieked, 
Or  from  the  crevice  peered  about. 
Old  &ces  glimmered  through  the  doors, 
Old  footsteps  trod  the  upper  floors, 
Old  voices  called  her  from  without 
She  only  said,  "  My  life  is  dreary, 

He  Cometh  not,"  she  said ; 
She  said,  "  I  am  aweary,  aweary, 
1  would  that  I  were  dead  I " 


The  sparrow's  chirrup  on  the  roof, 

The  slow  clock  ticking,  and  the  sound 
Which  to  the  wooing  ivind  aloof 

The  poplar  made,  did  all  confound 

Her  sense ;  but  most  slie  loathed  the  hour 

When  the  thick-moted  sunbeam  lay 

Athwart  the  chambers,  and  the  day 

Was  sloping  toward  his  western  bower. 

Then,  said  she,  "  I  am  very  dreaty, 

He  will  not  come,"  she  Siud ; 

She  wept,  "  I  am  aweary,  aweary, 

0  God  1  that  I  were  dead ! " 


Clbar-hbaded  friend,  whose  joyful  acorn, 

Edged  with  sharp  laughter,  cuts  atwain 

The  knots  that  tangle  human  creeds. 

The  wounding  tords  that  bind  and  strain 
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The  heart  until  it  Ijleoda, 


Thou 


Lom-eowering  shall  the  Sophist  sit ; 
Falsehood  shaU  hare  her  plaited  bii>w : 
Fair-fronted  Truth  ahaU  di-oop  not  now 

With  ahrilling  shafts  of  subtle  mt. 

Hot  martjr-&mea  nor  trenchant  swords 
Can  do  away  that  ancient  lie : 
A  gentler  death  shall  Falsehood  die. 

Shot  through  and  tlu-ough  with  cunning  words. 

Weak  Truth,  arleaning  on  her  crutch, 
Wan,  wasted  Truth,  in  her  utmost  need, 
Thy  kingly  intellect  shall  feed. 
Until  she  be  an  athlete  bold. 
And  weary  with  a  finger's  touch 
Those  writhed  limbs  of  linhtnin"  speed ; 
Like  that  strange  anpel  which  of  old, 
Until  the  breaking  of  the  light. 
Wrestled  with  wandering  Israel, 

Past  Yabbok  brook  the  livelong  night, 
And  heaven's  mazed  agns  stood  still 
In  the  dim  tratt  of  Penuel. 


MADELINE. 

Thou  art  not  steeped  in  golden  languors, 
No  ti'anced  summer  calm  is  thine, 

Ever  varying  filadeline. 
Through  light  and  shadow  thou  dost  range, 
Sudden  glances,  sweet  and  strange, 

Deliiaous  spites,  and  darling  angers, 
And  airy  forms  of  flitting  change. 
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Smiling,  frowning,  evermore. 
Thou  art  perfect  in  love-lore. 
Revealinffs  deep  and  clear  are  tlune 
Of  weaffiy  smiles :  but  71110  may  know 
"Whetlier  snule  or  frown  be  fleeter  ? 
Wbetber  emile  or  frown  be  sweeter, 
Wbo  may  know  ? 

perfect-sweet  along  the  brow 
jbtrgloonung  over  eyes  divine, 
;e  little  clouds  sun-feinged,  are  thine, 
Eyer  varying  Madehne. 
Thy  snnle  and  frown  are  not  aloof 
From  one  anoUier, 
Each  to  each  is  dearest  brother; 
Hues  of  the  silken  sheeny  woof 
Momently  shot  into  each  other. 
All  the  mystery  is  thine ; 
Snuling,  frowning,  evermore, 
Tbou  art  perfect  m  love-lore, 
Ever  varying  Madeline. 

A  subtle,  sudden  Same, 

By  veering  passion  fanned. 

About  tnee  breaks  and  dances ; 

When  I  would  kiss  tby  hand. 
The  flush  of  angered  shame 

O'erflowa  thy  calmer  glances. 
And  o'er  black  brows  drops  down 
A  sudden-curved  frown : 
But  when  I  turn  away. 
Thou,  willing  me  to  stay, 

Wooest  not,  nor  vainly  wranglest. 

But,  looking  fixedly  the  while. 

All  my  bounding  heart  enlanglest 

In  a  golden-netted  smile ; 
Then  in  madness  and  in  bhss, 
If  my  lips  should  dare  to  kiss 
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Thy  taper  fingers  amorously, 
Again  ihau  blushest  angerly ; 
And  o'er  black  brows  (frops  down 
A  suddea-curved  frown. 


SONG.  — THE   OWL. 

When  eate  run  home  and  light  is  come. 

And  dew  is  cold  upon  the  ground, 

And  the  far-off  stream  is  dumb, 

And  the  whirring  smI  goes  round, 

And  the  whirring  sail  goes  round ; 

Alone  and  warming  his  five  wits 

The  white  owl  in  tie  belfry  mts. 

When  meriy  milkmwds  click  the  latch, 

And  rarely  smells  the  new-mown  hay, 

And  the  cock  hath  sung  beneath  the  tnatci 

Twice  or  thrice  his  roundelay. 

Twice  or  thrice  his  roundelay ; 

Alone  and  warming  his  five  wits 

The  white  owl  in  &e  belfry  ats. 


SECOND   SONG. 


TnY  tuwhits  are  lulled,  I  wot, 
Thy  tuwhoos  of  yesternight, 
Which  upon  the  dark  afloat. 
So  took  echo  with  delight, 
So  took  echo  with  delight. 
That  her  voice,  untuneful  grown, 
"Wears  all  day  a  fiuntfir  tone. 
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RECOLLECTIONS  OF 

I  would  mock  thy  chant  anew ; 

But  I  cannot  mimic  it ; 
Sot  a  wUt  of  thy  tumhoo, 
Thee  to  woo  to  thy  tuwhit, 
Thee  to  woo  to  thy  tuwhit, 
With  a  lengthened  loud  halloo, 
Tuwhoo,  tuwhit,  tuwhit,  tuwhoo-0-o. 


EECOLLECTIONS 
THE  ARABIAN  NIGHTS. 

When  the  breeze  of  a  joyful  dawn  blew  free 

In  the  silken  sail  of  infancy, 

The  tide  of  time  flowed  hack  with  me, 

The  forward-flowing  tide  of  time; 
And  many  a  sheeny  summer-mom, 
Adown  the  Tigris  I  was  borne. 
By  Bagdat's  shrines  of  fretl«d  cold, 

ffigh- walled  gardens  green  and  old; 

True  Mussulman  was  I  and  sworn. 

For  it  was  in  the  golden  prime 

Of  good  Haroun  Alraschid. 

Anight  my  shallop,  rustling  through 
The  low  and  bloomed  foliage,  drove 
The  fragrant,  glistening  deeps,  and  clove 
The  citron-shadows  in  the  blue : 
By  garden  porches  on  the  brim, 
The  costly  doors  flung  open  wide. 
Gold  glitterine  through  lamplig;ht  dim, 
And  broidered  sofas  on  each  side : 

In  sooth  it  was  a  goodly  time, 

For  it  was  in  the  golden  prime 
Of  good  Haroun  Alraschid. 
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Often,  where  clear-stemmed  platans  guard 
The  outlet,  did  I  turn  away 
The  boat-head  down  a  broad  canal 
From  the  main  river  sluiced,  where  all 
The  sloping  of  the  moonlit,  sward 
Was  damask-work,  and  deep  inlay 
Of  brmded  blooms  unmown,  which  crept 
Adown  to  where  the  waters  slept. 
A  goodly  place,  a  goodly  time. 
For  it  was  in  the  golden  prime 
Of  good  Haroun  Alraschid. 


A  motion  from  the  river  won 
Eidged  the  smooth  level,  bearing  on 
My  shallop  through  the  star-strown  cahn, 
Until  another  uiglit  in  night 
I  entered,  from  uie  clearer  light, 
Imbowered  vaults  of  pillared  pahn, 
Imprisoning  sweets,  which,  as  they  elomb 
Heavenward,  were  stayed  beneath  the  dome 

Of  hollow  boughs. — -  A  goodly  time, 

For  it  was  in  the  golden  prime 
Of  good  Haroun  Alraschid. 


Still  onward ;  and  the  clear  canal 
Is  rounded  to  as  clear  a  lake. 
From  tiie  green  rivage  many  a  fall 
Of  diamond  rillets  musical. 
Through  littie  crystal  arches  low 
Down  from  the  central  fountain's  flow 
Fallen  silver-chiming,  seemed  ta  shake 
The  sparkling  flints  beneath  the  prow, 
A  goodly  ^aee,  a  goodly  time, 
For  it  was  in  the  golden  prime 
Of  good  Haroun  Alraschid. 
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Above  through  many  a  bowery  turn 
A  vralt  with  vary-colored  ahefla 
Wandered  engrained.     On  either  side 
All  round  about  the  fr^rant  mai^ 
Prom  fluted  vase,  and  braaen  um, 
In  order,  eastern  flowers  large, 
Some  dropping  low  their  crimson  bella 
Haif-closed,  and  others  studded  wide 
With  disks  and  liars,  fed  die  time 
With  odor  in  the  golden  prime 
Of  good  Haroan  Alrasohid. 


Far  oS',  and  where  the  lemon-B 


The  living  airs  of  middle  ni^t 
Died  round  the  bulbul  ae  he  sung ; 
Not  he ;  but  something  which  possessed 
The  darkness  of  the  world,  delight, 
Life,  anguish,  death,  immortal  love, 
Ceasing  not,  mingled,  unrepressed, 
Apart  from  place,  withholding  time, 
But  flattering  the  golden  prime 
Of  good  Itoroun  Alraschid. 


Black  the  garden-bowers  and  grots 
Slumbered :  the  aolemn  palms  were  rang 
Above,  unwooed  of  summer  wind: 
A  sudden  splendor  from  behind 
Flushed  all  the  leaves  with  rich  gold-grei 
And,  flowing  rapidly  between 
Their  interspaces,  eounterchaaeed 
The  level  lake  with  diamond-plots 
Of  dark  and  bright.    A  lovely  time. 
For  it  was  in  the  golden  prime 
Of  good  Haroun  Alrascliid. 
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THE    ABA fl IAN    NI{ 


Grew  darker  from  tiiat  under-flame : 

So,  leaping  lightly  from  the  boat, 

With  silver  anchor  left  ailoat, 

In  marvel  whence  that  glory  came 

Upon  me,  as  in  sleep  I  sank 

Id  cool  soft  turf  upon  the  bank. 

Entranced  with  that  place  and  tune, 
So  worthy  of  the  golden  prime 
Of  good  Haroun  Alrasohid. 

Thence  through  the  garden  I  was  drawn,- 
A  realm  of  pleasanee,  many  a  mound. 
And  many  a  shadow-chequered  !awu 
FuUof  the  city's  stilly  sound. 
And  deep  mjTrh-thickets  blowing  round 
The  stately  cedar,  tamarisks, 
Thick  rosaries  of  scented  thorn. 
Tall  orient  shrubs,  and  obehska 

Graven  with  emblems  of  the  time, 

In  honor  of  the  golden  prime 
Of  good  Haroun  Alraschid. 


With  da^ed  visic 

From  the  long  alley's  latiiee  s 
Emeiged,  I  c^ne  upon  the  great 
Pavilton  of  the  Cahphat. 
Eight  to  the  carven  cedarn  doors, 
Flun"  inward  orer  spangled  floors, 
Broad-based  flichts  of  mai-ble  etaire 
Kan  iip  with  gdden  balustrade. 
After  the  fashion  of  the  time 
And  humor  of  the  golden  prime 
Of  good  Haroun  Alraaehid. 
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The  fourscore  ■mndowB  all  alin;lit 
Aa  with  the  quinteBsence  of  tlame, 
A  million  tapers  flaring  bright 
From  twisted  silvers  looked  to  shame 
The  hoUow-vauSted  dark,  and  streamed 
Upon  the  mooned  domes  aloof 
In  inmost  Bagdat,  till  there  seemed 
Hundreds  of  ereacenta  on  the  roof 

Of  niffht  new  riaen,  that  marvellous  tirnc 
To  celebrate  the  golden  prune 
Of  good  Haroun  Alraschid. 

Tlien  stole  I  ap.  and  trancedly 
Gazed  on  the  Persian  girl  alone, 
Serene  with  ar^entrlldded  eyes, 
Amorous,  and  laahes  like  to  rays 
Of  darkness,  and  a  brow  of  pearl 
Tressed  with  redolent  ebony, 
In  many  a  dark  delicious  curl, 
Flowing  beneath  her  rose-hued  zone ; 
The  sweetest  lady  of  the  time. 
Well  worthy  of  the  solden  prime 
Of  good  Haroun  Alraschid. 

XIV. 
Six  columns,  three  on  either  aide. 
Pure  silver,  underprop!  a  rich 
Throne  of  the  massive  "le,  from  which 
Down-drooped,  in  many  a  floating  fold, 
Engarlanded  and  diapered 
With  inwrought  flowers,  a  eloth  of  gold- 
Thereon,  his  deep  eye  laughter-stirred 
With  merriment  of  kinrfy  pride. 
Sole  star  of  all  that  place  and  time, 
I  saw  him — in  his  golden  prime, 
The  good  Haroom  Aj.baschii>I 
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ODE  TO  MEMORY. 


TnoH  who  stealest  fire, 
From  the  fountains  of  the  past, 
To  giorify  the  present ;  oh,  h^lte, 

Visit  my  low  desire ! 
Strengthen  me,  enlighten  me  ! 
[  faint  in  this  obsuunty. 
Thou  dewy  dawn  of  memory. 

Come  not  as  thou  earnest  of  late, 
Fhnning  the  gloom  of  yesternight 
On  the  white  day ;  tut  robed  in  softened  Uffht 

Of  orient  state. 
Whilome  thou  cameat  with  the  morning  mist, 

Even  as  a  maid,  whose  stately  brow 
The  dew-impearled  wiads  of  dawn  hare  kissed, 

AVhen  she,  as  thou, 
Stays  on  her  floating  looks  the  lovely  freight 
Of  overflowing  blooms,  and  earliest  shoola 
Of  orient  green,  giving  safe  pledge  of  fniita, 
Which  in  wintertide  shall  star 
The  black  earth  with  brilliance  r^e. 


Whilome  thou  earnest  with  the  morning  mist, 

And  with  the  cening  eloud, 
Showering  thy  gleaned  wealth  into  my  open  breast, 
(Those  peerless  flowers  which  in  the  rudest  wind 

Never  grow  sere, 
When  rooted  m  the  garden  of  the  mind. 
Because  they  are  Uia  earliest  of  the  year.) 
Bor  was  the  night  thy  shroud. 
In  sweet  dreams  softer  than  unbroken  rest 
Thou  leddeat  hv  the  hand  thy  infant  Hope. 
The  eddying  of  her  garments  caught  from  thee 
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ly  OOE    TO    MBMOItT. 

The  Ii;;lit  of  thy  groat  preseiioe ;  and  tio  cope 

Of  5ie  haJf-attoineil  futurity, 

Thougli  deep,  not  fathotnleas, 
Was  cbven  witli  the  ihiliion  star3_  that  tremble 
O'er  the  deep  mind  of  dauntless  infancy. 
Small  thought  was  there  of  life's  distress ; 
For  sure  ehe  deemed  no  mist  of  earth  could  dull 
Those  spiilt-thriUing  eyes  ao  keen  and  heautiftil 
Sure  she  was  nigher  to  heaven's  spheres, 
Listening  the  lordly  muac  flowing  from 
The  illimitable  years. 

0  strengthen  me,  enlighten  me  I 

1  feint  in  this  obscurity, 
Thou  dewy  dawn  of  memory. 

Come  forUi,  I  chai^  thee,  arise. 
Thou  of  the  many  tongues,  the  myriad  eyesi 
Thou  eomest  not  with  shows  of  flaunting  vmes 
Unto  mine  inner  eye, 
Divinest  memory ! 
Thou  wert  not  nnrsed  b^  the  waterfall 
Which  eyer  sounds  and  shmes 

A  pillar  of  white  li"ht  upon  the  wall 
Of  purple  cliffs,  aloof  descried : 
Come  from  the  woods  that  belt  the  gray  hitl-side 
The  seven  elms,  the  poplars  four. 
That  stand  beade  my  fiither's  door. 
And  chiefly  from  the  brook  that  loves 
To  purl  o'er  matted  cress  and  ribbed  sand, 
Or  ^mple  in  the  dark  of  rushy  coves. 
Drawing  into  his  naiTOw  earthen  urn, 

£i  every  elbow  and  turn. 
The  filtered  tribute  of  the  rough  woodland. 

O !  hither  lead  thy  feet ! 
Pour  round  mme  ears  the  hvelong  bleat 
Of  the  thick-fleeced  sheep  from  wattled  folds. 

Upon  the  ridged  woUls, 
When  the  first  malin-song  hath  wakened  loud 
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Over  the  dart  dewy  earth  forlorn, 

What  time  tlie  ambBi-  morn 

Forth  gushes  fi'oni  beneath  a  low-huug  cloud. 


Large  dowries  doth  the  raptured  eye 
To  the  young  spirit  present 
When  first  she  is  wed ; 

And  hke  a  bride  of  old 
In  triumph  led. 

With  music  and  sweet  showers 
Of  festal  flowers, 
Unto  the  dwelling  she  must  sway. 
Well  hast  thou  done,  greai  artist  Memory, 
In  setting  round  thy  first  experiment 
With  royal  framework  of  wrought  gold ; 
Needs  must  Qiou  dearly  love  thy  first  essay, 
And  foremost  in  thy  various  gallery 
Place  it,  where  sweetest  sunlight  fells 
Upon  the  storied  walls ; 
For  the  discovery 
And  newness  of  tliine  art  so  pleased  thee, 
That  all  which  thou  hast  drawn  of  Surest 

Or  boldest  sioce,  but  liglitly  weighs 
With  thee  unto  the  love  &ii  bearest 
The  first-born  of  thy  genius.     Artjst-like, 
Ever  retiring  thou  dost  gaze 
On  the  prime  labor  of  tKne  early  days : 
No  matter  what  the  sketch  might  be ; 
Whether  the  high  field  on  the  bushless  Pike, 
Or  even  a  sand^uilt  ridge 
Of  heaped  Wlls  that  mound  the  sea. 
Overblown  with  murmurs  harsh. 
Or 

marsh, 
Where  from  the  frequent  bridge. 
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Or  a  garden  bowered  olose 

■With  pldted  allej-s  of  the  ttiMlng  rose. 

Long  alleys  falling  down  to  twilight  grots, 

Or  opening  upon  level  plots 

Of  crowned  lilies,  standing  near 

Purple-spiked  lavender : 

Whether  in  after  life  reared 

From  brawling  storms, 

From  weary  wind, 

Wit*  yoathful  taney  reinspired, 

We  may  hold  converse  with  all  forms 

Of  the  many-aided  mind, 

And  those  whom  passion  had  not  blinded, 

Subtle-thoughted,  myriad-minded, 

My  Mend,  with  you  to  live  alone, 

W  ere  how  much  better  than  to  own 

A  crown,  a  sceptre,  and  a  throne. 

0  strengthen  me,  enlighten  me  I 

1  faint  in  this  obscurity, 
Thou  dewy  dawn  of  memory. 


A  SPIRIT  haunts  tlie  year's  last  hours, 
Dwelling  amid  these  yellowing  bowers : 

To  himself  he  talks; 
For  at  eventide,  listening  earnestly, 
At  his  work  you  may  hear  him  sob  and  agh 

In  the  walks ; 

Earthward  he  boweih  the  heavy  stalks 
Of  the  mouldering  flowers ; 

Heavily  hangs  the  broad  sunflower 
Over  its  grave  i'  the  earth  so  chilly  ■ 

Heavily  hangs  the  hollyhock. 
Heavily  hangs  the  tiger-lily. 
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The  air  is  (Jamp,  and  hushed,  and  close. 

As  a  sielc  man's  room  when  he  taketh  repose 

An  hour  before  death ; 
My  very  heart  faints  and  my  whole  soul  grieves 
At  the  moist  rich  smell  of  (he  rotting  leaves, 

And  the  breath 

Of  the  fading  edges  of  box  beneath, 
And  the  year's  last  rose. 

Heavily  hangs  the  broad  sunflower 
Over  its  grave  i'  the  earth  so  chilly ; 

Heavily  hangs  the  holly  hock, 
Heavily  hangs  the  tiger-lily. 


ADELINE. 

Mystery  of  mysteries. 
Faintly  smilin"  Adeline, 
Scarce  of  earth  nor  all  divine, 
Nor  unhappy,  nor  at  rest. 
But  beyond  expression  lair, 
With  iity  floating  flaxen  hair; 
Thy  rose-lips  and  full  blue  eyea 

Take  the  heart  from  out  my  breast. 
Wherefore  those  dim  looks  of  thine, 
Shadowy,  dreaaning  AdeL'ne  ? 

Whence  that  aery  bloom  of  thine, 

Like  a  Hly  which  the  sun 
Looks  through  in  his  sad  decline, 

And  a  rose-bush  leans  upon, 
Thou  that  feintly  smllest  still, 

As  a  Naiad  in  a  well. 

Looking  at  the  set  of  day. 
Or  a  phantom  two  hours  old 

Of  a  maiden  past  away. 
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Ere  the  platid  lips  be  cold  7 
Wherefore  those  faint  smiles  of  tiiine, 
Spiritual  Adeline  ? 

What  hope  or  fear  or  joy  is  thine  ? 

Who  talketh  nith  the«,  Adeline  ? 

For  sure  thou  art  not  all  ak>ne : 

Do  beating  hearts  of  saUent  springs 
Keep  measure  with  thine  own  ? 
Hast  thou  heard  the  butterflies 
What  they  say  betwixt  their  wings  ? 
Or  in  stillest  evenings 
With  what  voice  the  violet  woos 
To  his  heart  the  aiver  dews  ? 
Or  when  little  airs  arise, 
How  the  merry  bluebell  rings 
To  the  mosses  underneath  ? 
Hast  thou  looked  upon  the  breath 
Of  the  hhes  at  sunrise  ? 
Wherefore  that  iaint  smile  of  thine, 
Shadowy,  dreaming  Adehne  ? 

Some  hone^-converse  feeds  thy  mind, 
Some  spirit  of  a  crimson  rose 
In  love  with  thee  fbi^eta  to  close 
His  curtains,  wasting  odorous  sighs 
All  night  long  on  darkness  blind. 
What  aileti  thee  ?  whom  ■waitest  thou 
With  thy  softened,  shadowed  brow, 
And  (hose  dew-ht  eyes  of  thine. 
Thou  feint  smiler,  Adeline  ? 

Lovest  thou  the  doleful  wind 

When  thou  gazest  at  the  skiea  ? 
Doth  the  low-tongued  Orient 

Wander  from  the  side  o'  the  mom, 
Dripping  with  Sab«an  spice 
On  thy  pillow,  lowly  bent 
Wim  melodious  airs  bvelorn, 
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Breatliing  liglit  against  thj-  face, 
While  iis  locks  a-drbjiping  twined 
Round  tliy  neck  m  subtle  nng 
Make  a  earcanet  of  raj^ 
And  ye  talk  together  stjll. 
In  the  language  wherewith  Spring 
Letters  coirelips  on  the  Wll  ? 
Hence  that  took  and  smile  of  thine, 
Spiritual  Adeline. 


A    CI-IAEACTEfi. 


With  a  half-glance  upon  the  sky 
At  n^it  he  said,  "  The  wanderings 
Of  this  most  intricate  Universe 
Teach  me  the  nothingness  of  thinga." 
Yet  c«uld  not  all  creation  pierce 
Beyond  the  bottom  of  his  eye. 


He  spake  of  beauty:  that  the  doll 

Saw  no  diylnity  in  grass, 

Life  in  dead  stones,  or  spirit  in  air ; 

Then  looking  as  'twere  in  a  glass, 

He  smoothed  his  chin  and  sleeked  his  In 

And  said  the  eartli  was  heauUful. 


He  spAe  of  virtue :  not  the  gods 
More  purely,  when  they  widi  to  charm 
Pallas  and  Juno  sitting  hy : 
And  with  a  sweeping  of  the  arm, 
And  a  laci-lustre  dead-blue  eye, 
Devolved  his  rounded  periods. 
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Most  delicately  hour  by  honr 
He  canvassed  human  m>-steries, 
And  trod  on  ailk,  as  if  the  winds 
Blew  his  own  praises  in  his  eyes. 
And  stood  aloof  from  other  minds 
In  impotence  of  fancied  power. 

With  lips  depressed  as  he  were  meek, 
lEmselr  unto  himself  he  sold : 
Upon  himself  himself  did  feed : 
Quiet,  dispassionate,  and  cold. 
And  other  than  his  torm  of  ereed, 
With  chiselled  features  clear  and  sieet. 


THE  POET 

The  poet  in  a  golden  clime  was  bora. 

With  golden  stars  above ; 
Dowered  with  the  hate  of  hate,  the  seom  of  seom 
The  love  of  love.  ' 

He  saw  throurfi  life  and  death,  through  good  and  ill, 

He  saw  through  his  own  soul. 
The  marvel  of  the  everlasting  will, 
An  open  scroll, 

Before  him  lay :  with  echoing  feet  he  threaded 

The  seerefst  walks  of  iame : 
The  viewless  arrows  of  hjs  thoughts  were  headed 
And  winged  with  flame, 

Like  Indian  reeds  blown  from  liis  silver  tontmc 
And  of  so  fierce  a  flight,  ° 

Prom  Calpe  unto  Caucasus  they  sunn, 
Plllir...  tt;+i.  r.^u.  ^ 
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And  vagrant  melodiea  the  winds  wMeli  boro 

Them  earthivaril  tJIl  thej-  lit ; 
Then,  like  the  arrow-seeds  ol  the  field-flower, 

The  fruitful  wit, 

Clearing,  took  root,  and  springing  forth  anew 

Where'er  they  fell,  behold, 
Lake  to  the  mother  plant  in  semblance,  grew 

A  flower  all  gold, 


To  throng  with  stately  hlooms  the  breathing  spring 
Of  Hope  and  Youth. 

So  many  minda  did  ard  their  orbs  with  beams, 

Though  one  did  Blng  the  fire. 
Heaven  flowed  upon  the  soul  in  many  dreams 

Of  high  desire. 

Thus  truth  waa  multiplied  on  truth,  the  world 

Like  one  great  garden  showed, 
And  through  Uie  wreaths  of  floating  dark  upcurled 

And  Freedom  reared  in  that  august  sunrise 

Her  beautiful  bold  brow, 
When  rites  and  forms  before  bis  burning  eyes 

Melted  like  snow. 

There  was  no  blood  upon  her  maiden  robes 

Sunned  by  those  orient  skies ; 
But  round  about  the  circles  of  the  globes 

Of  her  keen  eyes 

And  in  her  raiment's  hem  was  traoed  in  flame 

Wisdom,  a  name  to  shake 
All  evil  dreams  of  power,— a  sacred  name. 

And  when  she  spake, 
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Her  words  did  gather  thunder  as  they  ran, 
And  as  the  lightning  K>  the  thunder 

Which  follows  it,  riving  the  Bpirit  of  man. 
Making  earth  woader. 

So  was  their  meaaing  to  her  words.     No  sword 
Of  wrath  her  right  arm  whirled, 

But  one  poor  poet's  scroll,  and  with  Sis  word 
She  shook  the  world. 


THE    POET'S    MIND. 


Vex  not  thou  the  poet's  mind 

With  thy  shallow  wit : 
Vex  not  tiiou  the  poet's  mind  ; 

For  thou  canst  not  fiithom  it. 
Clear  and  bright  it  should  he  ever, 
Plowing  like  a  crystal  river  ; 
Bright  as  light,  and  clear  as  wind. 

Dark-hrowed  sophist,  oome  not  anear ; 

All  the  place  is  holy  ground ; 
Hollow  Mule  and  frozen  sneer 

Come  not  here. 
Holy  water  will  I  pour 
Into  every  spicy  flower 
Of  the  laurel-shrubs  tliat  hedge  it  around. 
The  flowers  would  faint  at  your  cruel  cheer. 
In  your  eye  there  is  death, 
There  is  frost  in  your  breath 
Which  would  blight  the  plants. 
Where  you  stend  you  cannot  hear 
From  the  groves  within 
The  wild-hird'a  din. 
Tn  the  heart  of  the  garden  the  merrj'  hiid  chants. 
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Tt  would  fell  to  the  ground  if  yoa  came  in. 

In  the  middle  leaps  a  fountain 
Like  aheet  lightning, 
Ever  bJTglitenii^ 

Witii  a  low  melodious  thunder ; 
AU  day  and  alt  night  it  is  ever  drawn    _ 

From  the  brain  of  the  pnrpk  mountain 

Which  stands  in  the  distance  yonder: 
It  sannes  on  a  level  of  bowery  lawn, 
And  the  mount^n  draws  it  from  Heaven  above, 
And  it  ^nga  a  song  of  undying  love ; 
And  yet,  though  ila  voice  be  so  clear  and  hill, 
You  never  would  hear  il^-yoiir  ears  are  so  duU; 
So  keep  where  you  are :  you  are  foul  with  sm ; 
It  wouhl  shrink  to  the  earth  if  you  came  in. 


THE    DYIKG    SWAN. 


With  an  inner  voice  the  ri 
Adown  it  floated  a  dying  swan, 

Aud  loudly  did  lament. 
It  was  the  middle  of  the  day. 

Ever  the  weary  wind  went  on, 

Aud  took  the  reed-tops  as  it  went 

Some  blue  peaks  in  the  distance  rose, 
And  wbitfi  against  the  cold-white  sky 
Shone  out  their  crowning  snows. 
One  willow  over  the  river  wept,      _ 
And  Bhook  the  wave  as  the  wind  did  sigh; 
Above  in  the  wind  was  the  swallow, 
Chaang  itself  as  its  own  wUd  will. 
And  lar  through  the  marish  green  and  still 
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Tbe  laDgled  watercourses  slept, 
Shot  over  mth  purple,  and  green,and  yellow. 

The  Trild  swan's  Ueath-hj-mn  took  the  soul 

Of  that  waste  place  with  joy 

Hiddea  in  sorrow :  at  first  to  the  ear 

The  warble  waa  low,  and  full  and  clear; 

And  floating  about  the  imder-dty, 

Prevailing  in  weakness,  the  coronach  stole 

Sometimes  afar,  and  Bometimes  anear ; 

But  aiion  her  awfui  jubilant  voice. 

With  a  music  strange  and  manifold. 

Flowed  forth  on  a  earol  free  and  bold : 

As  when  a  mighty  people  rejoice 

With  shawms,  and  with  cymfcda,  and  harps  d"  gold, 

And  the  tumult  of  their  acclaim  is  rolled 

Through  the  open  gates  of  the  city  afiir. 

To  the  shepherd  who  watcheth  the  evening  star. 

And  the  creeping  mteses  and  clambering  weeds, 

And  the  willow-branches  hoar  and  dank, 

And  the  wavy  swell  of  the  soughing  reeds. 

And  the  wave-worn  horns  of  the  ecTioing  bank, 

And  the  silvery  marish-flowers  that  throng 

The  desolate  creeks  and  pools  among, 

Were  flooded  over  with  eddying  song. 


Now  is  done  thy  long  day's  work ; 
Fold  thy  palms  across  ttiy  brea.st. 
Fold  thine  arms,  turn  to  thy  rest. 

Let  them  rave. 
Shadows  of  the  silver  birk 
Sweep  the  green  that  folds  thy  grave. 

Let  liiem  rave. 
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Thee  nor  carkeih  care  nor  slander ; 
Nothing  but  the  small  cold  irorm 
PrettetU  thine  enshrouded  fomi. 

Let  them  rave. 
Light  and  shadow  ever  wander 
O'er  the  CTeen  that  folds  thy  grave. 

Let  them  rave. 


Sweeter  tones  than  calumny  ?     S'l  ■ 

Let  them  rave. 
Thou  wilt  never  raise  thine  head 
From  the  ffreen  that  folds  thy  grave. 

Let  them  rave. 


Crocodiles  wept  tears  for  thee ; 
Tlie  woodbine  and  egiatere 
Drip  sweeter  dews  than  traitor's 
Let  them  rave. 

KiUD  joakea  music  in  the  tree 
O'er  the  gi 

it  them  rj 


Let  them  rj 
These  in  every  shower  creep 
Through  the  green  tliat  folds  thy  grave. 

Let  them  cave. 


rii,y  Google 


Eare  broidry  of  tie  purple  clovur. 

Let  them  rave. 
Kinm  have  no  such  couch  as  thine, 
Aa  Se  green  that  folds  thy  grave. 

Let  them  rave. 


Wild  words  wander  here  and  there; 
God's  great  gift  of  speech  abused 
Makes  thy  memory  confused — 

But  let  them  rave. 
The  halm-cricket  carols  clear 
In  the  green  that  folds  thy  grave. 

Let  tbciii  rave. 


LOVE  ASD  DEATH. 

What  time  the  mighty  moon  was  gathering  light, 

Love  paced  the  thymy  plots  of  Paralyse, 

And  all  about  him  rolled  his  lustrous  eyes ; 

When,  tiuming  round  a  casaa,  full  in  view 

Death,  walking  ail  alone  beneatii  a  yew, 

And  talking  to  himself,  first  met  his  sight: 

"  Tou  must  begone,"  said  Death ;  "  these  walks  are 

Love  wept  and  spread  his  sheeny  vans  for  flight; 
Yet  ere  he  parted  said,  "  This  hour  is  thine ; 
Thou  art  the  shadow  of  Hfe,  and  as  the  tree 
Stands  in  the  sun  and  shadows  all  beneath. 
So  in  the  light  of  great  eternity 
Life  eminent  creates  the  shade  of  death ; 
The  shadow  paaseth  when  the  tree  shall  iall, 
But  1  shall  reign  forever  over  aU." 
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THE  BALLAD   OF  OEIANA. 

My  heart  is  wasted  with  my  woe, 

Orlaiia. 
There  is  no  rest  for  me  below, 

Oriana. 
Wlien  the  long  dun  wolds  are  ribbed  ivhli  sii( 
And  loud  the  Norland  whirlwinds  blow, 


Ere  the  light  on  daik  waa  growini 

Oriana, 
At  midnight  the  cock  was  crmvinj 

Oriana; 
Winds  were  blowing,  waters  flow! 
We  heard  the  steeifi  to  battle  goii 

Oriana; 
Aloud  the  hollow  bugle  blowing. 


Ere  I  rode  into  the  fight, 

Oriana, 
While  bSiesfiil  tears  blinded  my  sight, 
By  star-shine  and  by  moonlight, 

Oriana, 
1  to  thee  my  troth  did  plight, 

Oriana. 

She  stood  upon  the  castle  wall, 

Oriana: 
She  watched  my  ercst  among  them  all, 

Oriana : 
She  saw  me  fight,  she  beard  me  call. 
When  forth  there  stept  a  fijeman  tall. 
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The  bitter  arrow  went  aside, 

Oriana ; 
The  lake,  false  arrow  went  aside, 

Oriana : 
The  damned  arrow  glanced  aside, 
And  pierced  thy  heart,  my  love,  my  bride, 

Oriana ! 


Oriana. 
Loud,  loud  rung  out  the  bugle's  braya, 

Oriana. 
O I  deathfii!  stabs  were  dealt  apace, 
Tho  battle  deepened  in  its  place, 

Oriana ;    ■ 
But  I  was  down  upon  my  face, 

Oriana, 

They  Ehould  have  stabbed  me  wliore  I  lay 

Oriana  I 
How  could  I  rise  and  come  away, 

Oriana  ? 
How  could  I  loot  upon  the  day  ?  , 
They  should  haye  stabbed  me  where  I  lay, 

Oriana — 
They  should  have  trod  me  into  clay, 

Oriana. 

O!  breakin«  heart  that  will  not  break, 

Oriana ; 
O  I  pale,  wtle  face  so  sweet  and  meek, 

Oriana. 
Thoa  smilest,  but  thou  dost  not  speak, 
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ind  then  the  tears  run  down  my  cheek, 

Oriana  ; 
What  wantest  thou  1  whom  doat  thou  seek, 

Oriana? 

I  cry  aloud  ;  none  hear  my  cries, 

Oriana. 
Thou  comest  atween  me  and  the  skies, 

Oriana. 
I  feel  (he  teai's  of  blood  arise 
Up  from  my  heart  unto  my  eyes, 

Oriana. 
Within  thy  heart  my  arrow  lies, 


0  cursed  haud  !  oli  cursed  blowl 
Oriana ! 

0  happy  thou  that  Uest  low, 

Oriana  I 
All  night  the  silence  seems  to  flow 

Oriana. 

A  weary,  weary  way  I  go, 

Oriana. 

When  Norland  winds  pipe  down  the  sea, 

1  wait,  I  dare  not  thinic  of  thee, 

Oriana. 
Thon  lirat  beneath  the  greenwood  tree, 
1  dare  not  die  and  come  to  thee. 
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CIECUMSTANCE. 

Two  children  in  two  neiglibor  yiUages 
Piajing  mad  pranks  along  the  heathy  leas ; 
Two  strangers  meeting  at  a  festival ; 
Two  loTers  whiriiering  by  an  orchard  wall , 
Two  lives  honnd  fiist  in  one  with  golden  ease ; 
Two  graves  grass^reen  hesicle  a  gray  ehurch-toi 
Washed  with  still  rains  and  daisy-blossomed ; 
Tivo  children  in  one  hamlet  born  and  bred ; 
So  runs  the  round  of  life  from  hour  to  hour. 


THE  MEEMAN. 

"Who  would  be 
A  merman  bold 

Sitting  alone, 

Singins  alone 

Under-the  sea, 
With  a  crown  of  gold, 

On  a  throne  ? 

I  would  be  a  merman  bold ; 
I  would  sit  and  sing  the  whole  of  the  day ; 
I  would  fill  the  seaMs  with  a  voice  of  power, 
Bat  at  night  I  would  roam  abroad,  and  play 
With  the  mermaids  in  and  out  of  the  rocks. 
Dressing  their  hsnr  with  the  white  eea-flower ; 
And  hdding  them  back  by  their  flowing  locks, 
I  would  Mss  them  often  under  the  sea, 
And  kiss  them  again  till  they  kissed  me 

Laughingly,  laughindy ; 
And  then  we  would  wander  awa^,  away 
To  the  pale-green  aea-gi-oves  straight  and  high. 

Chasing  each  other  merrily. 
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Thorn  would  be  neitlier  moon  nor  star ; 

But  the  wave  wonid  make  music  above  us  afar — 

Low  thunder  and  light  in  the  magic  night — 

Neither  moon  nor  star. 
We  would  call  aloud  in  the  dreamy  dells, 
Call  to  each  other  and  whoop  and  ciy 

All  nisht,  merrily,  memly  ; 
They  would  pelt  me  with  starry  span^es  and  shells 
Laughing  and  clapping  their  hanoB  between, 

All  night,  merrily,  merrilj^ ; 
But  I  would  throw  them  back  in  mine 
Turkia  and  agate  and  almondine : 
Then  leafiing  out  upon  them  nnseen, 
I  would  kiss  them  o^n  under  the  sea, 
And  kiss  them  again  till  they  kissed  me 

Laughingly,  laughingly. 
0  I  whal  a  happy  life  were  mine 
Under  the  hollow-hung  ocean  green ! 
Soft  are  the  moss-beds  under  Sie  sea; 
We  would  live  merrily,  merrily. 


TnE   MEKMAID. 

Wno  would  be 
A  mermaid  fair. 

Singing  alone. 
Combing  her  hair 
Under  Sie  sea, 
In  a  golden  curl 
With  a  comb  of  pearl, 

On  a  throne  ? 

I  would  be  a  mermaid  fair ; 
I  would  sinff  to  myself  the  whole  of  the  day ; 
With  a  comb  of  pearl  I  would  comb  my  hair ; 
And  still  as  I  combed  I  would  sing  and  say, 
"  Who  is  it  loves  me  ?  who  loves  not  me  ?  " 
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I  would  comb  my  hwr  till  my  ringleta  would  M, 

Low  iidown,  low  adown, 
From  under  my  starry  sea-bud  crown 

Low  adown  and  around, 

And  I  eiould  loci  like  a  fountain  of  gold 

Sprinmng  alone 

WA  a  aiifll  inner  sound, 
Over  the  throne 

In  the  nudst  of  the  hall ; 
TUl  that  great  sea-snake  under  the  sea 
From  his  coiled  sleeps  in  the  central  deeps 
Would  slowly  trail  himself  sevenfold 
Round  the  hall  where  I  sate.and  look  in  at  thegate 
■ffi^itli  his  fcirge  calm  eyes  for  the  love  of  me. 
And  all  the  mermen  under  the  sea 
Would  feel  their  immortality 
ffie  in  their  hearts  for  the  love  of  me. 

But  at  night  I  would  wander  away,  awayj 
I  would  fling  on  each  ade  my  low-flowing  locks 

And  hshtly  vault  from  the  throne  and  play 
Witn  the  mermen  in  and  out  of  the  rocks; 

We  would  run  fo  and  fro,  and  hide  and  seek. 
On  (he  broad  sea-wolds  i'  the  crimson  shells, 
Whose  ralvery  spikes  are  nighest  the  sea. 

But  if  any  came  near,  I  would  eaM  and  shriek. 

And  adown  the  steep  like  a  wave  I  would  leap 
From  the  diamond  ledges  that  jut  from  the  della 

For  I  would  not  he  kissed  by  all  who  would  list, 

Of  the  bold  merry  mermen  under  the  sea ; 

They  would  sue  me,  and  woo  me,  and  flatter  me, 

In  the  purple  twilights  under  the  sea ; 

But  the  king  of  them  all  would  carry  me, 

Woo  me,  and  win  me,  and  marry  me. 

In  the  branching  jaspers  under  the  sea ; 

Then  all  the  dry  pied  things  that  be 

In  the  huelws  mosses  under  the  sea 

Would  curl  round  my  alver  feet  silently, 

All  looking  up  for  the  love  of  me. 
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And  if  I  should  carol  aloud,  from  aloft 
All  things  tiiat  are  forked,  and  homed,  and  soit. 
Would  lean  out  from  the  hollow  sphere  of  the  sea, 
All  iookiug  down  for  the  loye  of  me. 


SONNET    TO  J.  M.  K. 

Ml  hope  and  heart  is  with  thee — thou  wilt  be 
A  latter  Luther,  and  a  soldiei^priest 
To  scare  church-harpies  from  uie  mastei's  feast; 
Our  dusted  velvets  have  muth  need  of  thee  ; 
Thou  art  no  sabbath-drawler  of  old  saws, 
Kstilled  from  some  worm-cankered  homily ; 
But  spurred  at  heart  with  fieriest  energy 
To  embattaH  and  to  wall  about  thy  cause 
With  iron-worded  proof,  hating  to  hark 
The  humming  of  the  drowsy  pulpit-drone 
Ha!f  God's  good  sabbath,  while  tie  worn-out  clerk 
Brow-beats  his  desk  below.     Thou  from  a  throne 
Mounted  in  heaven  wilt  shoot  into  the  dark 
Arrows  of  lightnings.     I  will  stand  and  mark. 


rii,y  Google 


POEMS. 

(punSLISHKD    1832.) 

THE    LADY    OF    SHALOTT. 


Ok  either  side  tlie  river  lie 
Long  fielda  of  barley  anil  of  rye, 
That  clothe  the  wold  and  meet  the  sky ; 
And  thro^h  the  field  the  road  runs  by 

To  many-towered  Camelot ; 
And  up  and  down  the  people  go, 
Gaaing  where  the  lilies  blow 
Round  an  island  there  below. 

The  island  of  Shalott 

Willowa  whiten,  aspens  quiver, 
Little  breezes  dusk  and  ^ver 
Through  the  wave  that  runs  forever 
By  the  island  in  the  river 

Flowing  down  to  Camelot. 
Four  gray  walls,  and  four  gray  towers, 
Overlook  a  space  of  flowers, 
And  the  silent  isle  embowers 

The  Lady  of  Shalott. 

By  the  mai^u,  willow-veiled, 
Sudc  the  heavy  barges  trailed 
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THE    LADY    OF    SITALOTT. 

By  alow  horses ;  and  uohmled, 
irfie  shallop  flitteth  alken-aalled, 

^mmmg  Aatm  to  Camelot : 
But  who  hath  seen  her  wave  her  hand  ? 
Or  at  the  casement  seen  her  staad? 
Or  is  she  known  in  all  the  land. 

The  Lady  of  Shalott  ? 

Only  reapers,  reaping  early 
In  among  the  bearded  harley, 
Hear  a  son"  that  echoes  cheerly 
From  the  nrer  winding  clearly, 

Down  to  towered  Camelot : 
And  by  the  moon  the  reaper  weary, 
Klin"  sheaves  in  uplands  airy, 
listening,  whispers  "  'Tis  the  f^ry 

Lady  of  Shalott." 


There  she  weaves  by  nigtt  and  day 

A  magic  web  with  colors  gay. 

She  has  heard  a  wluaper  say, 

A  curse  is  on  her  if  she  stay- 
To  look  down  to  Camelot. - 

She  knows  not  what  the  curse  may  be, 

And  eo  she  weaveth  steadily, 

And  little  other  care  hath  she, 
The  Lady  of  Shalott. 

And  moving  through  a  mirror  cleai- 
That  hangs  before  her  all  the  year, 
Shadows  of  the  world  appear. 
There  rfie  sees  the  highway  near 

Winding  down  to  Camelot ; 
There  the  river  eddy  whirls, 
And  there  the  surly  village-churls. 
And  the  red  cloaks  of  market-^rls. 

Pass  onward  from  Shalott- 
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Sometimes  a  ta-oop  of  damsels  giad, 
An  abbot  on  aa  ambling  pad, 
Sometimes  a  curly  shepherd-lad, 
Or  long-haired  page  in  crimson  dad, 

Goes  by  to  ttiwered  Camelot ; 
And  sometimea  through  the  mirror  blue 
The  knights  come  riding  two  and  two : 
She  hath  no  loyal  knight  and  true, 

The  Lady  of  Shalott 

But  in  her  web  she  still  delighla 
To  weave  the  mjrror'a  magic  sights, 
For  often  through  the  silent  ni^its 
A  funeral,  with  plmnes  and  lights, 

And  music,  went  to  Camelot: 
Or  when  the  moon  was  overhead. 
Came  two  yonng  lovera  lately  wed ; 
"  I  am  half-sick  of  shadows,"  said 

The  Lady  of  Shalott. 


a  jiuiv-ouui-  irom  ner  Dower-caves, 
Be  rode  between  the  barley  sheaves, 
The  siin  came  dazzlino  through  the  lea 
And  flamed  upon  the  brazen  nreaves 

Of  bold  Sir  Lancelot. 
A  redcross  knight  forever  kneeled 
To  a  iady  in  his  shield, 
That  sparkled  on  the  yellow  field. 

Beside  remote  Shalott. 


Hung  in  the  golden  Galaxy. 
The  bridle  b^ls  rang  merrily 

As  he  rode  doivn  to  Camelot 
And  from  his  blazoned  baldric  slung 
A  mighty  silver  bugle  hung, 
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All  ia  the  blue  unclouded  weather 
Thick-jewelled  shone  the  saddle-leather, 
The  helmet  and  the  helmet^feather 
Burned  like  one  burning  flame  together, 

As  he  rode  down  to  Camelot. 
As  often  through  the  purple  night, 
Below  the  sfcirry  clusters  ortght. 
Some  bearded  meteor,  trailing  light, 

Moves  over  still  Shalott. 

His  broad  clear  brow  in  sunlight  glowed ; 
On  burnished  hooves  his  war-horse  trode ; 
From  underneath  his  helmet  flowed 
Hia  coal-black  curls  as  on  he  rode, 

Aa  he  rode  down  to  CiimeloL 
From  the  hank  and  from  the  river 
He  flashed  into  the  crystal  mirror, 
"  l^rra  lirra,"  by  the  river 

Sang  Sir  Lancelot. 

She  left  the  web,  she  left  the  loom, 
She  made  three  paces  through  the  rocan. 
She  saw  the  water-lily  bloom, 
She  saw  the  helmet  and  the  plume. 

She  looked  down  to  Camelot. 
Out  flew  the  web  and  floated  wide ; 
The  mirror  cracked  from  side  to  side ; 

The  Lady  of  Shalott. 


In  the  stormy  east-wind  straining. 
The  pale  yeflow  woods  were  waning. 
The  broad  stream  in  his  hiiiks  complaining, 
Hea,vily  the  low  sky  raining 

Over  towered  Camelot; 


rii,y  Google 


And  down  die  river's  dim  expanse — 
Like  some  bold  seSr  in  a  trance, 
Seeing  all  his  own  mischance — 
With  a  glassy  countenance 

Did  ehe  look  to  Camelot 
And  at  the  closing  of  the  day 
She  loosed  the  chain,  and  down  she  lay; 
The  broad  stream  bore  her  Jar  away, 

The  Lady  of  Shafott. 

Lying,  robed  in  snowy  white 
Tlat  loosely  flew  to  left  and  right— 
The  leaves  upon  her  falling  light — 
Through  the  noises  of  the  night 

She  floated  down  to  Camelot : 
And  as  the  boat-head  wound  along 


Heard  a  carol,  mournful,  holy. 
Chanted  loudly,  chanted  lowly, 
Till  ber  blood  was  frozen  slowly, 
And  her  ej'es  were  darkened  wholly, 

Turned  to  towered  Camelot; 
For  ere  she  reached  upon  the  tide 
The  first  house  by  the  water-ade, 
Singing  in  her  song  she  died, 

The  Lady  of  Shalott. 

Under  tower  and  balcony, 
By  garden-wall  and  gallery, 
A  gleaming  shape  she  floated  by, 
Dead-pale  Det  we  en  the  houses  high, 
Silent  into  Camelot 
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Out  upon  the  wharves  they  came, 
Knight  and  burgher,  lord  and  dame. 
And  round  the  prow  they  read  her  nai 
The  Lady  of  Shahtt. 

Who  is  this  ?  and  what  is  here  ? 
And  in  the  lighted  palace  near 
Died  the  sound  of  royal  cheer ; 
And  they  crossed  themselves  for  fear, 

All  the  knights  at  Camelot: 
Bat  Lancelot  mused  a  little  space ; 
He  said,  "  She  has  a  lovely  face ; 
God  in  his  mercy  lend  her  graee, 

The  Lady  of  Shalott." 


MARIANA  IN   THE   SOUTH. 


With  one  black  shadow  at  its  feet, 

The  house  through  all  the  level  sMnes, 
Close-latticed  to  the  brooding  heat. 

And  silent  in  its  dusty  vines : 

A  l^nt-blue  ridge  upon  the  right, 

An  empty  river-bed  before, 

And  BhallowB  on  a  distant  shore, 

In  glaring  sand  and  inlets  bright. 

But  "Ave  Mary,"  made  she  moan, 

And  "  Ave  Mary,"  night  and  morn. 

And  "  Ah,"  she  sang,  "  to  be  all  alone, 

To  live  forgotten,  and  love  forlorn." 


She,  as  her  carol  sadder  grew, 
From  brow  and  bosom  slowly  down, 

Through  rosy  taper  fingers  drew 

Her  Btrcamiiig  curls  of  deepest  brown 

To  left  and  right,  and  made  appear, 
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Still-lighted  in  a  secret  shrine, 

Her  melanclioly  eyes  divine, 

The  home  of  woe  ivithout  a  tear. 

And  "  Ave  Mary,"  was  her  moan, 

"  Madonna,  sad  is  night  and  mom ; " 

And  "  Ah,"  she  sang,  "  to  be  all  alone, 

To  live  fot^otten,  and  love  I'orlom." 


Till  all  the  crimson  changed,  and  past 
Into  deep  orange  o'er  the  sea. 

Low  on  her  knees  herself  she  cast, 
Before  Our  Lady  murmured  she; 

Complaining,  "Mother,  give  me  grace 


The  clear  p 

"  Is  this  the  form,"  she  made  her  moan, 

"  That  won  his  praises  night  and  mom  ? 
And  "  Ah,"  she  said,  "  but  I  ivake  alone, 

I  sleep  forgotten,  I  wake  forlorn." 


Nor  hird  would  sing,  nor  lamb  would  bleat, 

Nor  any  cloud  would  cross  the  vault, 
But  day  increased  from  heat  to  heat, 

On  stony  drought  and  steaming  salt ; 
Till  now  at  noon  she  slept  again. 

And  seemed  knee-deep  in  mountain  grass, 
And  heard  her  native  breezes  pass. 
And  runlets  babbling  down  the  glen. 

She  breathed  in  sleep  a  lower  moan, 

And  murmuring,  as  at  ni"ht  and  morn, 
She  thought,  "  My  spirit  is  here  alone. 
Walks  forgotten,  and  is  forlorn." 
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«  THE  SOUTH. 

She  woke :  the  babble  of  the  Btream 

Fell,  and  without  the  steady  glare 

Shrank  one  sick  iviUow  sere  and  Bmall. 

The  river-bed  ivas  dusly  white ; 

And  all  the  furnace  of  the  light 

Struck  up  against  the  blindii^  wall. 

She  whispered,  with  a  stifled  moan 

More  inward  than  at  night  or  mom, 
"  Sweet  Mother,  let  me  not  here  alone 
Live  foi^Men,  and  die  forlorn." 


And,  rising,  from  her  hoaom  drew 

Old  letters,  breathing  of  her  worth, 
For  "  Love,"  they  said,  "  must  needs  be  true 

To  what  is  lovehest  upon  earth." 
An  image  seemed  io  pass  the  door, 
To  look  at  her  ivith  slight,  and  say, 
"  But  now  thy  beauty  flows  away. 
So  be  alone  for  evermore." 

"  0  cruel  heart,"  she  changed  her  tone, 

"  And  cruel  love,  whose  end  is  scorn, 

Is  this  the  end  to  be  left  abne,  • 

To  live  forgotten,  and  die  forlorn ! " 


!s  in  the  idling  day 
An  image  seemed  to  p^s  the  door, 
To  look  into  her  eyes  and  say, 

"  But  thou  shalt  be  alone  no  more." 
And  flaming  downward  over  all 

From  heat  to  heat  the  day  decreased. 
And  slowly  rounded  to  the  east 
The  one  black  shadow  from  the  wall 

"  The  day  to  night,"  a!ie  made  her  moan, 
"  The  day  to  night,  the  night  to  mom. 
And  day  and  night  I  am  left  alone. 
To  live  forgotten,  and  love  Ibrlom." 
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At  eve  a  dry  cicala  sang. 

There  came  a  sound  aa  of  the  sea ; 
Backward  the  lattice-blind  she  flimg, 

And  leaned  upon  the  balcony. 
There  all  in  spaces  rosy-bright 

Large  Hesper  glittered  on  ber  tearg, 
And  deepening  through  the  alent  spheres, 
Heavett  oyer  Heaven  rose  the  night 

And  weeping  then  she  inade  her  moan, 

"The  night  comes  on  that  knows  notmom 
When  I  shall  cease  to  be  all  alone, 
To  live  forgotten,  and  loye  forlorn." 


ELEANOBE. 

Thy  dark  eyes  opened  not, 

Nor  first  revealed  themselves  to  English  air, 
For  there  is  nothing  here, 
Which,  from  the  outward  to  the  inward  brought, 
Moulded  thy  baby  thought 
Far  off  from  human  neighborhood. 

Thou  wert  bom,  on  a  summer  morn, 
A  mile  beneath  the  cedar-wood. 
Thy  bounteous  forehead  was  not  fiiimed 

With  breezes  from  our  oaken  glades. 
But  thou  Tvert  nursed  in  aome  delicious  land 

Of  lavish  lights,  and  floating  shades : 
And  flattering  thy  chit(Ksh  thought 
The  oriental  feiry  brought, 

At  the  moment  of  thy  birth. 
From  old  wcU-heads  of  haunted  rills, 
And  the  hearts  of  purple  hills. 

And  shadowed  coves  on  a  sunny  shore, 
The  choicest  wealth  of  all  the  earth, 
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EL  BANC  KE. 


Jewel  or  shell,  or  sfarry  ore, 
To  deck  tiy  cradle,  Eicanore. 


h,  half-open  lattices 
ijommg  in  the  seented  breeze, 
Fed  thee,  a  child,  lying  alone, 

Witli  whitesS  honey  m  iairy  gardens  culled 
A  glorious  cLild,  dreaming  alone, 
In  silk-soft  folds,  upon  yielding  down, 
With  the  hum  of  swannin«  bees 

Into  dreamftil  slumber  lulled. 

Who  may  minister  to  thee  ? 
Summer  herself  should  minister 

To  thee,  with  fruitage  golden-rinded 

Oq  golden  salvers,  or  it  may  be, 
Youngest  Autnnm,  in  a  bower 
Grape-thickened  from  the  li^ht,  and  blinded 

With  many  a  deep-hned  beU-like  flower 
Of  fragrant  trailers,  when  the  air 

Sleepeth  over  ail  the  heaven, 

Ajid  the  cri^  that  fronts  the  Even, 
All  along  the  sliadowing  shore. 


How  may  measured  w 
The  full-flowinff  liarmony 
Of  thy  sivan-like  statcBness, 
Eleanore  ? 
The  luxHiiant  symmetry 
Of  thy  (loatinggrai.'efiilness, 

Every  turn  and  glance  of  thine, 
Every  lineament  divine, 

Eleanore, 
And  the  steady  sunset  glow. 
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That  stays  upon  the.e  ?     For  in  thee 

Is  nothing  sudden,  nothing  single ; 
Like  two  streams  of  incense  free 

From  one  censer,  in  one  shrine, 

Thought  and  motion  mingle. 
Mingle  ever.    Motions  flow 
To  one  another,  even  us  though 
They  were  modulated  so 

To  an  unheard  melody. 
Which  lives  about  thee,  and  a  sweep 

Of  richest  pauses,  evermore 
Drawn  from  eadi  oiher  mellow-deep ; 

Who  may  express  thee,  Eleanore  ? 

I  stand  before  thee,  Eleanore ; 

I  see  thy  beauty  gradually  unfold, 
ThSy  and  hourly,  more  and  more. 
I  muse,  as  in  a  trance,  the  while 

Slowly,  as  from  a,  cloud  of  gold, 
Comes  out  thy  deep  ambroaal  smile. 
I  muse,  as  in  a  trance,  whene'er 

The  languors  of  thy  love-deep  eyes 
Fhjat  on  to  me.     I  would  I  were 

So  tranced,  so  rapt  in  ecstasies. 
To  stand  apart,  and  to  adore. 
Gazing  on  thee  for  evermore, 
Serene,  imperial  Eleanore  I 

Sometimes,  with  most  intensity 

Gazina,  I  seem  to  see 

Thouffht  folded  over  thought,  smiling  asleep. 

Slowly  awakened,  ^row  so  full  and  deep 

In  thy  large  eyes,  that,  overpowered  quite, 

I  cannot  veil,  or  droop  mv  sight, 

But  an  as  nothing  in  ite  light: 

As  though  a  star,  in  inmost  heaven  set, 

Even  wlule  we  gaze  on  it, 

Should  slowly  round  his  orb,  and  slowly  grow 

To  a  full  face,  there  like  a  sun  remain 
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KsfeU— tlien  as  slowly  &de  again, 

And  draw  itself  to  what  it  was  before ; 
So  full,  so  deep,  so  slow, 
Thought  seems  to  come  and  go 
In  thy  large  eyes,  imperiat  Eleanore. 

As  thtmderelouds  that,  hung  on  high, 

Roofed  the  world  with  doubt  and  fear, 
Floating  through  an  evening  atmosphere, 
Grow  golden  all  about  the  sty ; 
In  lliee  all  pas^on  becomes  pa^onlesa, 
Touched  by  thy  spirif  s  mellowness, 
Losing  his  Are  and  aetiye  might 

£  a  fdlent  meditation. 
Falling  into  a  stiQ  deUglit, 

And  luxury  of  contemplation : 
As  waves  that  np  a  quiet  cove 
Eolling  slide,  and  Ijing  still 

Shadow  forth  the  banks  at  will; 

Or  sometimes  they  swell  and  move. 

Pressing  up  against  the  land. 

With  motions  of  the  outer  sea : 

And  the  sel&ame  influence 

Controlleth  aU  the  soul  and  sense 
Of  Passion  gazing  upon  thee. 
His  bowstring  slackened,  languid  Iiove, 
Leaning  his  cheek  upon  his  hand. 
Droops  both  his  wings,  regarding  thee. 

And  so  would  languish  evermore. 

Serene,  imperial  Bleanoro. 

But  when  I  see  thee  roam,  with  tresses  unconfined, 
While  the  amorous,  odorous  wind 

Breathes  low  between  the  sunset  and  the  moon ; 
Or,  in  a  shadowy  saloon. 
On  ffllken  cushions  half  recUned; 

I  wateh  thy  grace ;  and  in  its  place 
"    '  '  irmed  slumber  kee] 

C!  upon  thy  face; 
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And  a  languid  fire  creeps 

Through  my  veins  to  all  my  frame, 
Disaolrixigly  and  slowly :  soon, 

From  thy  rose-red  lij^  mt  name 
Ploweth ;  and  then,  as  in  a  swoon. 

With  diunins  sound  my  ears  are  rife, 

My  tremufouB  lon«ue  faltei'eth, 

I  lose  my  color,  I  lose  my  breath, 

I  drink  the  cup  of  a  costly  dcaUi, 

Brimmed  with  delirious  diaughts  of  warmest  lift 

I  die  with  my  delightjOefbre 

I  hear  -what  I  would  hear  fram  tliee ; 
Yet  tell  my  name  again  to  me. 
I  iiioukl  be  dying  eyermorc, 
So  dying  ever,  Eleanors. 


THE   MILLER'S    DAUUHTEll. 

1  SEE  the  wealthy  miller  yet, 

His  double  ohin,  iua  portly  size, 
And  who  that  knew  him  could  foiget 

The  busy  wrinilea  round  his  eyes  ? 
The  slow  wise  smile  that,  rmind  about 

His  dusty  forehead  dryly  curled. 
Seemed  half-wlthin  and  half-without, 

Attd  M  of  dealings  with  the  world  ? 

In  yonder  chair  I  see  him  sit, 

Three  fingers  round  the  old  silver  cup— 
I  see  his  gray  eyes  twinkle  yet 

At  his  own  jest— gray  eyes  lit  up 
With  summer  lightmngs  of  a  soul 

So  full  of  summer  warmth,  so  glad. 
So  healthy,  sound,  and  clear  and  whole, 

His  memory  scarce  can  make  me  sad. 
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There's  somewhat  in  this  world  amisi 
Shall  be  unriddled  hj  and  by. 

There's  somewhat  flows  to  us  in  life, 
But  more  is  taken  quite  away. 

IW,  Alice,  pray,  my  darling  ivife, 
That  we  may  die  the  selfsame  day. 

Have  1  not  found  a  happy  earth  ? 

I  least  should  breathe  a  thought  of  piun. 
Would  God  renew  me  from  my  birth 

Pd  almost  live  my  life  again. 
So  Hweet  it  seems  with  tiiee  to  walk, 

And  once  again  to  woo  tliee  imne — 
It  seems  in  after-dinner  talk 

Across  the  walnuts  and  the  wine — 

To  be  the  long  and  listless  boy 

I^*e  'eft  an  orphan  of  the  squire, 
Where  this  old  mansion  mounted  high 

Looks  down  upon  the  village  spire  : 
For  even  here,  where  I  and  you 

Have  lived  and  loved  alone  so  long, 
Eaeh  mom  my  sleep  was  broken  through 

By  some  wild  skylai-k's  matin  song. 

And  oft  I  heard  the  tender  dove 

In  firry  woodlands  making  moan ; 
But  ere  I  saw  your  eyes,  my  love, 

I  had  no  motion  of  my  own. 
.    For  scarce  my  life  ivith  fancy  played 

Before  I  dreamed  that  pleasant  dream— 
btill  hither  thither  idly  swayed 

Like  liose  long  mosses  in  the  stream. 

Or  from  the  bridge  I  leaned  to  hear 
The  mill-dam  rushing  down  with  noise, 

And  see  the  minnows  everywhere 
In  crystal  eddies  glance  and  poise. 

The  tall  flag-flowers,  when  they  sprung 
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Bs^low  the  range  of  stepping  stoues, 
And  those  three  uhestnuts  near,  that  hung 
In  masses  thick  ivith  milky  cones. 

But,  Alice,  what  an  hour  was  that, 

When,  after  roviu"  in  the  woods, 
CTwas  April  then,)  I  came  and  aat 

Below  the  chestnnts,  when  their  buds 
Were  glistening  to  the  breezy  blue ; 

And  on  the  5ope,  an  absent  fool, 
I  cast  me  down,  nor  thought  of  }'ou, 

But  angled  in  the  liigher  pool. 

A  love-song  I  had  somewhere  read, 

Ati  echo  fi'om  a  measured  strain, 
Beat  time  to  nothing  in  my  head 

From  some  odd  tomer  of  the  brain. 
It  haunted  me,  the  morning  long, 

With  weary  sameness  in  the  rhymes, 
The  phantom  of  a  silent  song, 

That  went  and  came  a  thousand  tjmt's. 

Then  leapt  a  trout.     In  lazy  mood 

I  watched  the  little  circles  die ; 
They  past  into  the  level  flood, 

Ajid  there  a  vision  caught  my  eye ; 
The  reflex  of  a  beauteous  form, 

A  glowing  arm,  a  gleaming  neck, 
As  when  a  sunbeam  n'avers  warm 

Within  the  dark  and  dimpled  beck. 

For  you  remember,  you  had  set, 

That  morning,  on  the  casemenrs  edge 
A  long  green  box  of  mignonette, 

And  you  were  leaning  fl-om  the  ledge: 
And  when  I  raised  my  eyes,  above 

They  met  with  two  so  fiill  and  bright— 
Snch  eyes !  1  swear  to  you,  my  love. 

That  theee  have  never  hjst  their  light. 
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My  mother  thought,  What  aj&  the  hoy? 

I'or  I  was  tJlered,  and  began 
To  move  about  the  house  withjoy, 

And  with  the  certain  step  of  man. 

I  loved  the  briinming  wave  that  awam 

Through  quiet  meadows  round  the  mill, 
ITie  sleepy  pool  above  the  dam, 

The  pool  beneath  it  never  sfill. 
The  meal-sacis  on  the  whiiflned  floor, 

The  dark  round  of  the  dripping  wheel, 
The  very  air  about  the  door 

Made  misty  with  the  floating  meal. 

And  oft  in  ramblings  on  the  wold, 

When  April  nights  began  to  blow. 
And  April's  crescent  glimmered  cold, 

I  saw  the  village  lignts  below ; 
I  knew  your  taper  fer  away, 

And  M  at  heart  of  trembling  hope, 
From  off  the  wold  Ic^ne,andlay 

Upon  the  freshly-flowered  slope. 

The  deep  brook  groaned  beneath  the  mill ; 

And  "  by  that  Tamp,"  I  thought,  "  she  His  T " 
The  white  chalk-quarry  from  the  hill 

Gleamed  to  the  flying  moon  by  fits. 
»  O  that  I  were  beside  her  now ! 

O  will  she  answer  if  I  call  ? 
O  would  she  ^ve  me  vow  for  vow. 

Sweet  Ahce,  if  I  told  her  all  ?  " 

Sometimes  I  siTw  you  sit  and  spin ; 

And,  in  the  pauses  of  the  wind, 

Somelimea  I  heard  you  sing  within ; 
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Someiimes  your  sliadow  crossed  the  blind ; 
At  last  you  rose  and  moved  tl|p  light, 

And  the  long  shadow  of  the  chair 
Flitted  across  into  the  nidit, 

And  all  the  casement  davkened  there. 

But  when  at  last  I  dared  to  speak, 

The  lanes,  you  know,  were  white  with  May 
Your  ripe  lips  moved  not,  but  your  cheek 

Flushed  like  the  coming  of  the  day ; 
And  so  it  was — half-sly,  naif-shy, 

Tou  would,  and  would  not,  httle  one  ! 
Although  I  pleaded  tenderly, 

And  you  and  I  were  all  alone. 

And  slowly  was  my  mother  brought 

To  yield  consent  to  my  deare  : 
She  wished  me  liappy,  but  she  thought 

I  might  have  looked  a  little  higher ; 
And  I  was  young — too  young  to  wed : 

"  Tet  must  I  love  ber  for  your  sake; 
Go  fetch  your  Alice  here,"   she  said : 

Her  eyelid  quivered  as  she  spake. 

And  down  I  went  to  fetch  my  bride ; 

But,  Alice,  yoQ  were  ill  at  ease ; 
This  dress  and  that  by  turns  you  tried. 

Too  fearful  that  you  should' not  please. 
I  loved  you  better  for  your  fears, 

I  knew  you  could  not  look  but  well ; 
And  dews,  that  would  have  fiJI'n  in  tears. 

I  kissed  away  before  they  feU. 

I  watched  the  little  flutterings, 

The  doubt  my  mother  would  not  see ; 

She  spoke  at  large  of  many  things, 
And  at  the  last  she  spolre  of  me ; 

And  turning  looked  upon  your  face. 
As  near  this  door  ^ou  sat  apart, 
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All,  well — but  sing  the  foolish  song 

I  gave  you,  Alice,  on  the  day 
Whea,  arm  in  arm,  we  went  along, 

A  penBiTe  pair,  and  you  were  gay 
With  Bniial  flowers — that  1  may  seem, 

Aa  in  the  nin;hta  of  old,  to  he 
Beade  the  mill-wheel  in  the  stream. 

While  those  full  chestnuts  whisper  by. 


It  is  the  mUlar'a  daughter. 
And  she  is  grown  so  dear,  at 

That  I  would  be  the  jewel 
That  liembles  at  hec  ear ; 

For,  hid  in  riiigleta  day  and  ni 

I'd  buoU  her  neck  so  warm  ai 

AnA  I  wonld  be  the  girdl*' 

AlHJUt  her  dainty,  dainty  wt 
And  her  heart  would  t>eat  aga 


And  I  would  be  the  necklace. 
And  all  day  long  to  fall  and  rise 

Upon  her  balmy  bosom, 
With  her  laughter  or  her  sighs. 

And  I  wonld  lie  so  light,  so  light, 

I  scarce  should  be  unclasped  at  nig 


A  trifle,  sweet !  which  tnie  love  spells — 
True  love  interprets — right  aione. 

His  light  upon  the  letter  dwells, 
Por  all  the  spirit  ia  his  own. 

Bo,  if  I  waste  words  now,  in  truth 
You  must  blame  Love.     His  early  vf^ 
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And  now  those  viiid  hours  are  gone, 

Like  mine  own  life  to  me  tiou  urt, 
"Where  Past  and  Present,  wound  in  one, 

Do  make  a  garland  for  the  heart ; 
So  ans  that  oflier  song  I  made, 

Half-angered  with  my  happy  lot, 
The  day,  when  in  the  uhestnut  shade 

I  found  the  blue  Forget-me-not. 


Love  that  bnth  us  ii 
Can  he  puss,  und  w 
Many  euus  arifie  fui4 


LovB  is  hart  with,  jar  and  fret. 
Love  is  made  a  vagus  regret. 
Eyes  with  idle  tesirs  are  wet. 
Idle  habit  links  us  vet. 
What  is  love  V  for  we  forget : 
Ali,nol  no  I 


Look  through  mine  eyes  with  thine.     True  wife, 

Round  my  true  heart  thine  arms  entwine ; 
My  other  dearer  life  in  life. 

Look  through  my  very  soul  with  tliine  ! 
Untouched  with  any  Bhade  of  years, 

May  those  kind  eyes  forever  dwell  1 
They  haye  not  shed  a  many  tears. 

Dear  eyes,  anee  first  I  knew  tliem  well. 

yet  tears  they  shed :  they  had  ihdr  part 

Of  sorrow ;  for  when  time  was  ripe, 
The  still  affection  of  the  heart 
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Became  an  ontward  breathing  type, 
That  into  stillness  past  again, 

And  left  a  want  unknown  before ; 
Although  the  loss  that  brought  us  pain, 

That  loss  but  made  us  love  the  more, 

"With  fai-ther  lookings  on.    The  Has, 

The  woven  arms,  seem  but  to  be 
Weak  symbols  of  the  settled  bliss, 

The  comfort,  I  have  found  in  thee ; 
But  that  God  bless  thee,  deai^-who  wrou] 

Two  spirits  to  one  equal  mind — 
With  blesangs  beyond  hope  or  thought, 

With  blessings  which  no  words  can  find 

Arise,  and  let  us  wander  forth 

To  yon  old  mill  across  the  wolds; 
For  look,  the  sunset,  south  and  north, 

W"inds  all  the  vale  in  rosy  folds, 
And  fires  your  narrow  casement  glass, 

Touehin"  the  sullen  pool  below : 
On  tlie  chalk-hill  the  bearded  grass 

Is  dry  and  dewless.     Let  us  go. 


O  Love,  Love,  Love  1  O  withcrinn;  might  I 
O  sun,  that  from  thy  noonday  hdght 
Shudderest  -when  I  strsun  my  sight, 
Throbbing  through  all  tiiy  heat  and  light, 
Lo,  falhng  from  my  constant  mind, 
Lo,  parched  and  withered,  deaf  and  bhnd 
I  whirl  like  leaves  in  roaring  wind. 


I  wasted  hateful  houra 
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I  thirsted  for  the  brooks,  the  ahowera : 
I  rolled  among  the  tender  flowera : 

I  crushed  them  on  mv  breast,  my  mouth : 
I  looked  athwart  theburning  drouth 
Of  that  long  desert  to  the  south. 


Last  night,  when  some  one  spoke  his  name, 
From  my  swifl:  blood  that  went  and  came 
A  thousand  little  shatts  of  &iiie 
Were  shivered  in  my  narrow  frame. 
O  Love,  O  fire !  once  he  drew 
With  oue  long  kiss  my  whole  soul  through 
My  lips,  as  sunlight  drinketh  dew. 


Before  he  mounts  the  hill,  I  know 

He. eometh  quickly:  from  below 

Sweet  sales,  as  from  deep  gardens,  blow 

Before  him,  striking  on  my  brow. 
In  my  dry  brain  my  spirit  soon, 
Dowu-deepening  from  swoon  to  swoon, 
F^nta  like  a  dazzled  morning  moon. 

The  wind  sounds  like  a  silver  wire, 

And  from  beyond  the  noon  a  fire 

Is  poured  upon  the  hills,  and  Higher 

The  skies  stoop  down  in  their  de^re ; 
And,  isled  in  sudden  seas  of  light. 
My  heart,  pierced  through  with  fierce  delight, 
Bursts  into  blossom  in  his  aglit. 


Droops  blinded  with  his  shining  eye : 
I  Kfjii  possess  him  or  will  die. 

I  will  grow  round  him  in  his  place. 
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Grow,  live,  die  looking  oa  his  fk;e, 
Die,  dying  daaped  in  his  embrace. 


(ENONB. 

There  lies  a  vale  in  Ida,  lovelier 

Than  all  tlie  vallej-s  of  Ionian  lulls. 

The  awimmiiig  vapor  slopes  athwart  ihe  glen. 

Pate  forth  an  arm,  and  creeps  from  pine  to  pine. 

And  loiters,  slowly  drawn.     On  either  hand 

The  lawns  and  meadow  ledges  midway  down 

Han^  rich  in  flowers,  and  far  below  them  roara 

The  long  brook  felUng  Ihroagh  the  cloven  ravine 

In  cataract  after  cataract  to  the  sea. 

Behind  the  valley  topmost  Gargarus 

Stands  up  and  takes  the  morning;  but  in  front 

The  gorges,  opening  wide  apart,  i-eveiJ 

Troas  and  Ilion's  cdumned  citadel. 

The  crown  of  Troas. 

Hither  came  at  noon 
Mournful  (Enone,  wandering  forlorn 
Of  Paris,  once  her  playmate  on  the  hills. 
Her  cheek  had  lost  the  rose,  and  round  her  neck 
Floated  her  hair  or  seemed  to  float  in  rest. 
She,  leaning  on  a  fragment  twined  with  vine. 
Sang  to  the  stillness,  till  the  mountain-shade 
Sbped  downward  to  her  seat  fi-om  the  upper  oliii: 

"  0  mother  Ida,  many-fountained  Ida, 
Dear  mother  Ida,  harken  ere  I  die. 
For  now  tlie  noonday  quiet  holds  the  hill : 
The  grasshopper  is  silent  in  the  grass : 
The  Bzard,  with  his  shadow  on  the  stone, 
Ei«3ts  like  a  shadow,  and  the  cicala  sleeps. 
The  purple  flowers  droop :  the  golden  bee 
l8  lily-cradled :  I  alone  awake. 
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My  eyes  are  full  of  teais,  my  heart  of  love, 
My  heart  is  breaking,  and  my  eyes  are  dim, 
And  I  am  ail  aweary  of  my  life. 

"  0  mother  J^,  m^ny-fopntained  Ida, 
Dear  mStlier  Ida,  harken  ere  I  me. 
Hear  me  O  EarUi,  hear  me  O  Hills,  0  Caves, 
That  house  the  cold  crowned  snake !     0  mountain 

biTmks, 
I  am  the  daughter  of  a  Eirer-God ; 
Hear  me,  for  I  will  speak,  and  build  up  all 
My  sorrow  with  my  sons,  as  yonder  walls 
Eose  slowly  to  a  music  slowly  hi'eafhed, 
A  doud  that  gathered  shape :  for  it  may  be 
That,  while  I  speak  of  it,  a  Uttle  while 
My  heart  may  wander  from  its  deeper  woe. 

"  O  mother  Ida,  many-fountained  Ida, 
Dear  mother  Ida,  harken  ere  I  die. 
I  waited  underneath  the  dawning  hills. 
Aloft  the  mountain  lawn  was  dewy-dark. 
And  dewj'-dark  aloft  the  mountain-pine : 
Beautiful  Paris,  evil-hearted  Paris, 
Leading  ajet-black  goat  white-homed, white-hooved, 
Came  up  from  reedy  Simols  all  alone. 

"  O  mother  Ida,  harken  ere  I  die. 
Far-off  the  torrent  called  me  from  the  cleft: 
Far  up  the  solitary  morning  smote 
The  streaks  of  virgin  snow.     WitJi  down-dropteyes, 
I  sat  alone :  white  breasted  like  a  star 
Fronting  the  dawn  he  moved;  a  leopard  skin 
Drooped  from  his  shoulder,  but  hjs  sunny  hair 
Clustered  about  his  temples  like  a  God's ; 
And  his  cheek  brightened  as  the  foam-bow  brightens 
When  the  wind  blows  the  foam,  and  all  my  heart 
Went  forth  to  embrace  him  coming  ere  he  came, 

"  Dear  rnotter  Ida,  harken  ere  I  die. 
He  smiled,  and  opening  out  his  milk-white  palm 
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Discloseil  a  fruit  of  pure  Hesperian  gold, 
That  smelt  atnbro^lly,  and  wliile  I  loaked 
Ajid  listened,  the  full-flowing  rirer  of  speech 
Camo  down  upon  my  heart. 

"  '  My  own  CEnone, 
Beaatiful-hrowed  (Enone,  my  own  soul, 
Behold  tliis  fruit,  whose  gleaming  rind  engraven 
"  For  the  most  fair,"  would  seem  to  award  it  thine. 
As  lovelier  than  whatever  Oread  haunt 
The  knolls  of  Ida,  loveliest  in  all  grace 
Of  movement,  and  the  charm  of  married  brows.' 

"  Dear  mother  Ida,  barken  ere  I  die. 
He  prest  the  blossom  of  bis  lips  to  mine. 
And  added, '  This  was  cast  upon  the  board, 
When  all  tlie  full-faced  presence  of  the  Gods 
Ranged  in  tlio  halls  of  Peleus ;  wbereupon, 
Bose  feud,  mth  question  unto  whom  'twere  due : 
But  light-foot  Iris  brouffht  it  yester-eve, 
Delivering  that  to  me,  by  common  voice 
Elected  umpire,  Her6  comes  to-day 


Behind  yon  whispering  tuft  of  oldest  pine, 
Mayst  well  behold  them  unbeheld,  anbeard 
Hear  all,  and  see  thy  Paris  judge  of  Gods.' 

"  Dear  mother  Ida,  harken  ere  I  die. 
It  was  the  deei>  midnoon :  one  silvery  cloud  ^ 
Had  lost  his  way  between  the  piney  sides 
Of  this  long  glenl    Then  to  the  bower  tbey  came 
Naked  they  came  to  that  gmootb-swarded  bower, 
And  at  their  feet  the  crocus  brake  like  fire, 
Violet,  amaracus,  and  asphodel, 
Lotos  and  lilies :  and  a  wind  arose, 
And  overhead  the  wandering  ivy  and  vine. 
This  way  and  that,  in  many  a  wild  festoon 
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Raa  riot,  garhudiiig  the  gnarled  houghs 
With  bunch  and  berry  and   flower   through   and 
through. 

"  0  mothCT  Ida,  harken  ere  I  "lie- 
On  the  ti-ee-topg  a  crested  peacock  lit, 
And  o'er  him  flowed  a  golden  eloud,  and  leaned 
Upon  him,  slowly  dropping  fragrant  dew. 
'Chen  first  1  heard  t!ie  voice  of  her,  to  whom 
Coming  through  Heaven,  like  a  light  that  grows 
Larger  and  clearer,  with  one  mind  the  Goils 
fiJse  up  for  reverence.     She  to  Paris  made 
Proffer  of  ro3'al  power,  ample  rule 
Unquestioned,  oveiflowing  revenue 
Whei^ewitb  to  embellish  state, '  from  many  a  vale 
And  river-sundered  champMffn  clothed  with  com. 
Or  labored  mines,  undrainable  of  ore. 
Honor,'  she  said, '  and  homage,  tax  and  toll, 
From  many  an  inland  town  and  haven  lai^, 
Masl-throi^ed  beneath  her  sliadomng  citadel 
In  glassy  bays  among  her  tallest  towers.' 

"  O  mother  Ida,  liarken  ere  I  die. 
Still  she  spake  on,  and  still  she  spake  of  power, 
'  Which  in  all  action  is  the  end  of  all ; 
Power  fitted  to  the  season ;  wisdom-bred 
And  throned  of  wisdom— from  all  neighbor  crowns 
Alliance  and  allegiance,  till  thy  hand 
Fail  from  the  sceptre-staff.     Such  boon  from  me. 
From  me.  Heaven's  Queen,  Paris,  to  thee  king-b<»Ti, 
A  shepherd  all  thy  life,  but  yet  king-bom, 
Should  come  most  welcome,  seeing  men,  in  power 
Only,  are  likest  Giode,  who  have  attained 
Rest  in  a  happy  place  and  quiet  seats 
Above  the  thunder,  with  undjing  bliss, 
In  knowledge  of  their  own  supremacy.' 

"  Dear  mother  Ida,  harken  ere  I  die. 
She  ceased,  and  Paris  held  the  costly  &uit 
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Out  at  arm's-length,  so  much  the  thought  of  power 
Flattered  hia  spirit ;  but  Pallas  where  she  stood 
Somewhat  apart,  her  clear  and  bai-ed  limhs 
O'erliwarted  with  the  brazen-headed  spear 
Upon  her  pearly  shoulder  Jeaning  cold, 
The  while,  above,  her  foil  and  earnest  eye 
Over  her  snow-cold  breast  and  angry  cheek 
Kept  wateh,  waiting  decision,  made  reply. 

Self-reverence,  self-knowledge,  seif-control, 


(These  three  alone  lead  life  to  sovereign  power,     i 
Yet  not  for  power,  (power  of  herself  / 

Would  come  uncalled  for,)  hut  to  live  by  law. 
Acting  the  law  we  live  by  without  fear ; 
And  because  right  is  right,  to  follow  right 
Were  wisdom  in  the  scorn  of  consequence.' 

"  Dear  mother  Ida,  harken  ere  I  die. 
Again  she  said :  '  I  woo  thee  not  with  gifts. 
Sequel  of  guerdon  could  not  alter  me 
To  fiwrer.     Judge  thou  me  by  what  I  mn, 
So  shalt  thou  find  me  feirest 

Tet,  indeed. 
If  gazing  on  divinity  disrobed. 
Thy  mortal  eyes  are  frail  to  judge  of  Mr, 
Unbiased  hy  self-profit,  oh !  rest  thee  sure 
That  I  shall  love  thee  well  and  cleave  to  thee, 
So  that  my  vigor,  wedded  to  thy  blood, 
Shall  strike  within  thy  pulses,  Itfee  a  God's, 
To  push  thee  forward  tlirongh  a  life  of  shocks, 
IJangers  and  deeds,  until  endurance  grow 
Sinewed  witli  action,  and  the  full-grown  will, 
Circled  through  all  experiences,  pure  law, 
Commeasure  perfect  fi-eedom.' 

"  Here  she  ceased, 
And  Paris  pondered,  and  I  cried, '  0  Paris, 
Cive  it  to  Pallas ! '  but  he  heard  me  not. 
Or  hearing  would  not  lioar  me,  woe  is  me  I 
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"  O  raotliev  Ida,  miiny-foiintained  Ida, 
Dear  moclier  Id.t,  liarken  ere  I  die. 
Idaliau  Aphiodite  beautiful, 
Fresh  as  Uie  foam,  new-bathed  in  PapMan  wells, 
With  i-o3y  alfnder  fin^rs  backward  drew 
Fromh^r  warm  broira  aiid  boSoin  liSr  deep  hair 
Ambroaal,  giflden  round  her  lifcid  throat  , 
And  shoiilder ;  frdtn  the  vfolets  Mr  light  foof 
Slione  rosy-whife,  and  o'Ct  her  rounded  form 
Between  uie  shSdows  of  the  vine  bunched 
Ploat«a.  the  glowing  sunlights,  as  she  moyed. 

"  Dear  mother  Ida,  harken  ere  I  die 
She  with  a  subtle  smile  in  her  mild  eyes. 
The  herald  of  her  triumph,  drawing  ni^h, 
Hatf-whispered  in  his  ear, '  I  promise  thee 
The  fhirest  and  most  loving  wife  in  Greece.' 
She  spoke  and  laughed ;  I  shut  mj-  sight  for  fear : 
But  when  I  looked,  Paris  had  raised  his  arm, 
And  I  beheld  great  Here's  angry  eves. 
As  she  withdrew  into  the  golden  cfoud, 
And  I  was  left  alone  within  the  bower ; 
And  from  that  time  to  this  I  am  alone, 
And  I  shall  be  alone  until  I  die. 

"  Yet,  mother  Ida,  harken  ere  I  die. 
Fairest — why  feirest  wife  ?  am  I  not  fair  ? 
My  love  hath  told  me  ao  a  thousand  times. 
Methinks  1  must  be  fiiir,  for  yesterday, 
When  I  past  by,  a  wild  and  wanton  pard. 
Eyed  like  the  evening  star,  with  playflil  tail, 
Crouched  fewning  in  the  weed.     Most  loving  is  she  ? 
Ah  me,  my  mountain  shepherd,  that  my  arms 
Were  wound  about  thee,  and  my  hot  Ups  prest 
Close,  close  to  thine  in  that  quick-falUng  dew 
Of  fruitful  kisses,  thick  as  Autumn  rains 
Flash  in  the  pools  of  wMrling  Simoia. 
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Mf  dark  taD  pinea,  that  plumed  the  cra-jgy  ledge 
High  over  the  blue  gorge,  and  all  betiveen 
The  snowy  peak  and  snow-white  catai-jwit 
Fostered  the  callow  eaglet^from  beneath 
Whose  thick  mj'sterious  boughs  \a  the  dark  mom 
The  panther's  roar  came  muffled,  while  I  sat 
Low  in  the  valley.    Never,  never  more 
Shall  lone  (Enone  see  the  morning  mist 
Sweep  through  them ;  never  see  Aem  overlaid 
With  narrow  moonlit  slips  of  silver  cloud, 
Between  the  loud  stream  and  the  trembling  stars. 

"  O  mother,  hear  me  yet  before  I  die. 
I  wish  that  somewhere  in  the  rumed  folds, 
Among  the  fragments  tumbled  from  the  glens, 
^T  the  dry  thickets,  I  could  meet  with  her, 
^The  AbominaHa,  that  uninvited  came 
Into  the  fair  Peleian  banquet-hail. 
And  east  the  golden  fruit  upon  the  board, 
And  bred  this  change  ;    that  I  might  speak  mj 

And  tell  her  to  her  face  how  much  I  hate 
^He^  presence,  hated  both  of  Goda  and  men. 

"  O  mother,  hear  me  yet  before  I  die. 
Hath  he  not  sworn  his  love  a  thousand  times, 
In  this  green  valley,  under  this  green  hill, 
Even  on  this  hand,  and  sitting  on  this  stone  ? 
Scaled  it  with  kisses  ?  watered  it  with  tears  ? 
O  happy  tears,  and  how  unlike  to  these ! 
O  happy  Heaven  !  how  canst  thou  see  my  &ce  ? 
O  happy  earth,  how  canst  ihou  bear  my  weight  ? 

0  death,  death,  death,  thou  ever-floating  cloud, 
There  are  enough  unhappy  on  this  ef^ ; 
Pass  by  the  happy  souls,  that  love  to  live : 

1  pray  thee  pass  before  my  light  of  life. 
And  shadow  all  my  soul,  that  I  may  die. 
Thon  weighest  heavy  on  the  heart  wiUiin, 
Weigh  heavy  on  my  eyelids :  let  me  die. 
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66  THE   SISTERS. 

"  O  motlier,  hear  me  yet  before  I  die. 
I  will  not  die  alone,  for  fiery  thoughts 
Do  shape  themselves  within  mo  more  and  more. 
Whereof  I  catch  the  issue,  as  I  hear 
Dead  sounds  at  night  come  from  the  inmost  hills, 
Like  footsteps  upon  wooL    I  dimly  see 
My  6iT-off  doubtful  purpose,  as  a  mother 
Conjectures  of  the  features  of  her  child 
Ere  it  is  bom :  her  child !— a  shudder  comes 
Across  me:  never  child  be  bom  of  me, 
Uublest,  to  vex  me  with  his  iather'a  eyes  1 

"  O  mother,  hear  me  yet  before  I  die. 
Hear  me,  O  earth.     I  will  not  die  alone. 
Lest  their  shrill  happy  laughter  come  to  me 
Walking  the  cold  and  starless  road  of  DeaUi 
Uncomforted,  leaving  my  ancient  love 
With  the  Greek  woman.     I  wUl  rise  and  go 
Down  into  Troy,  and  ere  the  stars  come  iorth 
Talk  with  the  wild  Cassandra,  for  she  says 
A  fire  dances  before  her,  and  a  sound 


What  this  may  be  I  know  not,  but  I  know 
That,  wheresoe'a/  I  am  by  night  and  day. 


THE    SISTERS. 


Wk  were  two  daughters  of  one  race : 
She  was  the  fairest  in  the  face ; 

The  wind  is  blowing  in  turret  and  tree. 
They  were  together,  and  she  fell ; 
Therefore  revenge  became  me  well. 

O  the  Earl  was  fair  to  see  1 
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She  died .-  she  went  to  burning  flame : 
She  mixed  her  ancient  blood  with  eliame. 

The  wind  is  howling  in  turret  and  tree. 
Whole  weeks  and  months,  and  early  and  late, 
To  win  his  love  I  lay  in  wait. 

O  the  Earl  waia  iair  to  see  I 


I  made  a  feast ;  I  bade  him  come ; 
I  won  his  love,  I  brought  him  home. 

The  wind  ia  roaring  in  turret  and  tree. 
And  after  supper,  on  a  bed, 
Upon  my  lap  he  laid  hia  head : 

O  the  Earl  wbs  fair  to  see  I 


I  kissed  his  eyelida  into  rest ; 
His  ruddy  cheek  upon  my  breast. 

The  wmd  ia  raging  in  turret  and  tn 
I  hated  hun  with  the  hate  of  hell. 
But  I  loved  his  beauty  passini'  welL 

O  the  Earl  was  fail-  to  see  ! 


Q  the  silent  night ; 


Ab  half-asleep  his  breath  he  drew, 
Throe  times  I  stabbed  him  through  ai 
O  the  Earl  was  fair  to  see ! 


I  curled  and  combed  his  comely  head, 
He  looked  so  grand  when  he  was  dead. 

The  wind  is  blowing  in  turret  and  free. 
I  wrapt  bis  body  in  the  sheet. 
And  laid  him  at  Ms  mother's  feet. 

O  the  Earl  was  ^r  to  see  t 
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I  SEND  you  here  a  sort  of  allegory, 

("For  you  will  understand  it,)  of  a  sool, 

A  sinful  soul  possessed  of  many  p&s, 

A  spacious  fjarden  full  of  flowenng  weeds, 

A  glorious  Devil,  krge  iu  heart  and  brain, 

That  did  love  Beauty  only,  (Beauty  seen 

In  all  varieties  of  mould  and  roind,) 

And  Knowledge  for  its  beauty ;  or  if  Good, 

Good  only  for  its  beauty,  seeing  not 

That  Beauty,  Good,  and  Knowled^,  are  three  aaters 

That  dote  upon  each  other,  friends  to  man, 

Ijving  together  under  the  same  roof. 

And  never  can  be  sundered  without  tears. 

And  he  that  shuts  Love  out,  in  turn  shall  be 

Shut  out  from  Love,  and  on  her  threshold  lie 

Howling  in  outer  darkness.    Not  for  this 

Was  uommon  clay  ta'en  from  the  oommon  earth. 

Moulded  by  G^id,  and  tempered  wit'i  the  tj;ara 

Of  angels  to  the  perfect  shape  of  man. 


THE    PALACE    OP   ART. 

1  iiuiLT  my  soul  a  lordly  pleasui-fi-house, 

^Therein  at  ease  for  aye  to  dwell. 
I  said,  "  0  Soul,  make  merrv  and  carou*;. 
Dear  soul,  for  all  is  well." 

■^  huge  crag-jlatform,  smooth  as  burnished  bi 

I  chose.     The  ranged  ramparts  bright 
From  level  meadow-bases  of  deep  grass 
Suddenly  scaled  the  light. 
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Thereon  I  built  it  firm.     Of  lodge  or  ahelf 

The  rauk  rose  dear,  or  winding  Etair. 
My  aoul  would  live  alone  unto  herself 
In  Ler  high  palace  there. 

And  "  while  the  world  runs  round  and  round,"  I  sfdi 

"  Reign  thou  apart,  a  nuLet  king, 
Sdil  as,  while  Saturn  whirls,  his  steadfast  shade 
Sleeps  on  Ms  iuoiinous  ring." 

To  which  my  soul  made  answer  readily : 

"  Trust  me,  in  hliss  I  shall  abide 
In  this  great  mansion,  that  is  built  for  me, 
So  royal-rich  and  wide." 


Four  courts  I  made.  East,  West,  and  South  and 
North, 
In  each  a  squared  lawn,  wherefrom 
The  golden  gor^e  of  dragons  spouted  forth 
A  flood  of  fountain-fi)am. 

And  round  the  cool  ereen  courts  there  ran  a  row 

Of  cloisters,  branched  like  mighty  woods. 
Echoing  all  night  to  that  sonorous  flow 
Of  spoutM  foupt^n-floods. 


That  lent  hi 
Far  as  the  wild  swan  wings,  to  where  the  sky 
i)ipt  down  to  sea  and  sands. 

From  those  four  jets  four  currents  in  one  swell 

Across  the  mountain  streamed  below 
In  misty  folils,  tliat  floating  as  they  fell 
Lit  up  a  torrent-blow. 
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A.  cloud  of  incense  of  all  odor  steamed 
From  out  a  golden  cup. 

So  that  she  thought,  "  And  who  shall  g; 


For  that  sweet  incense  rose  and  never  failed, 

And,  while  day  sank  or  mounted  higher, 
The  light  aerial  gallery,  golden-railed, 
Burnt  like  a,  fringe  of  fire. 

Likewise  the  deep-set  windows,  stained  and  traced, 

Would  seem  sfow-flaming  crimson  firea 
From  shadowed  grots  of  arches  interiaeed. 
And  tipt  with  frost-like  spires. 


Through  which  the  livelong  day  my  soul  did  pass, 
Well-pleased,  from  room  to  room. 

Full  of  great  rooms  and  small  the  palace  stood, 

All  various,  each  a  perfect  whole 

From  livin"  Nature,  nt  for  every  mood 

And  change  of  my  still  soul. 

For  some  were  hung  with  arras  green  and  Hue, 

Showing  a  gaudy  summer-morn. 
Where  with  puffed  eheek  the  helted  hunter  blew 
His  wreathed  bugle-horn. 

One  seemed  all  dark  and  red — a  tract  of  sand. 

And  some  one  pacing  there  alone, 
Who  ^ced  forever  in  a  glimmering  land, 
Lit  with  a  low  large  moon. 


rii,y  Google 


One  showed  an  iron  coast  and  angry  waves. 
You  seemed  to  hear  them  climb  and  fall 
And  roai-  rock-thwarted  under  bellowing  caves, 
Beneath  the  windy  walL 

And  one,  a  fiill-fed  river  winding  slow 

By  herds  upon  an  endless  plain, 
The  ragged  rims  of  thunder  Sroodlng  low, 
"mSi  shadow-streaka  of  rain. 

And  one,  the  reapers  at  their  sultry  toil.  ^ 

In  front  they  bound  the  sheaves.     Behind 
Were  realms  of  upland,  prodigal  in  oil, 
And  hoary  to  the  wmd. 

And  one,  a  foreground  black  with  stones  and  slags, 

Beyond  a  line  of  heights,  and  higher 
All  barred  with  bng  white  cloud  the  scornful  crags, 
And  highest,  snow  and  fire. 

And  one,  an  English  home — gray  twilight  poured 

On  deivy  pastures,  dewy  trees, 
Softer  than  sleep— all  things  in  order  stored, 
A  haunt  of  aacient  Peace. 

Nor  these  alone,  but  every  landscape  fair, 

As  fit  for  every  mood  of  mind, 

Or  gay,  or  grave,  or  sweet,  or  ste 

Not  less  than  truth  designed. 


Or  the  maid-mother  by  a  crucifix, 
In  tracts  of  pasture  sunny-warm. 
Beneath  branch-work  of  costly  sardonyx 
Sat  smiling,  babe  in  arm. 

Or  in  a  clear- walled  city  on  the  sea. 
Near  gilded  organ-pipes,  her  hair 
Wound  with  white  roses,  slept  St  Cecily ; 
An  augel  looked  at  her. 
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Or  tJirongiiig  all  one  poreb  of  Paradise, 
*  "Toup  of  Hour'-  '■  —  "  ' 


J     „  lalaonite,  with  hands  and  eyes 
hat  said,  we  wait  for  thee. 


ledviQ; 
That 


Or  mythic  Uthei's  deeply-wounded  son 

Iq  some  fiur  space  of  sloping  greens 
Lay,  dozing  in  die  Tale  of  AvaJon, 
And  watched  by  weeping  queens. 

'r  hollowing  one  hand  ajzainat  his  ear. 
To  list  a  tbotfall,  ere  he  saw 
The  wood-nymph,  stayed  the  Ausonian  king  to  hoar 
Of  wisdom  and  of  law. 

Or  over  hills  with  peaky  tops  engrailed, 

And  many  a  traot  of  palm  and  riee. 

The  throne  of  Indian  Cama  slowly  sailed 

A  summer  tanned  with  spice. 

Or  sweet  Europa's  mantle  blew  unclasped 
From  off  her  shoulder  backward  borne : 
From  one  hand  drooped  a  crocus :  one  hand  grasped 
The  mild  bull's  golden  horn. 

Or  else  flushed  Ganymede,  his  rosy  thigh 

Half-buried  in  the  Eagle's  down. 
Sole  as  a  fiying  star  shot  through  the  sky 
Above  the  pillared  town. 

Hor  these  alone :  but  every  Ii^end  feir 
Which  tlie  supreme  Caucasian  mind 
Carved  out  of  Nature  for  itself,  was  there. 
Not  less  than  life,  designed. 


Then  in  the  towers  I  placed  great  bells  that  swung 

Moved  of  themselves,  with  silver  sound ; 
And  with  choice  paintings  of  wise  men  I  hung 
The  royal  dais  round. 
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For  there  was  Milton  like  a  seraph  stron", 
Beade  him  Shakspeare  bland  and  mild ; 
Aad  there  the  world-worn  Dante  graaped  his  »ng. 
And  somewhat  grimly  smi'ed. 

And  there  the  Ionian  fether  of  the  rest ; ' 

A  million  wrinkles  carved  his  skin ; 
A  hundred  winters  snowed  upon  hia  breast, 
From  cheek  and  throat  and  chin. 

Above,  the  Mr  hall-ceiling  sfately-set 

Many  an  arch  high  up  did  lift, 
And  angela  ridng  and  descending  met 
With  interchange  of  gift. 

Below  was  all  mosaic  choicely  planned 

With  cycles  of  the  human  tale 
Of  this  wide  world,  the  times  of  every  land 
So  wrought,  they  will  not  fail. 

The  people  here,  a  beast  of  burden  alow, 

Toiled  onward,  pricked  with  goada  and  sdnga ; 
Here  played,  a  tiger,  rolling  to  and  fro 
The  heads  and  erowna  of  kings ; 

Here  rose,  an  athlete,  strong  to  break  or  bind 

All  force  in  bonds  that  might  endure, 
And  here  once  more  Uke  some  sick  man  declined, 
And  trusted  any  cure. 

But  over  these  she  trod :  and  those  great  bells 

B^n  to  ehime.     She  took  her  thr^-ne : 
She  sat  betwixt  the  shining  Oriels, 
To  aing  her  songs  alone. 

And  through  the  topmost  Oriels'  colored  flame 

Two  godhke  faces  gazed  below : 
Kato  the  wise,  and  large-browed  Verulam, 
jliie  first  of  those  who  know. 
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And  all  those  names,  that  in  their  mot 
Full-welling  fountain-heads  of  chanj 
Betwixt  fie  lender  shafts  v 

In  diverse  rMQent  strange ; 

Through  which  the  lights,  rose,  amher,  emerald,  blue 

Flushed  ill  her  temples  and  her  eyes, 
And  from  her  lips,  as  morn  from  Memnon,  drew 
Elvers  of  melodies. 

No  nightingale  delighteth  to  prolong 

Her  low  preamble  all  alone. 
More  than  my  soul  to  hear  her  echoed  song 
lirob  through  the  ribbed  stone ; 

Sinffini"  and  murmuring  in  her  feaatftil  mirth, 

Joying  to  feel  herself  alive, 
Lord  over  Nature,  Lord  of  the  viable  earth, 
Lord  of  the  senses  five ; 

Communing  with  herself:  "  AH  these  are  mine, 

And  let  the  world  have  peace  or  wars, 
'Tis  one  to  me."      She — when  young  night  divine 
Crowned  dying  day  with  stars, 

Makinn-  sweet  dose  of  his  delicious  toils — 

Lit  Sght  in  wreaths  and  anadems, 

And  pnre  quintessences  of  precious  oils 

Bi  hollowed  moons  of  genw, 

To  mimic  heaven ;  and  clapt  her  hands  and  cried, 

"  I  naarvel  if  my  still  delight 
In  this  great  house  so  royal-rich,  and  wide. 
Be  flattered  to  the  height 

«  O  all  things  fair  to  sate  my  various  eyes  1 
O  shapes  and  hues  that  please  me  well  1 
0  silent  faces  of  the  Great  and  Wise, 
My  Gods,  ivith  whom  I  dwell  I 
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"  0  God-ljke  isolation  wliidh  art  mine, 

I  ean  but  count  thee  perfect  gain, 
What  time  I  matth  the  darkening  droves  of  s 
That  range  on  yonder  plain. 

"  In  filthy  sloughs  they  roll  a  prurient  skin, 
They  graze  and  w^low,  breed  and  deep; 
And  oft  some  brainless  devil  enters  in. 
And  drives  them  l»  the  deep." 

Then  of  the  moral  instinct  would  she  prate. 

And  of  the  rising  from  the  dead, 
As  hers  by  right  of  fuU-aceomplished  Fate ; 
And  at  the  hist  she  said  : 

"  I  lake  possession  of  man's  mind  and  deed. 

I  care  not  what  the  sects  may  brawl. 
I  sit  as  God,  holding  no  form  of  creed, 
But  contemplating  all." 


Full  oft  the  riddle  of  the  painful  earth 
Flashed  throuch  her  as  she  sat  alone, 
Yet  not  the  less  teld  she  lier  solemn  mirth, 
And  intellectual  throne. 

And  so  she  throve  and  prospered  :  so  three  years 

She  prospered :  on  the  fourtli  she  fell, 

Like  Herod,  when  the  shout  was  in  his  ears, 

Struck  through  with  pangs  of  hell. 

Lest  she  should  fail  and  perish  utterly, 

God,  before  whom  ever  lie  hare 

The  abysmal  deeps  of  Personality, 

Plagued  her  with  sore  despjur. 

When  she  would  think, where'er  she  turned  her  aght, 

The  airy  hand  eonfusion  wrouniht, 
Wrote  "Mene,  mene,"  and  divided  quite 
The  kingdom  of  her  thought 
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Deep  dread  and  loathing  of  her  solitude 

Fell  on  her,  from  which  mood  was  born 
Scorn  of  hersell ;  again,  from  out  that  mood 
Laughter  at  her  self-scorn. 

"  What  I  is  not  tins  my  place  of  strength,"  she  said, 

"  My  epacions  mansion  built  for  me, 
Whereof  the  strong  foundation-stones  were  laid 
Since  my  first  memory  ?  " 

But  in  dark  comers  of  her  palace  stood 

Uncertain  shapes ;  and  unawares 
On  white-eyed  phantasms  weeping  tears  of  blood, 
And  horrilie  nightmares, 

And  hoUow  shades  enclosing  hearts  of  flame, 

And,  with  dim  fi-etted  foreheads  all, 
On  corpses  three-months-old  at  noon  she  came, 
That  stood  against  the  wall. 

A  spot  of  dull  stagnation,  without  light 

Or  power  of  movement,  seemed  my  soul, 
TUid  onward-sloping  motions  infinite 
Making  for  one  sure  goal 

A  still  salt  pool,  locked  in  with  hars  of  sand ; 

Left  on  the  shore ;  that  hears  all  night 
The  plunging  seas  draw  backward  from  the  land 
Their  moon-led  waters  white. 

A  star  that  with  the  ehoral  starry  dance 

Joined  not,  but  stood,  and  standing  saw 
The  hollow  orb  of  moving  Circumstance 
Boiled  round  by  one  fixed  law, 

Jack  on  herself  her  serpent  pride  had  cnrlei 
"No  voice,"  she  shrieked  in  (hat  lone  hall, 
"  No  yoice  bi'eaks  through  the  stillness  of  this  world. 
One  deep,  deep  silence  all  I " 
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THE   PAI.ACE    OF    ART.  " 

She  mouldeiiog  with  ttc  dull  earth's  mouldering 

Inwrapt'tenfold  in  slothful  shame, 

Lay  there  esiled  from  eternal  God, 

Loat  to  her  place  and  name ; 

And  death  and  Ufa  she  hated  equally, 

And  nothing  saw,  for  her  despair. 
But  dreadful  time,  dreadful  eternity, 
No  comfort  anywhere ; 

ilemaining  utterly  confused  with  fears, 
And  ever  worse  with  growing  tmie. 
And  ever  unrelieved  by  djsraal  tears. 
And  all  aione  in  crime ; 

Shut  up  aa  in  a  crumbling  tomb,  ^rt  round 

With  blackness  as  a  soRd  wall. 
Far  off  she  seemed  to  hear  the  dully  sound 
Of  human  footsteps  fall. 

A3  in  strange  lands  a  traveller  walking  slow, 

In  douht'and  great  perplexity, 
A  little  before  moou-nse  hears  the  low 
Moan  of  an  unknown  sea ; 

And  knows  not  if  it  he  thunder  or  a  sound 
Of  rocks  thrown  down,  or  one  deep  ciy 
Of  great  wild  beasts ;  then  thinketh, "  I  have  found 
A  new  land,  but  I  die." 

She  howled  aloud,  "  I  ara  on  fire  within. 

There  comes  no  murmur  of  reply. 

Wliat  is  it  that  will  take  away  my  sin, 

And  save  me  lest  I  die  ?  " 

So  when  four  /ears  were  wholly  finished, 

She  threw  her  royal  robes  aivay. 
"Make  me  a  cottage  in  the  vale,"  she  said. 
"  Where  T  may  mourn  and  pray. 


rii,y  Google 


/8       LADY  CLAEA  VEUB  UE  VEUE. 

"  Yet  puli  not  down  my  pakce  towel's,  that 

So  lightly,  heautifully  built : 
Percianee  I  may  return  with  others  there 
When  I  have  purged  my  guilt;" 


LADy  CLAEA  VEEE  DE  VERB. 

Lady  Clara  Vere  de  Vere, 

Of  me  you  shall  not  win  renown ; 
You  thought  to  break  a  country  heart 

For  pasljme,  ere  you  went  to  town. 
At  me  you  smiled,  but  unboguiled 

I  saw  the  snare,  and  I  rekred : 
The  daughter  of  a  hundred  Barls, 

You  are  not  one  to  be  deared. 

Ladv  Clara  Vere  de  Vere, 

I  know  you  proud  to  bear  your  name ; 
Tour  pride  is  yet  uo  mate  for  mine. 

Too  proud  to  care  irom  whence  I  came. 
Kor  would  I  break  for  your  sweet  sake 

A  heart  that  dotes  on  truer  charms. 
A  ample  mmden  in  her  flower 

Is  worth  a  hundred  coata-of-arms. 

Lady  Clara  Vere  de  Vere, 

Some  meeker  pupil  you  must  find. 
For  were  you  queen  of  all  that  is, 

I  could  not  stoop  to  such  a  mind. 
You  sought  to  prove  how  I  could  love, 

And  my  disd^n  is  my  reply. 
The  lion  on  your  old  stone  gates 

Is  not  more  cold  to  you  than  L 

Lady  Clara  Vere  de  Vere, 
You  put  stri 
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Not  thrice  your  branclimg  iimes  have  blown 
Since  I  beheld  young  Laurence  dead. 

0  your  sweet  eyes,  your  low  replies : 
A  great  enchantreas  you  may  be ; 

But  Aere  was  that  across  his  throat 
Whicli  you  had  hanlly  cared  to  see. 

Lady  Clara  Vere  de  Vere, 

When  thus  he  met  his  mother's  view, 
She  had  the  passions  of  her  kind. 

She  sraJte  some  certain  truths  of  you. 
Lideed,  I  heard  one  bitter  word 

That  scarce  is  fit  for  you  to  hear ; 
Her  manners  had  not  that  repose 

Which  siamps  the  caste  of  Vere  de  Tere. 

Lady  Clara  Tere  de  Vere, 

There  stands  a  spectre  iu  your  hall ; 
The  guilt  of  blood  is  at  your  door : 

You  changed  a  wholesome  heart  to  gall. 
Ton  held  your  course  without  remorse, 

To  make  him  trust  his  modest  worth, 
And,  last,  you  fixed  a  vacant  stai*. 

And  slew  him  mth  your  noble  birth. 

Trust  me,  Clara  Vere  de  Vere, 

From  yon  blue  heavens  above  us  bent 
The  grand  old  gardener  and  his  wife 

Smile  at  the  claims  of  long  descent. 
Howe'er  it  be,  it  seems  to  me, 

'Tis  only  nobie  to  be  good. 
Kind  hearts  are  more  tlmn  coronets, 

And  simple  fidth  than  Norman  blood. 

1  know  you,  Clara  Vere  de  Vere : 

You  pine  among  your  halls  and  towers, 
The  languid  light  of  your  proud  eyes 

Is  wearied  of  Ihe  rolling  hours. 
la  Rowing  health,  with  boundless  wealth. 
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You  needs  must  play  such  pranks  as  theae. 

Clara,  Clara  Vere  de  Vere, 

If  Time  be  heavy  on  your  hands, 
Are  tliere  no  beggars  at  your  gate. 

Nor  any  poor  about  your  lands  ? 
0 1  teai;h  the  orphan-boy  to  read, 

Or  teadi  the  orplian-gid  to  sew. 
Pray  HeaTen  for  a  human  heart, 

Attd  let  the  foolish  yeoman  go. 


THE    MAY    QUEEN. 


You  must  wake  and  cajl  me  early,  call  me  early, 

mother  dear ; 
To-morrow  'ill  be  the.  happiest  tjme  of  all  tlie  glad 


:'m  to  be  Queen  o'  the  May,  mother,  I'm 
be  Queen  o'  the  May. 


There's  many  a  black,  blaok  eye,  they  say,  but  none 

There's  Mai^aret  and  Majy,  there's  Kate  and  Caro- 

But  none  so  fair  as  little  Alice  in  all  the  land,  they 

So  I'm  to  bo  Queen  o'  the  May,  mother,  I'm  to  be 
Queen  o'  the  May. 
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I  sleep  so  sound  all  nigBt,  motlier,  that  I  sliaU  never 
If  you  do  not  call  me  loud  -when  the  day  begina  to 

But  I  must  gather  knots  of  flowers,  and  buds  and 

garlands  gay, 
For  Pm  to  he  Queen  o'  the  May,  mother,  Tm  to 

be  Queen  o'  the  May. 

As  1  came  up  the  valley,  whom  think  ye  should  I  see, 
But  Eohin  leaning  on  the  bridge  beneath  the  hazel- 
tree? 
He  thought  of  that  sharp  look,  mother,  I  gave  him 


But  I'm  to  be  Queen  o'  the  May,  mother,  Tm  to 
be  Queen  o'  the  May. 


He  thought  I  was  a  ghost,  motbor,  for  I  was  all  id 
And  I  ran  by  him  -irithout  speaking,  like  a  flash  of 

They  call  me  cruel-hearted,  but  I  care  not  what 

they  say, 
For  I'm  to  bo  Queen  o'  the  May,  mother,  I'm  to 

he  Queen  o'  the  May. 

They  say  he's  dying  all  for  love,  but  that  can  never 

be: 
They  say  his  heart  is  breaking,  mother— what  ia 

tliat  to  me  ? 
There's  many  a  bolder  lad  'ill  woo  me  any  summer 

And  I'm  to  be  Queen  o'  the  May,  mother,  lin  to 
be  Queen  o'  the  May. 
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Little  EfBe  sliall  go  with  me  to-morrow  to  tho  green, 
And  you'll  be  there,  too,  mother,  to  see  me  made 

the  Queen; 
For  tho  shepherd  lads  on  every  aide  'ill  come  from 

iar  away, 
And  I'm  to  he  Queen  o'  the  May,  mother,  Tm  to 

be  Queen  o'  the  May. 


The  honeysuckle  round  the  porch  has  woven  it 

wavy  bowers. 
And  by  the  meadow-trenches  blow  the  faint  swee 

cuckoo-flowers ; 
And  the  wild  marsh-marigold  shines  liie  fire  i: 

:,  I'm  t 


The  night-winds  come  and  go,  mother,  upon  the 

meadow  grass, 
And  the  happy  stars  above  them  seem  to  brighten 

There  will  not  be  a  drop  of  rain  the  whole  of  the 

livelong  day, 
And  I'm  to  oe  Queen  o'  the  May,  mother,  I'm  to 

be  Queen  o'  the  Mav. 


rm  to  oe  i^ueen  o  me 
be  Queen  o'  the  May. 


All  the  valley,  mother,  'ill  be  fresh  and  green  and 

atai, 
And  the  cowslip  and  the  crowfoot  are  over  all  the 

hill, 
And  the  rivulet  in  the  flowery  dale  'ill  merrily 

glance  and  play. 
For  Vm  to  be  Queen  o'  the  May,  mother,  I'm  to 

be  Queen  o'  the  May. 
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So  you  must  wako  and  call  me  early,  call  mo  early, 

mother  dear, 
Tcf-morrow  'ill  be  the  happiest  time  of  all  the  glad 

Neiv-j-ear : 
To-morrow  'ill  be  of  all  tlie  year  &e  maddest,  mec- 

For  Rn  to  be  Queen  o'  Hie  May,  mother,  Tm  to 
be  Queen  o'  the  May. 


NEW    TEAS 


[f   you're  wating   call   mo  early,  call  me  early, 

mother  dear. 
For  I  wouM  see  the  sun  rise  upon  the  glad  New- 
It  is  the  last  New-year  that  1  shall  ever  see. 
Then  you  may  lay  mc  low  i'  the  mould,  aJid  think 


To-night  I  saw  the  sun  set :  he  set  and  left  behind 
The  good  old  year,  the  dear  old  time,  and  all  my 

peace  of  mind ; 
And  the  New-year's  coming  up,  mother,  but  I  shall 


1  the  blackthorn,  tlie  leaf  upon  tha 


Last  May  we  made  a  croivn  of  flowers ;  wi 

meiTj'  day ; 
Beneath  the  hawthorn  on  the  green  they  a 

Queen  of  May; 
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And  we  danced  about  the  May-pole  and  in  the 

hazel  copse, 
rai  Cliarles'3  Waiu  came  out  above  the  tall  wHta 

ehiraney-tops. 

There 's  not  a  flower  on  all  the  tills :  the  frost  is  on 

tlie  pane : 
I  only  wish  to  live  till  the  snowdrops  come  again ; 
I  wish  the  snow  would  melt  and  the  sun  come  out 

I  long  to  see  a  flower  so  hefore  the  day  I  die. 

The  building  rook  "ill  caw  from  the  windy  tall  elm- 


But  I  shall  lie  alone,  mother,  within  the  moulder- 
ing grave. 

Upon  the  chancel-casement,  and  upon  that  gra-e 

of  miuo, 
In  the  early  early  morning  the  summer  sun  "ill 

Before  the  i4d  cock  crows  fi'om  the  iarm  npon  the 

hill, 
When  you  are  warm-asleep,  mother,  and  all  the 

world  is  still. 

When  the  flowers  come  again,  mother,  liencath  the 

-waning  light 
Xoali.  never  sec  me  more  in  the  long  gray  fields  at 

night; 
When  from  the  dry  dark  wold  the  summer  ajrs  blow 

On  the  oat-grass  and  the  sword-grass,  and  the  bul- 
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rouTl  baiy  me,  my  motlier,  jnat  beneath  tlie  Iiaw. 

thorn  shade, 
And  you'll  come  sometimes  and  see  me  where  I  am 

iowly  laid. 
I  shaU  not  forget  yon,  mother,  I  shall  hear  you  when 

you  pass, 
With  your  feet  a,boTe  my  head  in  the  long  and 

pleasant  grass. 

I  have  been  wild  and  wayward,  but  you'll  forgive 

Youll  kiss  me,  my  own  mother,  and  forgive  me  ere 

jNay,  nay,  you  must  not  weep,  nor  let  your  grief  be 

You  should   not   fret  for  me,  mother,  yoii   have 
another  child. 


If  lean  111  come  aaain.mother.from  out  mv  resting- 

place;       ^  J'  S 

Though  you'll  not  see  me,  mother,  I  shall  look  upou 

your  face ; 
Though  I  cannot  speak  a  word,  I  shall  harken  what 

you  say, 
And  be  often,  often  with  you  when  you  think  I'm 

&,T  away. 


Good-night,  good-night,  when  I  have  siud  good-night 

forevermore. 
And  you  see  me  carried  out  from  the  threshold  of 

the  door ; 
Don't  let  Effie  come  to  see  me  till  my  grave  be 

growing  green  : 
Shell  be  a  better  child  to  jou  than  ever  I  have 
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She'll  find  my  garden-tools  upon  the  gran.iiy  flooi : 
Let  her  take  'em:  they  are  hers;    I  shall   nevel 

But  tell  her,  when  I'm  gone,  to  train  the  rose-husfa 
that  I  set 

About  the  parloi^window  and  tlic  box  of  migno- 
nette. 


Good-night,  sweet  mother ;  call  ma  before  the  day 

All  night  I  lie  awake,  but  I  fall  asleep  at  morn ; 
But  I  would  see  the  sun  rise  upon  me  glad  New- 

So,  if  you're  waking,  call  me,  call  me  early,  mother 


CONCLUSION. 


I  THOUGHT  to  pass  away  before,  and  yet  aliye  1 

And  in  the  fields  all  round  I  hear  the  bleating  of 

the  lamb. 
How  sadly,  I  remember,  rose  the  morning  of  the 

To  die  before  the  snowdrop  came,  and  now  the 
violet's  here. 


eet  is  the  new  yiolet,  that  comes  beneath  the 
sweeter  ia  the  young  lamb's  voice  to  me  that 
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And  sweet  is  all  the  land  about,  and  all  the  flowers 

that  blow, 
And  swoeter  &x  is  death  than  life  to  me  that  long 


It  seemed  so  hard  at  first,  mother,  to  leave  the 

blessed  sun, 
And  now  it  seems  as  hard  to  stay ;  and  yet,  His  will 

be  done ! 
But  Blill  I  think  it  can't  be  long  before  I  find  re- 

And  that  good  man,  the  clei^yman,  haa  told  me 
words  of  peace. 


O  blessinga  oa  Ha  kindly  voice  and  on  his  diver 

And  blessing  on  his  whole  life  long,  1:0111  he  meet 

0  blesangs  on  his  kindly  heart  and  on  his  silver 

head  I 
A  thousand  tjiaes  I  bleat  hira,  as  be  knelt  beside  my 


He  taught  me  all  the  mercy,  for  he  showed  me  all 

Now,  though  my  lamp  was  lighted  late,  there's  One 

will  let  me  in : 
Nor  would  I  now  be  well,  mother,  f^ain,  if  that 

could  be, 
For  my  desire  is  but  to  pass  to  lEm  that  died  for 


[  did  not  hsai  the  dog  howl,  mother,  or  tlie  death- 
There  tamL,  a  tweeter  token  when  the  night  and 
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But  sit  beside  my  bed,  mother,  and  put  your  hand 
And  Eliie  on  tbe  other  side,ajid  Iwill  tell  the  sign. 

All  in  the  wild  March-morning  I  heard  (he  angels 

It  was  when  the  moon  was  setting,  and  the  dark 

was  over  all ; 
The  trees  began  to  whisper,  and  the  wind  began  to 

And  in  the  ivild  March-morning  I  heard  them  call 
my  soul. 

For  lying  broad  awake  I  thought  of  you  and  Effie 

I  saw  you  sitting  in  the  house,  and  I  no  longer 

With  all  my  strength  I  prayed  for  both,  and  so  I 

felt  resigned, 
And  up  the  valley  came  a  swell  of  music  on  the 


1  thought  that  it  was  fancy,  and  1  listened  in  my 

And  then  did  something  speak  to  me— I  know  not 

what  was  said ; 
For  great  delight  and  shuddering  took  hold  of  all 

my  mind, 
And  up  the  valley  came  again  the  music  on  the 

But  you  were  sleeping ;  and  I  said,  "  If  s  not  for 
And  if  it  eomes  three  times,  I  thought,  I  take  it  for 
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And   onee  again   it   came,   and  close   beside   th 

window-bars, 
Then  seemed  to  go  riglit  up  to  heaven  and  die 


So  now  I  tliink  mj-  time  is  near.     I  trust  it  is.     1 

The  blessed  music  went  that  way  my  soul  will  have 

to  go. 
And  for  myself,  indeed,  I  care  not  if  I  go  tcKjay, 
But,  t,ffie,  j-ou  must  comfort  her  when  I  am  na 


And  say  to  Eobin  a  kind  word,  and  tell  Mm  not  to 

fret; 
There's   many  worthier  than  I  would  maie  him 

If  I  had  hved-I  cannot  teU— I  might  have  been 

his  wife; 
But  ail  these  things  have  ceased  to  be,  with  my 

desire  of  life.  ' 

XIII. 

O  look !  lie  sun  begins  to  rise,  the  heavens  are  in 

a  glow ; 
He  shinea  upon  a  hundred  fields,  and  all  of  tiem  1 

And  there  I  move  no  longer  now,  and  there  his 

ligtit  may  ahme— 
Wild  flowers  in  the  vaQey  for  other  hands  than 


O  sweet  and  strange  it  seems  to  me,  that  ere  this 

day  IB  done 
The  voice  that  now  is  speaking  may  be  beyond  the 
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Forever  and  forever  with  those  just  souls  and  trne— 
And  wiiat  is  life,  that  we  should  moan  ?  why  make 
we  such  ado  ? 


Forever  and  forever,  all  in  a  blessed  home — 
And  there  to  wait  a  Utile  while  till  you  and  Effie 

To  lie  within  the  light  of  God,  as  I  lie  upon  your 

breast— 
And  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling,  and  the  wearj 


THE  L0T08-EATEKS. 


"  CoUKAGE  !  "  ho  said,  and  pointed   toward   the 

"  This  mounting  wave  will  roll  us  shoreward  soon." 
In  the  afternoon  they  came  unto  a  land, 
In  which  it  seemed  always  afternoon. 
All  round  the  coast  the  languid  air  did  swoon, 
Breathing  like  one  that  hath  a  weary  dream. 
Full-faced  above  the  valley  stood  tJie  moon ; 
And  like  a  downward  smoke,  the  slender  stream 
Along  tbe  cliff  to  fall  and  pause  and  &1!  did  seem. 


A  land  of  streams !  some,  like  a  downward  smoke, 
Slow-dropping  veils  of  thinnest  lawn,  did  go ; 
And  some  through  wavering  lights  and  shadows 

Rolling  a  slumbreus  sheet  of  foam  below. 
They  saw  the  gleaming  river  seaward  flow 
From  the  inner  land :  far-off,  three  mountaia-tops, 
Three  silent  pinnaclea  of  aged  snow. 
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Stood  sunset-fluslied :   and,  dewed  witti  showery 
Up-domb  tlie  shadowy  pine  above  the  woven  copse. 


The  charmed  sunset  lingered  low  adown 

In  the  red  West :  throun;h  mountain  clefts  the  dale 

Was  seen  &r  inland,  and  the  yellow  down 

Bordered  with  palm,  and  many  a  winding  vale 

And  meadow,  set  with  slender  galingale ; 

A  land  where  all  things  always  seemed  the  same  ! 

And  round  about  the  keel  with  feces  pale. 

Park  feces  pale  a^ust  that  rosy  flame, 

The  mild-eyed  mSancholy  Lotos-eatera  came. 


Branches  they  bore  of  that  enchanted  stem. 
Laden  with  flower  and  fruit,  whereof  they  gave 
To  each,  but  whoso  did  receive  of  them. 
And  taste,  to  him  the  gashing  of  the  wave 
Far,  far  away  did  seem  to  mourn  and  rave 
On  ahen  shores ;  and  if  his  fellow  spake, 
His  voice  was  thin,  as  voices  from  the  grave ; 
And  deep-asleep  he  seemed,  yet  all  awake, 
And  musie  in  lus  ears  his  beating  heart  did  make. 


They  sat  them  down  upon  the  yellow  sand. 
Between  the  sun  and  moon  upon  the  shore ; 
And  sweet  it  was  to  drewn  or  Father-land, 
Of  child,  and  wife,  and  slave ;  but  evermore 
Most  weary  seemed  the  sea,  weary  the  oar. 
Weary  the  wandering  fields  of  barren  foam. 
Then  some  one  said,  »  We  will  return  no  more 
And  all  at  once  they  sang,  "  Our  island  home 
Is  far  beyond  tlie  wave ;  we  will  no  longer  roan 
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There  is  sweet  umtac  liere  that  softer  fidls 
Than  jielals  from  blown  roses  on  the  grass, 
Or  night-dews  on  still  watcra  between  walls 
Of  shadowy  granite,  in  a  gleaming  pass ; 
Music  that  gentlier  on  the  spirit  lies 
Than  tired  eyelids  upon  tired  eyes ; 
Music  that  brings  sweet  sleep  do«Ti  from  the  bliss- 
ful skies. 
Here  are  cool  mosses  deep, 
And  through  the  moss  the  ivies  creep, 
And  in  the  stream  the  long-leaved  iiowers  weep, 
And  Irom  the  craggy  ledge  the  poppy  hangs  in 

2. 

Why  are  we  weighed  upon  with  heaviness, 
And  utterly  consumed  with  sliarp  distress, 
While  all  uiings  else  have  rest  from  weariness  ? 
All  things  have  rest :  why  should  we  toil  alone. 
We  only  toU,  who  are  the  first  of  things. 
And  make  perpetual  moan. 
Still  from  one  sorrow  to  another  thrown : 
Nor  ever  fold  our  wings. 
And  cease  from  wanderings. 
Nor  steep  our  brows  in  slimiber's  holy  balm ; 
Bor  hearken  what  the  inner  spirit  sings, 
"  There  is  no  joy  but  calm  I " 

Why  should  we  only  toil,  the  roof  and  crown  of 
things  ? 


Lo  1  in  the  middle  of  the  wood. 
The  folded  leaf  is  wooed  from  out  the  bud 
With  winds  upon  the  branch,  and  there 
Grows  green  and  broad,  and  takes  no  care, 
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8un-5teeped  at  noon,  ami  in  the  moon 

Nialitly  dew-fed ;  and  turning  yellow 

Falls,  and  floats  adown  tbi:  air. 

Lo !  sweetened  vnth  the  summer  light, 

The  fiiU-jaiced  apple,  waxing  over-mellow, 

Drops  in  a  silent  autumn  night. 

All  Its  allotted  len^h  of  days. 

The  flower  ripens  in  its  place. 

Ripens  and  iades,  and  fells,  and  hall  no  toil, 

Fast-rooted  in  the  fruitful  soiL 


Hateful  is  the  dark-bine  sky. 

Vaulted  o'er  the  dark-blue  sea. 

Death  is  the  end  of  life ;  ah,  why 

Should  life  aU  labor  be  ? 

Let  US  alone.     Time  driveth  onward  fast. 

And  in  a  little  while  our  lips  are  dumb. 

Let  us  alone.     What  is  it  fliat  will  last  1 

All  things  are  taken  from  us,  and  become 

Portions  and  paixiels  of  the  dreadful  Past, 

Lot  us  alone.    "What  pleasure  can  we  have 

To  war  with,  evil  ?     la  there  any  peace 

In  ever  climbing  up  the  climbii^  wave  ? 

All  things  have  rest,  and  ripen  toward  the  grave 

In  silence ;  ripen,  fell  and  cease : 

Give  US  lon"  rest  or  death,  dark  death  or  dreaiuful 


How  sweet  it  were,  hearing  tlie  downward  stream, 

With  half-shut  eyes  ever  to  seem 

Falling  asleep  in  a  half-dream ! 

To  dream  and  dream,  like  yonder  amber  light, 

Which  will  not  leave  tlie  m3Trh-bush  on  the  height ; 

To  hear  each  other's  whispered  speech ; 

Eating  the  Lotos,  day  by  day, 

To  watch  the  crisping  npples  on  the  beach. 

And  tenderKJurving  Enea  of  creamy  spray : 
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To  lend  our  hearts  and  apirita  wholly 

To  the  inflaence  of  mild-minded  melancholj ; 

To  muse  and  brocid  and  live  a^itiu  in  memory, 

With  those  old  iaces  of  our  infani:y 

Heaped  over  with  a  mound  of  grass, 

Two  handt'uls  of  ■wMte  dust,  shut   in  an   urn 


Dear  ia  the  memory  of  our  wedded  lives, 

And  dear  the  last  embraces  of  our  wives 

And  their  warm  tears :  but  all  bath  saiFered  change ; 

For  surely  now  our  household  hearths  are  cold : 

Onr  sons  inherit  us :  our  looks  are  strange  ;_ 

And  we  should  eome  like  ghosts  to  trouble  joy. 

Or  else  the  island  princes,  over-bold 

Have  eat  our  substance,  and  the  minstrel  ainga 

Before  them  of  the  ten-years'  war  in  Troy, 

And  our  great  deeds,  as  half-forrotten  things. 

Is  there  tonfuMon  in  the  little  i^e  ? 

Let  what  is  broken  so  remain. 

The  Gods  are  hard  to  reconcile :  _ 

'Tis  hard  to  settle  oi-der  once  aMiin. 

There  is  confusion  worse  than  deafli, 

Trouble  on  trouble,  pain  on  pain. 

Long  labor  unto  aged  breath. 

Sore  task  to  hearts  worn  out  with  many  wars, 

And  eyes  grown  dim  with  gaaicg  on  the  pilot-stars. 


But,  propt  on  beds  of  amaranth  and  moly, 
How  sweet  (while  warm  airs  lull  us,  blowing  lowly,) 
With  half-dropt  eyelids  still. 
Beneath  a  heaven  dark  and  holy, 
To  watch  the  long  bright  river  drawing  slowly 
His  iTatei-s  from  the  purple  hill- 
To  hear  the  dewy  eiioes  calling  ^  .      ,  - , 
From  cave  to  cave  through  the  thick-twined     -le — 
To  watch  the  emerald-colored  water  felling  :j^ 
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Through  many  a  woven  acanthus-wreath  divine  ! 
Only  to  hear  and  see  tte  far-off  sparkling  brine, 
Only  to  huar  were  sweet,  strekheil  out  beneath  the 

S. 
The  Lotos  blooms  below  the  ban-en  peak ; 
The  Lotos  blows  by  every  windina  creek : 
All  day  die  wind  breathes  low  witli  mellower  tone ; 
Through  every  hollow  cave  and  alley  lone 
Round  and  round  the  spicy  downs  the  yellow  Lotos- 
dust  is  blown. 
We  have  liad  enough  of  action,  and  of  motion  we. 
Rolled  to  starboard,  rolled  to  larboard,  when  the 

surge  was  seething  free. 
Where  the  wallowing  monster  spouted  his  foam- 
fountains  in  the  sea. 
Let  us  swear  an  oath,  and  keep  it  with  an  equal 

mind, 
In  the  hollow  Lotos-land  to  live  and  lie  reclined 
On  the  hills  like  Goda  together,  eareless  of  man- 

For  they  lie  beside  their  nectar,  and  the  bolts  are 

hurled 
Par  below  them  in  the  valleys,  and  the  clouds  are 

lightiy  curled 
Kound  their  golden  houses,  girdled  Trith  the  gleam- 
Where  tliey  smile  in  secret,  looking  over  wasted 

Blight  and  famine,  plague  and  earthquake,  roaring 

deeps  and  fiery  sands, 
Clan^ng  fights,  and  flaming  towns,  and  auking 

ships,  and  praying  hands. 
But  they  smde,  they  find  a  muac  centred  in  a 

doleful  song 
Stea-ning  up,  a  lamentation  and  an  ancient  tale  of 

r      5  a  tale  of  little  meaning,  though  the  words  ara 
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Chanted  from  an  ill-used  race  of  men  that  clcaTe 

the  soil, 
Sow  the  seed,  and  reap  the  harvest  with  enduring 

toil, 
Storing  yearly  little  dues  of  ■wheat,   and  ivine  and 

Till  they  perish  and  they  suffer— some,  'tia  whis- 
pered— down  in  hell 
Suffer  endless  anguish,  others  in  Elyrian  valleys 

Resting  weary  limbs  at  last  on  beds  of  asphodel. 
Surely,  surely,  slumber  is  more  sweet  than  toil,  the 

Than  labor  in  tlie  deep  mid-ocean,  wind  and  wave 

O  rest  ye,  brother  mariners,  we  will  not  wander 


A  DREAM  OF    FAIE  WOMEN. 


e  my  eyelids  dropt  their  shade, 
■  of  Good  Wotnen,"  long  ago 


"  The  Legend  of  Good  Wc 


Pan  Chaucer,  the  first  warbler,  whose  sweet  breatii 
Preluded  those  melodious  bursts,  that  fill 

rhe  spacious  times  of  great  Elizabeth 
With  sounds  that  echo  still. 


And,  for  a  while,  the  knowledge  of  his  art 

Held  me  above  the  subject,  as  strong  gales 

Hold  swollen  ckiuds  from  raining,  though  my  heart, 
Brimful  of  those  wild  tales, 
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Chained  both  mine  eyes  with  tears.     In  every  land 

I  saw,  ivhorever  light  iUumineth, 
Beauty  and  anguish  wi3king  hand  in  hand 

The  downward  slope  to  death. 


Those  fer-renowned  brides  of  ancient  song 

Peopled  the  hoUoir  dark,  like  burning  stara, 

Ajid  I  heard  sounds  of  insult,  shame,  and  wrong, 
And  trumpets  blown  for  wars ; 


And  clattering  Hints  battered  with  clanging  hoo& 
And  I  saw  crowds  in  oolumneil  sanctuaries ; 

And  fonus  that  passed  at  windows  and  on  roofs 
Of  marble  palaces ; 


Corpses  across  the  threshold  ;  heroes  tall 
IHslodging  pinnacle  and  parapet 

Upon  the  tortoise  creeping  to  the  wall ; 
Lancers  in  ambush  set ; 


And  high  shrine-doors  burst  through  with  heated 
blasts 

That  run  before  the  Uuttering  tongues  of  fire; 
White  surf  wind-seattered  over  sails  and  masts. 

And  ever  climbing  higher ; 

n  brazen  plates, 
er,  divers  woes, 
Eanges  of  glimmering  vaults  with  iron  grates, 
And  hashed  seraglios. 
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So  sliape  chased  sliape  as  STfift  as,  when  to  lajid 
Bluster  the  winds  and  tides  the  se!f^-same  wayi 

Crisp  foam-flakes  scud  along  the  level  sand, 
Tom  from  the  fringe  of  spray. 


I  started  oi      , 

Resolved  on  noble  things,  and  strove  to  speak, 
As  when  a  gi-eat  thought  strikes  along  the  br^n, 

And  flushes  ail  the  cheek. 


And  once  my  arm  was  lifted  to  hew  down 
A  cavaher  from  off  his  saddle-bow, 

That  bore  a  lady  from  a  leaguered  town ; 
And  then,  I  know  not  how, 


All  those  sharp  fancies,  by  down-lapang  thought 
Streamed  onward,  lost  their  edges,  and  did  creep 

Rolled   on   ea«h  other,    rounded,    smoothed,   and 
brought 
Into  the  gulfs  of  sleep. 


Eoormons  elm-tree  boles  did  stoop  aud  lean 
Upon  the  dusky  brushwood  underneath 

Their  broad  curved  branches,  fledged  with  cleai-es 
gTeen, 
New  from  its  alken  sheath. 
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svi. 
The  dim  red  mom  Jiad  died,  her  journey  done, 

And  with  dead  lips  smiled  at  the  twilight  phuM, 
Half-Men  across  the  threshold  of  the  sun, 

Never  to  rise  again. 


There  was  no  motion  in  tlie  dumb  dead  air, 
Not  any  song  of  bird  or  sound  of  riU ; 

Gross  darkness  of  the  inner  sepulchre 
Is  not  so  deadly  still 

XTIII. 

As  that  wide  forest.     Growths  of  jasmine  turned 
Their  hmnid  arms  festooning  ti'ee  to  tree. 

And  at  the  root  through  lush  creen  grasses  burned 
Theredar °  ^ 


XIX. 

I  knew  the  flowers,  I  knew  the  leaves,  1  knew 
The  tearful  glinuner  of  the  languid  dawn 
On  those  long,  rank,  dart  wood-walks  dreaulied  ii 

Leading  from  lawn  to  lawn. 


The  smeE  of  violets,  hidden  in  the  green, 

Poured  back  into  my  empty  soul  and  frame 

The  times  when  I  remember  to  have  been 
Joyful  aud  free  from  blame. 


And  from  within  me  a  clear  uuder-tone 

Thrilled  through  mine  ears  m  that  unblissful 

"  Pass  freely  through  I  the  wood  is  all  thine  own, 
Until  the  end  of  time." 
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100  A   DEBAM    OF    FAIR    WOMES. 

XXII. 

At  length  I  saw  a  lady  within  call, 

Stiller  than  ehiseUed  marble,  standing  tlitvi^ : 
A  daughter  of  the  gwis,  divinely  tall, 

And  most  divinely  feir. 
XXI II. 
Her  loyeUness  with  shame  and  with  surprise 

Froze  my  swift  spci^oh  ;  she  turning  on  my  faee 
TLe  star-like  sorrows  of  immortal  eyes, 

Spoke  slowly  in  her  place. 


"  I  had  great  beauty :  ask  thou  not  my  name 
No  one  can  be  more  wise  than  destiny. 

Many  drew  swords  and  died.  Where'er  1  ca 
I  brought  calamity ." 


"  No  marvel,  sovereign  lady !  In  fair  field, 
Myself  for  such  a  fate  had  boldly  died," 

I  aiiswered  free,  and  turning  I  appealed 
'i'o  one  tliat  stood  beside. 

XXVI. 

But  she,  with  sick  and  scornful  looks  averse, 

To  her  full  height  her  stately  stature  draws; 

"My  youth,"  she  said,  "  was  blasted  with  a  curse  j 
This  woman  was  the  cause. 


"  I  was  cut  off  from  hope  in  that  sad  place, 

Which  yet  to  name  my  spirit  loathes  and  fears ; 

My  father  held  his  hand  upon  his  iace : 
I,  blinded  with  my  tears, 

*  Still  strove  to  speak :  ray  voice  was  thick  with  agiw 
As  in  a  dream.     Dimly  I  could  descry 
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The  stern  Ijlack-bearded  kings,  with  wolfiaL  eyes, 
Waiting  to  ace  me  die. 
XXIX. 
"  The  high  masts  flickered  33  they  lay  afloat ; 

The  crowds,  the  temples,  wavered,  and   the 
shore ; 
The  bright  death  quivered  at  the  victim's  throat; 
Touched ;  aiid  I  knew  no  more." 


Whereto  the  other  with  a  downward  brow : 

"  I  would  the  white  cold  heavy-plunging  foam. 

Whirled  bv  the  wind,  had  rolled  me  deep  below, 
Then  "when  I  left  my  home." 

Her  slow  full  words  sank  through  the  alence  drear, 
As  thunder^drops  fall  on  a  sleeping  sea : 

Sudden  I  heard  a  voice  that  cried,  "  Come  here, 
That  I  may  look  on  thee." 

xxxii. 

I  turning  saw,  throned  on  a  flowen-  rise, 
One  Mttin"  on  a  crimson  scarf  unrolled; 

A.  queen  with  swarthy  cheeks  and  bold  black  eyes, 
Brow-bound  with  burning  gold. 

XXX  III. 
She,  flashing  forth  a  haughty  smite,  began : 

"  I  governed  men  by  change,  and  so  I  swayed 
All  moods.     'Tis  long  since  I  have  seen  a  man. 

Once,  like  the  moon,  I  made 

XXXIV. 
"  The  ever-shifting  currents  of  the  blood 

According  to  my  humor  ebb  and  flow. 
[  have  no  men  to  govern  in  this  wood : 

That  makes  my  only  woe. 
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"  Nay — yet  it  uliafes  me  that  I  could  not  bend 

One  will ;  nor  Came  and  tutor  with  nunc  ej-e 
That  duU  cold-blooded  Ctesar.     Prithee,  fiiend, 

Where  is  Mark  Antony  ? 
XXXVI. 
"  The  man  my  lover,  with  wjiom  I  rode  sublime 

On  Fortune's  neck :  we  sat  as  God  hy  God  r 
The  Nilus  would  have  risen  before  liis  time 

And  flooded  at  our  nod. 


"  We  drank  the  Lybian  Sun  to  sleep,  and  lit 

Irfimps  which  outburned  Canopug.     0  my  life 

In  Ejx\-ptl     O  the  dalliance  and  the  wit, 
iSie  flattery  and  the  strife, 


"  And  the  wild  kiss,  when  fresh  from  war's  alarms, 
My  Hercules,  my  Soman  Antony, 

My  majldd  Bacchus  leapt  into  my  arms, 
Contented  there  to  die  ! 


"  And  there  he  died ;  and  when  I  heard  my  nam 
Sighed  forth  with  life  I  would  not  brook  my  ft 

Of  the  other:  with  a  worm  I  balked  hie  tame. 
What  else  was  left  i* — look  here  1 " 


{With  that  she  tore  her  rohe  apart,  and  half 
The  polished  argent  of  her  breast  to  sight 

lain.  hare.     Thereto  she  pointed  with  a  laugh. 
Showing  the  aspick's  bite :) 


"I  died  a  Queen.     The  Eoman  soldier  found 
Me  lying  dead,  my  crown  about  my  brows, 
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A.  name  forever ! — lying  robed  and  crowned, 
Wortliy  a  Komau  spouse." 

Her  warbUng  voice,  a  Ijre  of  widest  range 

Struck  by  all  pasaon,  did  fall  down  and  glance 

From  tone  to  tone,  and  glided  tlirougli  all  change 
Of  liveiieat  utterance. 

When  she  made  pause  I  knew  not  for  deliglit ; 

Because  with  sudden  motion  from  the  ground 
She  raised  hei-  piercing  orbs  and  filled  witi  hght 

The  interval  of  sound. 

XLIV. 

Still  with  their  fires  Love  tipt  his  keenest  darta ; 

As  once  they  drew  into  two  burnin"  rings 
All  beams  of  Love,  melting  the  mighty  hearts 

Of  cantains  aud  of  kings. 


Slowly  my  sense  undazzled.     Then  I  heard 

A  noise  of  some  one  coming  through  the  lawn, 

And  singing  clearer  than  the  crested  hu'd. 
That  claps  his  wings  at  dawn. 

"  The  torrent  brooks  of  hallowed  Israel 

From  craggy  hollows  pouring,  late  and  soon, 

Sound  all  night  long,  in  falling  through  the  deU, 
Far-heard  beneath  the  moon. 

"  The  balmy  moon  of  blessed  Israel 

Floods   all   the  deep-blue  gloom  with  beams 
divine : 
All  night  the  splintered  craj^  that  wall  the  dell 

With  spires  of  silver  shine." 
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iS  one  that  museth  where  broad  aunshine  laves 
The  lawn  by  some  aathedral,  through  the  door 

[earing  the  holy  organ  rolling  waves 
Of  sound  on  roof  and  floor 


Within,  and  anthem  sung,  is  charmed  and  tied 
To  where  he  stands, — ao  stood  J,  when  that  fli 

Of  music  left  the  lips  of  her  that  died 
To  saye  her  father's  vow; 


The  daughter  of  the  warrior  Gileadtte, 

A  maiden  pure ;  as  when  she  went  alonn; 

Prom  Mizpeh's  towered  gate  with  welcome  hght, 
With  timbrel  and  with  song. 


My  words  leapt  forth:  "Heaven  heads  the  c 
of  crimes 
With  that  ivild  oath."     She  rendered  an; 
high: 
"  Not  so,  nor  once  alone ;  a  thousand  times 
I  would  ho  horn  and  die. 


"  Single  I  grew,  like  some  green  plant,  whose  root 
Creeps  to  the  garden  water-pipes  beneath, 

Feeding  the  flower :  but  ere  my  flower  to  fruit 
Changed,  I  was  ripo  for  death. 


"My  God,  my  land,  my  father— these  did  mov 
Me  from  my  bliss  of  life,  that  Nature  gavi 

Lowered  soflJy  with  i  threefold  cord  of  love 
Down  to  a  alent  grave. 
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"  And  I  went  moum'mg, '  No  fair  Hebrew  boy 
Shall  amile  away  my  m^den  blame  among 

The  Hebrew  inothera,' — emptied  of  aJl  joy, 
Leayjng  the  dance  and  song. 

"  Lea-rino  the  olive-gardens  far  below, 

Leaving  the  promise  of  my  bridal  bower, 
The  valleys  of  grape-loaded  vines  that  glow 
Beneath  the  battled  tower. 
I,  VI. 
"  The  li^ht  white  cloud  swam  over  us.  ^  Anon 
We  heard  the  Hon  roaring  from  his  den ; 
We  saw  the  large  white  stars  rise  one  by  one. 
Or,  from  the  darkened  glen, 

iVII. 

■'  Saw  God  divide  the  night  with  flyji^  Jkme, 
And  thunder  on  the  everlasting  hills. 

[  heard  Him,  for  He  spake,  and  gnef  became 
A  solemn  scorn  of  ills. 

.'When  the  next  moon  was  rolled  into  the  sky,_ 
Strength  came  to  me  tliat  equalled  my  desjra 

How  beautiful  a  thing  it  was  to  die 
For  God  and  for  my  sire  1 

"  It  comforts  me  in  this  one  tho;^ht  to  dweU, 
That  I  subdued  me  to  my  father  s  wiU ; 

Because  the  kiss  he  gave  me,  ere  I  fell, 
Sweetens  the  spuit  still. 
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SliB  locked  her  lips ;  she  left  me  where  I  stood ; 

"  Glory  to  God,"  she  sang,  and  past  alar, 
Thridding  the  aombre  boskage  of  tha  wood, 

Toward  the  morning-star. 


Losing  her  carol  I  stood  pensively. 

As  one  that  &om  a,  casement  leans  hie  head, 
When  midnight  bells  cease  ringing  suddenly, 

And  the  old  year  is  dead. 


"  Alas !  alas ! "  a  low  voice,  full  of  care, 

Murmured  beside  me ;  "  Turn  and  look  oi 

I  am  tliat  Rosamond,  whom  mea  call  fair, 
If  what  I  was  I  be. 


"Would  T  bad  been  some  msuden  coarse 
O  me  1  that  I  should  ever  see  tbe  lij 

Those  dragon  eyes  of  angered  Eleanor 
Do  hunt  me,  day  and  night." 


She  ceased  in  tears,  fallen  from  hope  and  trust ; 

To  wliom  tbe  Egyptian ;  "  0,  you  tamely  died  1 
You  should  have  clung  to  Fulvia's  ivaist,  and  thrust 

The  dagger  tbrougb  her  side." 


With  that  sharp  sound  the  white  daivn's  creeping 

Stolen  to  my  brain,  dissolved  the  mystery 
Of  folded  sleep.     Tlie  captain  of  my  dreams 
Ruled  in  tbe  eastern  sky. 


rii,y  Google 


Mom  broadened  on  the  borders. of  the  dark, 

Ere  I  saw  her  who  clasped  m  her  last  trauce 

Her  murdered  fathei's  iK-ad,  or  Joan  of  Arc, 
A  liglit  of  antlent  France ; 

LXVIH. 

Or  her,  who  knew  that  Love  can  vantimsh  Death. 

Who  kneeUng,  with  one  anu  aboat  her  king, 
Drew  forth  the  pmson  with  hor  baUny  breath, 

u-^^^i-  aa  nnw  hnf\ii  in  Soring, 


^w  tbrtb  tne  poison  who  inn  i^u^ 
Sweet  as  new  buds  in  Spring. 


No  memory  labors  boger  from  the  deep 

Gold-mines  of  thought  to  lift  the  hidden  fl- 
at glimpses,  movinj  "  -  -  f  f— 
To  gather  and  te 

Each  little  sound  and  aight.    "With  what  dull  pmn 
Compassed,  how  eagerly  I  sought  to  stnke 

Into  tliat  wondi-oua  track  of  d.i-eams  again  I 
But  no  two  dreams  are  like. 

As  when  a  BOiil  laments,  which  hali  been  bleat, 
Desiring  what  is  mingled  with  past  yeata, 

In  yearnings  that  ean  never  be  expreat 
By  Mgns  or  gi-oans  or  teai's; 

LXXII, 

Became  aU  words,  though  colled  with  chMcest  art, 
Falling  to  nive  the  oitter  of  the  sweet, 

Witlier  beneatirthe  palate,  and  the  heart 
Faints,  faded  by  its  heat. 
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MARGAEET. 

0  SWEET  pale  Margaret, 

O  rare  pale  MaJ^avet, 

What  lit  your  eyes  with  tearful  power, 

Like  moonlight  on  a  felling  eliower  ? 

Who  lent  you,  love,  your  mortal  dower 

Of  pendve  thought  and  aspect  pale, 

Your  melancholy,  sweet  and  frad 
As  perfume  of  the  cuckoo-flower  ? 
Prom  the  westward- winding  flood, 
From  the  evening-lighted  wood, 

From  all  things  outward  you  have  woi 
A  tearful  grace,  as  though  you  stood 

Between  the  rtunbow  and  the  sun. 

The  very  smile  before  you  speak. 
That  dimples  your  transparent  cheek, 
Encircles  all  the  heart,  and  feedeth 
The  senses  with  a,  still  delight 

Of  dainty  sorrow  without  sound, 
Like  the  tender  amber  round, 
Which  the  moon  about  her  spreadeth, 
Moving  through  a  fleecy  night. 

You  love,  remaining  peacefully. 

To  hear  the  murmur  of  the  strife, 
But  ent«r  not  the  toil  of  hfe. 

Your  spirit  is  the  calmed  sea. 

Laid  by  the  tumult  of  the  fight. 

You  are  (he  evening  star,  alway 

Remaining  betwixt  dark  and  bright: 

Lulled  echoes  of  laborious  day 

Come  to  you,  gleams  of  mellow  light 
Float  by  you  on  the  verge  of  night 
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The  lion-teart,  Plantagenet, 

Sang  looting  through  his  prison  hara  ? 

Exquisite  Margaret,  who  can  tell 

The  last  wM  thought  of  Chatelet, 

Just  ere  the  ialling  axe  did  part 

The  burning  hriun  from  tlie  true  heart, 

Even  in  her  Mght  he  loved  so  well  ? 

A  fairy  shield  your  Genius  made 

And  gave  you  on  your  natal  day. 
Your  sorrow,  only  sorrow's  shade. 

Keeps  real  sorrow  for  away. 
Tou  move  not  in  such  solitudes, 

You  are  not  less  divine. 
But  more  human  in  your  moods, 

tWi  your  twin-^stcr,  Adeline. 
Your  hsur  is  darker,  and  your  eyes 

Touched  with  a  somewhat  darker  hue, 

And  less  aerially  blue, 

But  ever  trembling  through  the  dew 
OFdainty-woful  Bympathies, 

O  sweet  pale  Margaret, 
O  rare  pale  Mai^aret, 

Come  down,  come  down,  and  hear  me  spea 
Tie  up  the  ringlets  on  your  cheek : 
The  sun  is  just  about  to  set. 
The  arching  limes  are  tell  and  shady, 
And  famt,  rainy  lights  are  seen, 
Moving  in  the  leavy  beech. 
Kise  from  the  feast  of  sorrow,  lady, 

Where  all  day  long  you  sit  between 

Joy  and  woe,  and  whisper  each. 
Or  only  look  across  the  lawn, 

Look  out  below  your  bower-eaves. 

Look  down,  and  let  your  blue  eyes  dawn 

Upon  me  through  tlie  jasmine-leaves. 
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THE  BLACKBIRD. 

0  Blackbikd!  HiDgme  something  well: 
■While  all  the  neighbors  rfioot  thee  round, 
I  iceap  aiiooth  plats  of  fruitful  ground, 

Where  thou  ma/st  warble,  eat  and  dweU. 

The  espaliers  and  the  standards  all 

Are  thine;  the  ranae  of  lawn  and  park: 
The  nnnetted  biackhearts  ripen  dark, 

AH  thine,  against  (he  garden  walL 

Yet,  though  I  spared  thee  all  the  sprJn™, 
Thy  fole  dehght  is,  sitting  still. 
With  that  gold  dagger  of  thy  biU 

To  fret  the  summer  jenneting. 

A  golden  hill !  the  silver  tongue. 

Cold  February  loved,  is  dry : 

Plenty  corrupts  the  melody 
That  made  thee  famous  once,  when  young : 

And  in  the  sultry  garden-squares. 
Now  thy  flute-notes  are  thanged  lo  coarse. 
I  hear  thee  not  at  all,  or  hoarse 

As  when  a  hawker  hawks  his  wares. 

Take  warning !  he  that  will  not  sing 
While  j'on  sun  prospers  in  the  blue, 
Shall  sing  for  want,  ere  leaves  are  new, 

Caught  in  the  frozen  pahna  of  Spring. 
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THE  DEATH  OF  THE  OLD  YEAR. 


Pull  knee-deep  lies  the  winter  snow, 
And  the  winter  winds  are  wearily  si"hinj!' 
Toll  ye  the  church-bell  sad  and  slow, 
And  tread  softly  and  speak  ]ow, 
For  the  old  year  lies  a-dyinir. 
Old  year,  yon  must  not  die ; 
You  came  to  us  so  readily, 
You  lived  with  us  so  steadily. 
Old  year,  you  shall  not  die. 


He  lieth  still :  he  doth  not  more : 

He  will  not  see  the  dawn  of  day. 

He  b'lth  no  other  life  above. 

He  gave  me  a  friend,  and  a  true,  tnie-lui-e, 

AndT  the  New-year  will  take  'em  away. 

Old  year,  you  must  not  go ; 

So  long  as  you  have  been  with  us, 

Such  joy  as  you  have  seen  with  us, 

Old  year,  you  shall  not  go. 

He  frothed  Lis  bumpers  to  the  brim ; 
A  jollier  year  we  shall  not  see. 
But  though  his  eyes  are  waxinn-  dim, 
And  though  his  foes  speak  ill  oF  him[ 
He  was  a  iriend  to  me. 

Old  year,  yon  shall  not  die ; 

We  did  60  laugh  and  cry  with  you, 

Fve  half  a  mind  to  die  with  you, 

Old  year,  if  you  must  die. 


He  was  full  of  joke  and  jest. 
But  all  his  merry  ([uips  are  o'e, 
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To  see  him  ffie,  across  the  waste 
His  son  and  heir  doth  ride  post-haste, 
But  he'll  he  dead  hefore. 

Every  one  for  hia  own. 

The  night  is  starry  and  cold,  my  frifend, 

And  the  New-year,  blithe  and  bold,  my  friend. 

Comes  «p  to  take  his  own. 

How  hard  he  breathes !  over  the  snow 
1  heard  just  now  ilie  crowing  cock. 
The  shadows  flicker  to  and  fro : 
The  cricket  chirps :  the  light  burns  low : 
'Tis  nearly  twelve  o'clock. 

Shake  hands,  before  you  die. 

Old  year,  well  dearly  rue  for  you : 

What  is  it  we  can  do  for  yon  ? 

Speak  out  before  you  die. 


His  fkce  is  growing  sharp  and  thin. 
Alack  1  our  friend  is  gone. 
Close  up  his  eyes ;  tie  up  his  chin  : 
Step  from  the  corpse,  and  let  him  in 
That  standeth  there  alone, 

And  waiteth  at  the  door. 

There's  a  new  foot  on  the  floor,  my  friend. 

And  a  new  face  at  the  door,  my  friend, 

A  new  face  at  the  door. 


TiiB  wind,  thai  oeata  the  mountain,  blows 
More  softly  round  the  open  wold. 

And  gently  comes  the  world  to  those 
That  are  cast  in  gentle  mould. 
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And  me  tiiis  knowledge  bolder  made, 
Or  else  I  had  not  ilaruil  to  flow 

In  these  words  toward  jou,  and  invade 
Even  with  a  verse  your  holy  woe. 


Tis  strange  that  those  we  lean  on  most, 
Those  in  whose  laps  our  limbs  are  ni 

Fall  into  shadow,  soonest  lost : 

Those  we  love  first  are  taken  first. 


God  aives  ns  love.     Something  to  love 
He  lends  us ;  but,  when  love  is  grown 

To  ripeness,  that  on  which  it  throve 
Falls  off,  and  love  is  left  alone. 


This  is  the  curse  of  time.     Alas ! 

In  grief  I  am  not  all  unlearned  ; 
Once  through  mine  own  doors  Death  did  pt 

One  went,  who  never  hath  returned. 


He  will  not  smile — not  speak  to  me 

Once  more.     Two  years  his  chtur  is 

Empty  before  us.     That  was  he 

Without  whose  life  I  had  not  been. 


Your  loss  is  rarer ;  for  tliis  star 

Rose  with  you  through  a  litfle  are 

Of  heaven,  nor  having  wandered  far. 
Shot  on  the  sudden  into  d^k. 
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I  have  not  looked  upon  you  nigh, 

Since  tiat  dear  soul  liath  lallea  asleep. 

Great  Natm-e  is  move  wise  than  I : 
I  will  not  tell  you  not  to  weep. 


And  though  my  own  eyes  fill  mfh  dew, 

Drawn  from  tlie  spirit  through  the  bnuii, 

I  will  not  even  preach  to  you, 

"  Weep,  weeping  dnUs  the  inward  pan.'^ 


Let  Grief  be  her  own  mistress  still. 

She  loTfith  her  mvn  anguish  deep  _ 
More  than  much  pleasure.     Let  her  will 

Be  done — to  weep  or  not  to  weep. 


I  will  not  say  "  God's  ordinance 

Of  Beath  ia  blown  in  every  w 

Por  that  is  not  a  common  chance 
That  takes  away  a  noble  mind. 


His  memory  long  will  live  alone 

In  all  our  lieavts,  as  mournfiil  light 

That  broods  above  the  fallen  sun, 

And  dwells  in  heaven  half  ttie  night 

Vain  solace  I    Memory  standing  near 

Cast  down  hor  eyes,  and  in  her  throat 

Her  voice  seemed  distant,  and  a  tear 
Dropt  on  the  letters  as  I  wrote. 
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I  wrote  I  fcnow  not  what.     la  trath, 
How  should  I  soothe  you  anyway, 

Who  miss  the  brother  of  your  youth  ? 
Yet  something  I  did  wish  to  say ; 


For  he  too  was  a  friend  to  me  : 

Both  ave  my  friends,  and  my  true  breast 
Bleedeth  for  both ;  yet  it  may  be 

That  only  silente  suiteth  best 


Although  myself  could  almost  take 

The  place  of  him  that  sleeps  in  peiu;e : 

Sleep  sweetly,  tender  heart,  in  peace : 
Sleep,  holy  spirit,  blessed  soul. 

While  the  stars  bum,  tJie  moons  increase. 
And  the  great  ages  onward  roll. 


Sleep  till  the  end,  true  soul  and  sweet. 

Hothing  comes  fo  thee  new  or  strange. 
Sleep  full  of  rest  from  liead  to  feet ; 

Lie  still,  dry  dust,  secure  of  change. 


YoP  ask  me,  why,  though  ill  at  ca; 
Within  this  region  1  subsist, 
Wliose  spirits  feltor  in  the  mis 

And  languish  for  the  pui-ple  seas  ? 
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It  is  the  land  that  freemen  till, 

ITiat  6ober-Euited  Freedom  chose, 

The  land  where,  girt  with  fiiends  or  tbes; 

A  man  may  speak  the  tiling  he  will ; 

A  land  (rf  settled  govemment, 

A  land  of  just  and  old  renown, 
Where  Freedom  bi'oadona  slowly  down 

From  precedent  to  precedent ; 

Where  laction  seldom  gathers  head, 
But  by  degrees  to  fulness  wrought, 
The  strength  of  some  diffusive  thought 

Hati  time  and  space  to  work  and  spread. 

Should  banded  unions  persecute 
Opinion,  and  induce  a  time 
■\Vhen  sinde  thought  is  civil  crime. 

And  individuaf  freedom  mute ; 

Though  Power  should  make  from  land  to  land 
.Ci g  of  Britain  trebly  great — 


Yet  waft  me  from  the  harbor-mouth. 
Wild  wind !    I  seek  a  warmer  sky, 
And  I  will  see  before  I  die 

The  palms  and  temples  of  the  South. 


"Oi*"   OLD   SAT  FEEIUDOM   OK  TIIK 
HEIGHTS." 

Op  old  sat  Freedom  on  the  heights, 

The  thundei-3  breaking  at  her  feet : 

Above  her  shook  the  starry  lights : 
She  heard  the  torrents  meet. 


rii,y  Google 


There  in  her  place  she  did  rejoice, 
Self-gathered  in  her  prophefc-miiid, 

But  fra^nents  of  her  mighty  voice 
Came  rolling  on  the  wind. 

Then  atept  she  down  through  town  and  field 
To  mingle  ivith  the  hunuin  race, 

And  part  by  part  to  men  revealed 
The  fulness  of  her  face — 

Grave  mother  of  majeatie  works, 

From  her  ielo-altar  gazing  down, 

Who,  God-like,  giTisps  the  triple  forks, 
And,  King-like,  wears  the  crown ; 

Her  open  eyes  deare  the  truth. 

Tlio  wisdom  of  a  thousand  years 
Is  in  them.    May  perpetual  youth 

Keep  dry  their  light  from  tears ; 

That  her  fair  form  may  stand  and  shine. 

Make  hright  our  d^ys  and  light  oiir  droamSj 


LoYB  thou  thy  land,  with  love  far  brought 
From  out  the  storied  Past,  and  used 
Within  the  Present,  but  transfused 

Through  future  time  by  power  of  thought. 

True  love  turned  round  on  fixi^d  poles. 
Love  that  endures  not  sordid  ends. 
For  English  natures,  freemen,  friends, 

Tliy  bj-othere  and  jininortal  souls. 
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But  pamper  not  a  liastj;  time, 
Not  feed  wilJi  crude  imagininga 
Tlie  lierd,  wild  hearts  and  feeble  mngs, 

That  every  sopliister  can  lime. 

Deliver  not  the  tasks  of  minht 
To  weakness,  neither  hide  the  ray 
From  those,  not  blind,  who  wait  for  day, 

Though  atting  girt  with  doubtful  light. 

Make  knowledge  circle  with  the  winds : 
But  let  her  herald,  Keverence,  fly 
Before  her  to  whatever  sky 

Bear  seed  of  men  and  growth  of  minds. 

Wateh  what  main-currents  draw  the  years : 
Cut  Prejudice  against  the  grain : 
But  gentle  wonfi  are  always  gain : 

Kegard  the  weakness  of  thy  peers : 

Mor  toil  for  title,  place,  or  touch 

Of  pension,  neither  count  on  praise  i 
It  gi-oivs  to  guerdon  after-daya ; 

Nor  deal  in  watchwords  overmuch ; 

Not  clinging  io  some  ancient  saw : 
Not  mastered  by  some  modem  term ; 
Not  swift  nor  slow  to  change,  but  firm : 

And  in  its  season  bring  the  law ; 

That  from  Discus^on's  lip  may  tall 

■V^ith  Life,  that,  worlcing  strongly,  binds— 
Set  in  all  lights  by  many  minds. 

To  close  the  interests  of  ail. 

For  Nature  also,  cold  and  warm. 
And  moist  and  dry,  devising  long, 
Through  many  agents  making  strong, 

Matures  the  individual  form. 
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Meet  is  it  etianges  should  control 
Our  being,  lest  we  rust  in  ease. 
We  all  are  clianged  by  still  degrees. 

All  but  the  basis  of  the  soul. 

So  let  tie  change  which  comes  be  free 
To  ingroove  itself  with  that,  which  flies. 
And  wort,  a  joint  of  state,  that  plies 

Its  office,  moved  with  sympathy. 


For  all  the  past  of  Time  reveals 

A  bridal  dawn  of  thunder-peals. 

Wherever  Thought  hath  wedded  Fact. 

Even  now  we  hear  mth  inward  strife 
A  motion  toiling  in  the  gloom — 
Tiie  Spirit  of  tlie  years  to  come 

Yearning  to  mit  himself  with  Life. 

A  alow-developed  strength  awaits 
Completion  in  a  painful  school ; 
Phantoms  of  other  foims  of  rule. 

New  Majeslies  of  mighty  Slates— 

The  warders  of  the  growing  hour, 
But  vague  in  vapor,  hard  to  mark ; 
And  round  them  sea  and  air  are  dark 

With  great  contriTanees  of  Power. 

Of  many  changes,  aptly  joined. 
Is  bodied  forth  the  second  whole. 
Regard  gradation,  lest  the  soul 

Of  Discord  race  the  rising  wind : 

A  wind  to  puff  your  idol-fires, 

And  heap  their  ashes  on  the  head; 
To  shame  the  boast  so  otten  made, 
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0  yet,  if  Nature's  eyil  star 
Drive  men  in  manhood,  as  in  youth, 
To  follow  flying  steps  of  Truth 

Acro^  the  brazen  bridge  of  war — 

K  New  and  Old,  disastrous  feud, 
Must  ever  shock,  like  armed  foea, 
And  this  be  true,  till  Time  shall  elose. 

That  Principles  are  rained  in  blood; 

Not  yet  the  wise  of  heart  would  ei 


Would  pace  the  troubled  land,  like  Peace ; 

Not  leas,  though  dom  of  Faction  bay, 
Would  serve  his  kind  in  deed  and  word, 
Certain,  if  knowledge  bring  the  sword. 

That  knowledge  takes  the  sword  a,via,y — 

Would  h)ve  the  gleams  of  good  that  broke 
From  either  side,  nor  veil  his  eyes : 
And  if  some  dreadful  need  should  rise. 

Would  strike,  and  firmly,  and  one  stroke ; 

To-morrow  yet  would  reap  to-day, 
As  we  bear  blossom  of  the  dead ; 
Earn  well  the  tLriily  months,  nor  wed 

Raw  Haste,  half-sister  to  Belay. 


THE    GOOSE 


I  KNEW  an  old  wife  lean  and  poor, 
Her  rags  scarce  held  ti^ether ; 

There  strode  a  stranger  to  the  door, 
And  it  was  windy  weather. 
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He  held  a  goose  upon  his  arm, 

He  uttered  rhyme  and  reason, 
"  Here,  lake  the  goose,  and  keep  you  warm, 


She  caught  the  white  goose  hy  the  leg, 
A  goose — 'twas  no  great  matter. 

ITie  goose  let  feU  a  golden  egg 
With  cackle  and  with  clatter. 


She  dropt  the  goose,  and  caught  the  pelij 
And  ran  to  tell  her  neighbors; 

And  blessed  herself,  and  cursed  herself. 
And  rested  from  her  labors. 


And  feeding  high,  and  lining  soft. 
Grew  plump  and  able-bodied ; 

Until  the  grave  ehurehwarden  doffed. 
The  parson  smirked  and  nodded. 


So  attinj',  serred  by  man  and  maid. 
She  felt  her  heart  grow  prouder : 

But  ah !  the  more  the  white  goose  iMd 
It  clacked  and  ca<:kled  louder. 


It  cluttered  here,  it  chuckled  there ; 

It  stirred  the  old  wife's  mettle ; 
She  shifled  in  her  elbow-chwr, 

And  hurled  the  pan  and  kettle. 
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Tlicn  yelped  tlie  cur,  and  yawled  the  cat 
Run  Gaffer,  stumbled  Gammer. 

The  goose  flew  tliis  way  and  flew  that, 
And  filled  the  honse  with  clamor. 


Am  head  and  heels  upon  the  floor 
They  floundered  all  togetlier, 

There  strode  a  stranger  to  the  door. 
And  it  was  windy  weather : 


He  took  the  goose  tipon  his  arm. 
He  tittered  words  of  scorning ; 

"  So  keep  yon  cold,  or  keep  you  w; 
It  is  a  stormy  morning." 


The  wild  irind  rang  from  park  and  pkun. 
And  round  the  attics  rumbled, 

■Ell  all  the  tables  danced  ag^n, 
And  half  the  chimneys  tumbled. 


And  a  whirlwind  cleared  tl 


And  while  on  all  sides  bi 

Her  household  fled  the  danger, 

Quoth  she,  "  The  Devil  lake  the  gc 
And  God  forget  the  stranger ! 


rii,y  Google 


THE    EPIC. 

At  Francis  Allen's  on  tbo  Clivisl 

'Hhe  game  of  forfeits  done— the  girls  all  kissed 

Beneath  the  sacred  bush  and  past  away — 

The  parson  Holmes,  the  poet  Everard  Hal!, 

The  host  and  I,  sat  round  the  irasstul-bowl, 

Then  half-way  ebbed :  and  there  we  held  a  talk. 

How  all  the  old  honor  had  from  Christmas  gone, 

Or  gone,  or  dwindled  down  to  some  odd  games 

In  some  odd  nooks  like  this ;  fJU  I,  tired  out 

With  cutting  eights  that  day  upon  the  pond, 

Where,  three  times  slipping  from  the  outer  edge, 

I  bumped  the  ice  into  three  several  stars. 

Fell  in  a  doze ;  and  half-awake  I  heard 

The  parson  taking  wide  and  wider  sweeps, 

Now  harping  on  flie  church-commissioners. 

Now  hawking  at  Geology  and  schism ; 

Until  I  woke,  and  found  him  settled  down 

Upon  the  general  decay  of  feith 

Right  through  the  world — "  at  home  was  little  left^ 

And  none  abroad :  there  was  no  anchor,  none, 

To  hold  by."     Francis,  laughi^,  elapt  his  hand 

On  Everard'a  shoulder,  with  "  Ihold  by  him." 

"  And  I,"  quoth  Everard,  "  by  the  wassail-bowl." 

"  Why  yes  "  I  smd,  "  we  knew  your  gift  tliat  way 

At  college :  but  another  which  you  had, 

I  mean  of  verse,  (for  so  we  hehlitthen,) 

What  came  of  that?"  "You  know,"  s^d  Frank, 

"  he  burnt 
Hia  epic  of  King  Arthur,  some  twelve  books  " — 
And  then  to  me  demanding  why  ?    "  O,  sir. 
He  thought  that  nothing  new  was  siud,  or  else 
Something  so  said  'twas  nothing— that  a  truth 
Looks  freshest  in  (he  fiishion  of  the  day : 
God  knows ;  he  has  a  mint  of  reasons :  ask. 
It  pleased  me  well  enough."     "  Nay,  nay,"  said  Hall, 
"  Why  take  the  style  of  those  heroic  times  ? 
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For  natare  brin-fs  not  back  the  Mastodon, 
Nor  we  those  times ;  and  why  should  any  man 
Komodel  morlels?  these  twelve  books  of' mine 
Were  faint  Homerie  ei^hoes,  nothing  worth, 
Merecbiffanddraff,  much  better  burnt."  "But  I," 
Said  Francis, "  picked  tlie  eleveotli  from  this  heaxth, 
And  have  it :  keep  a  thing,  its  use  will  come. 
I  hoard  it  as  a  Bu^pylran  for  Holmes." 
He  laughed,  and  I,  though  sleepj',  like  a  horse 
That  heaiB  the  uom-bin  open,  pricked  my  eais  5 
For  I  remembered  Everard's  college  feme 
When  we  were  Freshmen  :  then  at  my  request 
He  brought  it ;  and  the  poet,  little  urged. 
But  with  some  prelude  of  disparagement, 
Read,  mouthing  out  his  hollow  oes  and  aes, 
Deep-chested  muao,  and  to  this  result. 


MORTE   D'ARTHUR. 

So  all  day  .long  the  noise  of  battle  rolled 

AmoM  the  mountains  by  the  winter  sea ; 

Until  King  Arthur's  table,  man  by  man, 

Had  fallen  in  Lyonness  about  their  Lord, 

King  Arthur :  tJien,  because  his  wound  was  deep, 

The  bold  Sir  Bedivere  uplifted  him. 

Sir  Bedivere,  the  last  of  all  his  knights. 

And  bore  him  to  a  chapel  ni^h  the  field, 

A  broken  chancel  with  a  broken  cross. 

That  stood  on  a  dark  strait  of  barren  land. 

On  one  aide  lay  the  Ocean,  and  on  one 

Lav  a  great  water,  and  the  mooii  was  tuIL 

Then  spake  Kin^  Arthur  to  Sir  Bedivere : 
"  The  setjuel  of  to-day  unsolders  all 
Tlie  goodliest  fellowship  of  femous  knights 
Whereof  this  world  holik  record.     Such  a  sleep 
Tliey  sleep— the  men  I  loved.     1  think  that  we 
Shal'  never  more,  at  any  future  time. 
Delight  our  souls  with  talk  of  knightly  deeds, 
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Walking  about  the  Kardeas  and  the  halls 

Of  Cainelot,  as  in  tie  davs  that  were. 

I  perish  by  tUis  people  which  I  made, — 

Though  Mei-lin  sware  that  I  should  come  agan 

To  n3e  onte  more— but  let  what  irill  be,  M, 

1  am  so  deeply  smitten  through  the  helm 

That  witliout  help  I  cannot  last  tiU  morn. 

Thou  therefore  take  my  brand  Escalibur, 

Which  was  my  pride ;  for  thou  rememberest  how 

In  those  old  daj-s,  one  summer  noon,  an  arm 

Bcse  up  irom  out  the  bosom  of  the  lake, 

Cloliecl  in  white  samite,  mystic,  wonderful, 

Holding  the  sword— and  how  I  rowed  across 

And  took  it,  and  have  worn  it,  like  a  king : 

And,  wheresoever  I  am  sung  or  told 

In  aftertime  this  also  shall  be  knowu : 

But  now  delay  not :  lake  Excalihur, 

And  tiinfj  hun  fiir  into  the  middle  meer; 

Watch  what  thou  seest,  and  lightly  bring  me  word." 

To  him  replied  the  bold  Sir  Bedivere : 
"  It  is  not  meet,  Sir  King,  to  leave  thee  tlras. 
Aidless,  alone,  and  smitten  through  the  helm, 
A  htde  thing  may  harm  a  wounded  man. 
Tet  I  thy  best  wCI  all  perform  at  full. 
Watch  what  I  see,  and  lightly  bring  thee  word." 

So  saying,  from  the  ruined  shrine  he  stept. 
And  in  the  moon  athwarf  the  place  of  tombs, 
Wliere  lay  the  mighty  bones  of  ancient  men, 
Old  knights,  and  over  them  the  sea-wind  sang 
Shrill,  chill,  witji  flakes  of  foam.  He,  stepping  down 
By  zigzag  paths,  and  juta  of  pointed  rock. 
Came  on  the  shining  levels  of  the  lake. 

There  drew  he  forth  the  brand  Exealihur, 
And  o'er  him,  drawing  it,  the  irinter  moon, 
Brightonin"  the  skirts  of  a  long  cloud,  ran  toeth 
And  sparkled  keen  with  fi^ost  a^nst  tlie  hilt : 
For  all  iJie  Imft  twinkled  with  diamond  sparks. 
Myriads  of  topaz-lights,  and  jacinth-work 
Of  subtlest  jewellery.     He  gazed  so  long 
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e  daazled,  as  lie  stood 
ding  the  swift  mind, 
o  throw ;  but  at  the  last  it  seemed 
Better  to  leave  Excalibur  concealed 
There  in  the  mam'-kntitted  waterflags, 
That  wWstled  stiff  and  dry  about  the  marge. 
So  strode  he  back  alow  to  the  wounded  Kmg, 

Then  spake  King  Arthur  to  Sir  Bedivere : 
Hast  thou  performed  my  misaon  which  I  gave  ? 
What  is  it  thou  bast  seen  ?  or  what  bast  heard  ?  " 

And  answer  made  the  bold  Sir  Bedivere : 
"  I  heard  the  ripple  washing  in  the  i^eds, 
And  the  wild  water  lapping  on  the  crag." 

To  whom  replied  King  Arthur,  faint  and  pale. 
"  Thou  hast  betrayed  thy  nature  and  thy  name, 
Not  rendering  true  answer,  as  beseemed 
Thy  fealty,  nor  like  a  noble  knight : 
For  surer  sign  had  followed,  either  hand 
Or  voice,  or  else  a  motion  uf  the  meet. 
This  is  a  shameful  thing  for  men  to  lie. 
Tet  now,  I  charge  thee,  quickly  go  agiun 
As  tliou  art  lief  and  dear,  and  do  the  thing 
I  bade  thee,  watch,  and  lightly  bring  me  word." 

Then  wont  Sir  Bedivere  the  second  time 

Across  the  ridge,  and  paced  beside  the  mere. 
Counting  the  dewy  pebbles,  fixed  in  thouglit ; 
But  when  he  saw  the  wonder  of  the  hilt, 
How  curiously  and  strangely  chased,  he  smote 
His  palms  t^ether,  and  he  cried  aloud. 

"  And  if  indeed  I  cast  the  brand  away. 
Surely  a  precious  tiling,  one  worthy  note. 
Should  thus  be  lost  forever  from  the  earth, 
Which  might  iiave  pleased  the  eyes  of  many  men 
What  good  should  follow  this,  if  this  were  done  ? 
What  harm,  undone  ?  deep  harm  to  disobey. 
Seeing  obedience  is  the  bond  of  rule. 
Were  it  well  to  obey  then,  if  a  kin"  demand 
An  act  unprofttaUe,  a^inat  himself? 
Tlie  king  is  sick,  and  knows  not  what  ha  does. 
What  record,  or  what  relic  of  my  lord 
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Should  be  to  aftertime,  but  empty  breath 

And  rumors  of  a  doubt  ?  but  mere  this  kept, 

Stoi-ed  in  Bome  treasure-Louse  of  miiihtj-  langa, 

Some  one  might  show  it  at  a  joust  of  arms. 

Saying, '  Kin^  Arthur's  sword,  ExoaKbur, 

Wrought  by  3ie  lonely  maiden  of  the  Lake. 

Nine  years  she  witiught  it,  aittin"  in  the  deeps 

Upon  tJie  hidden  bases  of  the  hilla.' 

So  might  some  old  man  speak  in  the  aftertime 

To  all  the  people,  winning  reverence. 

But  now  mneh  honor  and  much  fiune  were  lost." 

So  spake  he,  clouded  witli  his  own  conceit, 
And  hid  ExcaUbur  the  second  time, 
And  so  strode  back  slow  to  the  wounded  King. 

Then  spoke  King  Arthur,  breatiiing  heavily : 
"  What  is  it  thou  hast  seen  ?  or  what  bast  heard  ? ' 

And  answer  made  the  bold  Sir  Bedivore : 
"  I  heard  'iie  water  lapping  on  the  crag, 
jbid  the  long  ripple  willing  in  the  reeds." 
'  To  whom  replied  King  .^hur,  much  in  wrath : 
"  Ah,  miserable  and  unkind,  untrue, 
Unkmghtly,  traitor-hearted  !    Woe  is  me ! 
Authority  forgets  a  dying  king, 
Laid  widowed  of  the  power  in  his  eye 
That  bowed  the  will.    I  see  thee  what  thou  art 
For  thou,  the  latest  left  of  all  my  knights. 
In  whom  should  meet  the  offices  of  all, 
Thou  wouldst  betray  me  for  the  precious  hilt ; 
Either  from  lust  of  jrold,  or  like  a  girl 
Valuing  the  ^ddy  pleasure  of  the  eyes, 
yet,  for  a  man  may  fail  in  duty  twice, 
And  the  third  time  may  prosper,  get  tliee  hence ; 
But,  if  thou  spare  to  fling  Excalibur, 
I  will  arise  and  slay  thee  with  my  hands." 

Then  quickly  rose  Sic  Bedivere,  and  ran, 
And,  leaping  (town  the  ridges  lightly,  plunged 
Among  the  bulrush-beds,  and  clutehed  the  aword, 
And  eh«ngly  wheeled  and  threw  it  The  great  brand 
Made  lightnings  in  the  splendor  of  the  moon. 
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And  flashing  round  and  roand,  aad  wHrled  in  an 

arch. 
Shot  like  a  streamer  of  tlie  northern  rnorii, 
Seea  where  the  moving  isles  of  winter  alioofc 
By  night,  with  noisea  of  the  northern  sea. 
So  flamed  and  fell  the  brand  Excalibur ; 
But  ere  he  dipt  the  surface,  rose  an  arm 
Clothed  in  white  aamite,  mystic,  wonderful, 
And  caught  htm  by  the  hilt,  and  bi-andished  him 
Three  dmes,  and  drew  him  under  in  the  meor. 
And  lightlj-  went  the  other  to  the  King. 

Then  spoke  King  Arthur,  drawing  thicker  breath: 
"  Now  Bee  I  by  thine  eyes  that  tliis  is  done. 
Speak  out :  what  is  it  thou  hast  heard,  or  seen  I " 

And  answer  made  the  bold  Sir  Bedivere : 
"  Sir  Kin",  I  elosei!  mine  eyeUds,  lest  the  gems 
Should  bund  my  purpose,  lor  I  never  saw, 
Nor  shall  see,  here  or  elsewhere,  till  I  die, 
Not  though  I  live  three  lives  of  mortal  men. 
So  great  a  miracle  as  yonder  hilL 
Then  with  both  hands  I  flun^;  him,  wheeling  biiu ; 
But  when  I  looked  again,  behold  an  arm, 
Clothed  in  white  samite,  mystic,  wonderftd. 
That  caught  him  by  the  hilt,  and  brandished  him 
Three  times,  and  drew  him  under  in  the  meer." 

And  answer  made  King  Arthur,  breathing  hard : 
"  My  eud  draivs  nigh ;  'tis  time  that  I  were  gone. 
Make  broad  thy  shoulders  to  receive  my 'weight, 
And  bear  me  to  tl\e  margin ;  yet  I  fear 
My  wound  hath  lalien  odd,  and  I  sliall  die." 

So  saying,  from  the  pavement  he  half  rose, 
Slowh',  with  p^n,  reclining  on  his  arm, 
And  looking  wistftillT  with  wide  blue  eyes 
As  in  a  picture.     Hun  Sir  Bedivere 
Remorsefully  regarded  through  Ms  tears, 
And  would  have  spoken,  but  he  found  not  words. 
Then  took  with  care,  and  kaeelin™  on  one  knee. 
O'er  both  his  shoulders  drew  the  languid  hands. 
And  rising  bore  him  through  the  place  of  tombs. 
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But,  as  he  walked,  King  Arthur  panted  hard 
Like  one  that  feels  a  nightmare  on  his  bed 
WliGn  all  the  house  is  mute.     So  sighed  the  Eng, 
Mutterinff  and  murmuring   at  his   ear,   "  Qoick, 

quick  1 
I  fear  it  is  too  late,  and  I  shall  die." 
But  the  other  awiftlj  strode  from  ridge  to  ridge, 
Clothed  with  his  breath,  and  looking,  as  he  walked. 
Larger  than  human  on  the  frozen  hills. 
He  heard  the  deep  behind  him,  and  a  cry 
Before.     His  own  thought  drove  Win  hke  a  goad. 
Dry  clashed  his  harness  in  the  icy  cavea 
And  barren  chasms,  and  all  to  left  and  right 
The  bare  black  cliff  clanged  round  him,  as  he  based 
His  feet  on  juts  of  slippery  crag  that  rang 
Sharp-smitten  with  the  dint  of  armed  heiSs — 
And  on  a  sudden,  lo !  the  level  lake, 
And  the  long  glories  of  the  winter  moon. 

Then  saw  they  how  there  hove  a  dusky  barge, 
Dark  as  a  funeral  scarf  from  stem  to  stern, 
Beneath  them ;  and  descending  they  were  ware 
That  all  the  deeks  were  dense  with  stately  forms 
Black-stOled,  blapk-hooded,  like  a  dream— by  tbesa 
Three  Queens  with  crowns  of  gold— and  from  them 

A  cry  that  shivered  to  the  tingling  stars, 

And,  as  it  were  one  voice,  an  agony 

Of  lamentation,  like  a  wind,  that  shrills 

All  night  in  a  waste  land,  where  no  one  comes. 

Or  hath  come,  since  the  making  of  the  world. 

Then  mnrmured  Arthur,  "  Place  me  in  the  barge," 

And  to  the  barge  they  came.     There  those  three 

Queens 
Put  forth  their   hands,  and   took  the   Iting,  and 

But  she  tliat  rose  the  tallest  of  them  aU 
And  iairest,  Iwd  his  head  upon  her  lap, 
And  loosed  the  shattered  casque,  and  chafed  his 
hands. 
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And  ealied  him  by  his  name,  complainiug  loud, 
And  dropping  bitter  tears  againet  hia  brow 
Striped  with  dark  blood :  for  all  his  fiice  was  white 
And  colorless,  and  like  the  withered  moon 
Smote  by  the  fresh  beam  of  the  springing  east ; 
And  all  hia  greaves  and  euisses  dashed  with  drops 
Of  onset :  and  the  light  and  lustrous  curls — 
That  made  his  forehead  like  a  rising  sun 
High   from  the   dais-throne— -were  parched  with 

Or,  clotted  into  points  and  hanging  loose, 

Mised  with  the  kmghtly  growUi  that  fiinged  his 

So  like  a  sliattered  column  lay  the  King ; 
Not  like  that  Arthur  who,  with  lance  in  rest, 
Trom  spur  to  plume  a  star  of  tournament, 
Shot  through  the  lists  at  Camelot,  and  charged 
Before  the  eves  of  ladies  and  of  kings. 

Then  loudly  cried  the  hold  Sir  Bedivere, 
"  Ah  1  my  Lord  Arthur,  whither  shall  I  go  ? 
Where  shaJl  I  hide  my  fbi-ehead  a,nd  my  eyes? 
For  now  I  see  the  true  old  times  are  dead. 
When  every  morning  brought  a  noble  cliance, 
And  every  ohance  broaght  out  a  noble  knight. 
Such  times  have  been  not  ance  the  light  that  led 
The  holy  Elders  with  the  gift  of  mjTrh. 
But  now  the  whole  Round  Table  is  dissolved 
Which  was  an  image  of  the  mighty  world ; 
And  I,  the  last,  go  forth  companionless, 
Ajid  the  days  dtu'ken  round  me,  and  the  years, 
Among  new  men,  strange  feces,  other  minds," 

And  dowly  answered  Arthur  from  the  baige : 
"  The  old  order  chan^th,  yielding  place  to  new, 
And  God  fulfils  himself  in  many  ways, 
Lest  one  good  custom  should  corrupt  the  world. 
Comfort  thyself ;  what  comfort  is  in  me  ? 
I  have  lived  my  life,  aad  that  which  I  have  dona 
May  He  within  himself  make  pure  1  but  thou, 
If  thou  Bhouldst  never  see  my  face  agwn. 
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Pray  for  my  soul.    More  things  are  wrought  bj 

prayer 
Than  this  world  di'eaniB  o£     Wherefore,  let  thj 

Rise  like  a  fountain  for  me  night  and  day. 
For  what  are  men  better  tiian  sheep  or  goats 
That  nouriah  a  blind  life  within  the  brain, 
If,  knowing  God,  they  lift  not  hands  of  prayer 
BoUi   for   themselves   and    those   who   call    them 

&iend? 
For  80  the  whole  round  earth  is  every  way 
Bound  by  gold  chains  about  the  feet  of  God. 
But  novi  fercweL     I  am  going  a  long  way 
With  these  thou  seeat— if  indeed  I  go 
(For  all  my  mind  is  clouded  with  a  doubtl 
To  the  island-valley  of  Avilioa ; 
Where  ialls  not  hail,  or  rain,  or  any  snow, 
Nor  ever  wind  blows  loudly ;  but  it  lies 
Deep-meadowed,  happy,  fair  with  orchard-lawns 
And  bowei^  hollows  crowned  with  summer  sea. 
Where  I  will  heal  mo  of  my  grievous  wound." 

So  Bidd  bo,  and  the  barge  irith  oar  and  sail 
Moved  from  the  brink,  like  some  full-broasted  swan, 

That,  fluting  a  wild  carol,  ere  her  death. 
Ruffles  her  pure  cold  plume,  and  taltes  the  flood 
With  swarthy  webs.     Long  stood  Sir  Bedivere 
Revolving  many  memoriea,  till  the  hull 
Looked  one  blatk  dot  a^inst  the  verge  of  dawn, 
Acd  on  the  meer  the  wailing  died  away. 


Here  ended  Hall,  and  our  last  light,  that  long 
Had  winked  and  threatened  dai-kness,  flared  and 

fell ; 
At  which  the  Parson,  sent  to  sleep  with  sound, 
And  waked  with  silence,  grunted  "  Good ! "  but  we 
bat  rapt :  it  was  the  tone  with  which  he  read — 
Pei'hapa  some  modern  touches  here  and  there 
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Bedeemod  it  from  the  charge  of  nothin^ 

Or  else  we  loved  the  man,  and  prized  his  work ; 

I  know  not :  but  we  atting,  as  I  said, 

The  cook  crew  loud :  as  at  that  time  of  year 

The  lusty  bird  takes  ever)'  hour  for  dawn : 

Then  Francis,  muttering,  Uke  a  man  ill-used, 

"  There  now — thatTs  noUiing  1 "  drew  a  little  back, 

And  drove  his  lieel  into  the  smouldered  log, 


To  sail  with  Arthur  under  looming  shores. 
Point  after  point,  till  on  to  dawn,  when  dreams 
Begin  to  fed  the  truth  and  stir  of  day. 
To  me,  inothought,  who  waited  with  a  crowd. 
There  came  a  bark  that,  blowing  forward,  bore 
King  Arthur,  like  a  modern  gentleman 
Of  stateliest  port ;  and  all  the  people_  cried, 
"  Arthur  is  come  ag^n ;  he  cannot  die."_ 
Then  those  that  stood  upon  the  hills  behind 
Eepeated — "  Come  ag^,  and  thrice  as  f^ ; " 
And,  ftirtlier  inland,  voices  echoed—"  Come 
With  all  good  things,  and  war  shall  he  no  more." 
At  this  a  nundred  Dells  began  to  peal, 
That  with  the  sound  I  woke,  and  heard  indeed 
The  clear  church-bells  ring  in  the  Christmas  moi 


THE  GARDENER'S  DAUGHTER; 


THE   PICTTIKES. 

This  morning  is  the  morning  of  the  day 
When  I  and  Eustace  from  the  city  went 
To  see  the  Gardener's  Daughter;  I  and  he, 
Brothers  in  Art;  a  friendship  so  complete 
Portioned  in  halves  between  us,  that  me  grew 
The  fable  of  the  city  where  we  dwelt. 
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My  Eustace  miglit  have  sat  for  Hercules; 
So  muscular  lie  spread,  eo  broad  a  breast 
He,  by  Bonie  kw  that  holds  in  love,  and  draira 
The  greater  to  the  lesser,  long  desu^ 
A  certain  mirac-le  of  symmetry, 
A  miniature  of  loveliness,  all  grace' 
Summed  up  and  closed  ia  little ; — Juliet,  she 
So  light  of'  foot,  so  light  of  spirit — oh,  she 
To  me  myself,  for  some  three  careless  moona. 
The  summer  pihit  of  an  empty  heart 
Unto  the  shores  of  nothing  f    Know  you  not 
Such  touches  are  but  embassies  of  love. 
To  tamper  with  the  feelings,  ere  he  found 
Empire  for  life  ?  but  Eustace  piunfed  her. 
And  said  to  me,  she  Mtting  witn  us  then, 
"  When  will  you  paint  like  this?  "  and  I  replied, 
(My  words  were  half  in  earnest,  half  in  jest,) 
"'Tis  not  j'our  work,  but  Love's.    Love   unper- 

ceived. 
A  more  ideal  Artist  he  than  ail. 
Came,  drew  your  pencil  from  you,  made  those  ej^s 
Darker  than  darkest  pansies,  and  that  Iiair 

More  black  than  aahbuds  in  the  front  of  March." 

And  Juliet  answered  laughing,  "  Go  and  see 
The  Gardener's  daughter :  trust  me,  after  that, 
You  scarce  can  fidi  to  match  his  maaterpieee." 
And  up  we  rose,  and  on  t!ie  spur  we  went, 
1/'  Not  wholly  in  the  busy  world,  nor  quite 
Beyond  it,  blooms  the  garden  that  I  love. 
News  from  the  humming  city  comes  to  it 
In  sound  of  funeral  or  of  marri^e  bells; 
And,  Mtting  mufBed  in  dark  leaves,  you  hear 
The  windy  clanging  of  the  minster  clock ; 
Although  between  it  and  the  garden  lies 
A  lef^e  of  grass,  washed  by  a  slow  broad  stream, 
That,  stirred  viih  languid  pulses  of  the  oar, 
Waves  all  its  laay  lilies,  and  creeps  on. 
Barge-laden,  to  three  arches  of  a  bridge 
Crowned  with  the  ci' 
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The  fields  between 
Are  dewy-fresh,  browsed  by  deep-uddered  kine, 
And  aJl  about  the  large  lime  feathers  low. 
The  lime  a  summer  home  of  murmurous  wings. 

In  fJjat  sdll  place  she,  hoardiid  in  herself, 
Grew,  seldom  seen :  not  less  among  us  lived 
Her  fame  from  lip  to  lip.     Who  had  not  heard 
Of  Kose,  the  Gardetter's  daughter?    Where  was 

he. 
So  blmit  in  memory,  so  old  at  heart, 
At  such  a  distance  from  his  youth  in  grief, 
Tbat,  having  seen,  foraot?     The  common  montli, 
So  gross  to  express  delinht,  in  prfdse  of  her 
Grew  oratory.     Such  a  lord  is  Love, 
And  Beauty  such  a  miatreas  of  the  world. 

And  if  I  Siud  that  Fancy,  led  by  Love, 
Would  play  with  flying  forms  and  imagea, 
Yet  tills  is  also  true,  that,  long  before 
I  looked  upon  her,  when  I  heard  her  name 
My  heart  was  like  a  prophet  to  my  heart, 
And  told  me  I  should  bve.    A  crowd  of  hopes. 
That  sought  to  sow  themselves  like  mnged  seeds. 
Bom  out  of  every  thing  I  heard  and  saw. 
Fluttered  about  my  senses  and  my  soul ; 
And  vague  desires,  like  fitful  blasts  of  balm 
To  one  that  travels  quickly,  made  the  air 
Of  Life  delicious,  and  all  kinds  of  thought, 
That  verged  upon  them,  sweeter  than  the  dream 
Dreamed  bv  a  happy  man,  when  the  dark  East, 
Unseen,  is  brightening  to  his  bridal  mom. 
And  sure  this  orbit  of  the  memory  folds 
Forever  in  itself  the  day  we  went 
To  see  her.     All  the  land  in  llowery  s<iuarea, 
Beneath  a  broad  and  equal-blowing  wind, 
Smelt  of  the  coming  sumipev,  as  one  lai^  cloud 
Drew  downward :  but  all  else  of  Heaven  was  pure 
Dp  to  the  Sun,  and  May  from  verge  to  verae. 
And  May  with  me  from  head  to  heeL    Anu  now, 

As  though  'twere  yesterday,  as  though  it  were 
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The  hour  just  flown,  that  morn  with  all  itg  sound, 

(For  those  old  Mays  had  thriee  the  life  of  these,) 

Rings  iu  mine  ears.     The  steer  forgot  to  graze, 

And,  where  the  hodge-row  cuts  the  patliway,  stood, 

Leaning  his  horns  into  the  neighbor  field. 

And  lowing  to  his  fellows.     From  the  woods 

Came  voices  of  the  well-contented  doves. 

The  lark  could  scarce  get  out  his  notes  for  joy. 

But  shook  his  song  together  as  he  neared 

His  happy  home,  the  ground.     To  left  and  right. 

The  cuckoo  told  his  name  to  all  the  hills ; 

The  mellow  ouzel  fluted  in  the  elm ; 

The  redcap  whistled ;  and  the  nightingale  , 

Sang  loud,  as  diough  he  were  the  bird  of  day.  "^ 

Aid  Eustace  turned,  and  smiling  said  to  me, 
"  Hear  how  the  bushes  echo  I  by  my  life, 
These  birds  have  joyful  thoughts.    Think  you  they 

Like  poets,  from  the  vanity  of  song  ? 

Or  have  they  any  sense  of  why  they  sing  ? 

And  would  they  praise  the  heavens  for  what  they 

And  I  made  answer,  "  Were  there  nothing  else 
For  winch  to  praise  the  heavens  but  only  love. 
That  only  love  were  cause  enough  for  praise." 

Lightly  he  laughed,  as  one  that  reaa  my  thought, 
And  on  we  went;  but  ere  an  hour  had  passed, 
We  reached  a  meadow  slanting  to  the  North ; 
Down  which  a  well-worn  pathway  courted  us 
To  one  green  wicket  in  a  privet  hedge ; 
This,  yiflding,  gave  into  a  grassy  walk 
Through  crowded  lilac-ambush  trimly  pruned; 
And  one  warm  gust,  full-fed  with  perfume,  blew 
Beyond  us,  as  we  entered  in  the  cool. 
The  garden  stretches  southward.     In  the  midst 
A  cedar  spread  his  dark-green  layers  of  shade. 
The  garden-glassos  shone,  and  momently 
The  twinkling  laurel  scattered  silver  lights. 

"  Eustace,"  I  smd,  "  this  wonder  keeps  the  house." 
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He  nodded,  but  a  moment  afterwards 

He  cried,  "  Look !  look ! "     Before  lie  ceased  1 

turned, 
And,  ere  a  star  can  wink,  beheld  her  there. 

For  up  the  porch  there  grew  an  Eastern  rose, 
That,  flowering  high,  the  last  night's  gale  had  caught, 
And  blown  aeroas  the  walk.    One  arm  aloft— 
(jowiied  in  pure  white,  tliat  fitted  to  the  shape- 
Holding  the  buah,  to  fix  it  back,  she  stood. 
A  eingle  stream  of  all  her  soft  brown  hcur 
Ponred  on  one  ade ;  the  shadow  of  the  flowers 
Stole  all  the  golden  gloss,  and,  wavering. 
Lovingly  lower,  trembled  on  her  wtuEt— 
Ah,  happy  shade  I — and  slill  went  wavering  down, 
But,  ere  it  touched  a  foot  that  might  have  danced 
The  greensward  into  greener  circles,  dipt, 
And  mixed  with  shadows  of  the  common  ground ! 
But  the  full  day  dwelt  on  her  brows,  and  sunned 
Her  violet  eyes,  and  all  her  Hebe-bloom, 
And  doubled  his  owu  warmth  against  her  hps, 
And  on  the  bounteous  wave  of  such  a  breast 
As  never  pencil  drew.    Half  light,  half  shade. 

She  stood,  a  sight  to  make  an  old  man  young. 

So  rapt,  we  neared  the  house ;  but  she,  a  Rose 
In  roses,  mingled  with  her  fragrant  toil. 
Nor  heard  us  come,  nor  from  her  tendance  turned 
Into  tlie  world  without ;  till  close  at  hand, 
And  almost  ere  I  knew  mine  own  intent. 
This  murmur  broke  the  stillness  of  that  air 
Whieh  brooded  round  about  her : 

"Ah,  one  rose, 
One  rose,  but  one,  by  those  fiur  fingers  culled. 
Were  worth  a  hundred  kisses  pressed  on  Upa 
Less  exqui^te  than  thine  I " 

She  looked :  but  all 
Suffused  with  blushes— neither  self-possessed 
Nor  startled,  but  betwixt  this  mood  and  that, 
Divided  in  a  graceful  quiet— paused, 
And  dropt  the  branch  she  held,  and  turning,  wound 
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Her  looser  hair  in  braid,  and  stirred  her  Jipa 
t  or  some  sweet  answer,  though  no  answer  came  - 
Nor  yet  refused  the  rose,  but  granted  it,  ' 

And  moved  away,  and  left  me,  statue-like, 
In  act  to  render  thaaka. 

I)  that  whole  day, 
haw  her  no  more,  although  I  lingered  there 
idl  every  daisy  slept,  and  Love's  white  star 
Beamed  tlirough  t!ie  thickened  cedar  in  the  dusk 

bo  ho.me  we  went,  and  aU  the  liveloDs  way 
With  solemn  gibe  did  Eustace  banter  me. 
"Now,"  said  he,  "  will  you  climb  tlie  top  of  Art 
Kou  cannot  fail  but  work  in  hues  to  dim 
rhe  Titianic  Flora.     Will  you  match 
My  Juliet  ?  you,  not  you,— the  Master,  Love, 
A  more  ideal  Artist  he  than  all." 

So  home  I  went,  but  could  not  sleep  for  iW 
Keading  her  perfect  features  in  the  jiloom. 
Kissing  lie  rose  she  gave  me  o'er  and  o'er. 
And  shaping  laithful  record  of  tlie  glance 
Ihat  graced  the  giving— such  a  noise  of  life 
hwarmed  m  the  golden  present,  such  a  voice 
Cdled  to  nie  from  the  years  to  come,  and  such 

A  ienoth  of  bn^ht  honzon  rimmed  the  dark. 
And  all  that  night  I  heard  the  watchmen  peal 
Ihe  ^dmg  season :  all  that  night  I  heard 
The  heavy  docks  knoUJiig  the  drowsy  houra. 
ihe  drowsy  hours,  dispensers  of  all  good, 
0  er  the  mute  city  stole  with  folded  wings, 
Disfiihng  odoi-s  on  me  as  they  went 
To  greet  their  iaii-er  sisters  of  the  East 

Love  at  first  sight,  first-bom  and  heir  to  all 
Made  this  night  thus.     Henceforward  squall  nor 

Could  keep  me  from  that  Eden  where  she  dwelt. 
Light  pretexts  dreiv  me :  sometimes  a  Dutch  love 
tor  tulips;  then  for  roses,  moss  or  musk 
To  grace  my  city-rooms ;  or  fraits  and  cream 
Iserved  in  the  weeping  chn;  and  more  and  more 
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A  word  could  bring  tlie  color  to  my  cheek ; 
A  thought  would  fill  my  eyes  with  happy  dew ; 
Love  trebled  life  within  me,  and  with  eath 
The  year  increased. 

The  dauffhters  of  the  year. 
One  after  one,  through  that  still  garden  passed : 
Each  garianded  with  her  peculiar  flower 
Danced  into  light,  and  diad  into  the  shade ; 
And    each    in    passing    touched  with   some   new 

Or  seemed  to  touch  her,  ao  tlwt  day  by  day, 
Like  one  that  never  can  be  wholly  known, 
Her  beauty  grew ;  till  Autumn  brought  an  hour 
For  Eustace,  when  I  heard  his  deep  "  I  will," 
Breathed,  like  the  covenant  of  a  God,  to  hold 
From  thence  through  all  the  worlds :  but  I  rose  up 
Full  of  his  bliss,  and  following  her  dark  eyes. 
Felt  earth  as  air  beneath  me,  till  I  reached 
The  wicket-gate,  and  found  her  standing  there. 

There  sat  we  down  upon  a  garden  mound, 
Two  mutually  enfolded ;  Love,  the  third. 
Between  us,  in  the  circle  of  his  arms 
Enwound  us  both ;  and  OTev  many  a  range 
Of  waning  lime  the  gray  cathedral  towers. 
Across  a  hazy  glimmer  of  the  west. 
Revealed  their  shining  windows ;  from  tliem  clashed 
The  bells;  we  liatflned;  with  the  time  we  played; 
We  spoke  of  other  things ;  we  coursed  about 
The  subject  most  at  heart,  more  near  and  near, 
Like  doves  about  a  dovecote,  wheeling  round 
The  central  wish,  until  we  settled  there. 

Then,  in  that  time  and  jilaee,  I  spoke  to  her, 
Requiring,  though  I  knew  it  was  mine  own, 
Yet  for  lie  pleasure  that  I  took  to  hear, 
Reqairia"  at  her  hand  the  greatest  cift, 
A  womatf  s  heart,  the  heart  of  her  Iloved ; 
And  in  that  time  and  place  she  answered  me. 
And  in  the  compass  of  three  little  words, 
More  musiea!  than  ever  came  in  one. 
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The  silver  fragments  of  a  troken  voice. 
Made  me  most  happy,  faltering  "  I  am  thine  I" 

Shall  I  cease  here  ?    is  this  enough  to  say 
That  my  desire,  like  all  strongest  hopes, 
By  its  own  eaevjiy  fulfilled  itself, 
Mei^ed  in  completion  ?    Would  you  learu  at  full 
How  passion  rose  tlirou"h  cireumatantial  grades 
Beyond  all  grades  developed  ?  and  indeed 
I  had  not  stayed  so  long  to  tell  you  all, 
But  while  I  mused  came  Memory  with  sad  eyes, 
Holding  the  folded  annals  of  my  youth ; 
And  wmle  I  mused,  Love  with  knit  brows  went  by, 
And  with  a  flying  finger  swept  my  Kps, 
And  spake,  "Be  wise ;  not  easily  fot^ven 
Are  those,  who  setting  wide  the  doors,  that  bar 
The  secret  bridal  chambers  of  the  heart. 
Let  in  the  day."     Here,  then,  my  words  have  end. 

Yet  mi"ht  I  fell  of  meetings,  of  ftrewells — 
Of  that  whith  came  between,  more  sweet  than  each, 
In  whispers,  like  the  whispers  of  the  leaves 
That  tremble  round  a  nightingale — in  sigha 
Which  perfect  Joy,  perplexed  for  utterance. 
Stole  from  her  aster  Sorrow.    Might  I  not  tell 
Of  difference,  reconcilement,  pledges  given, 
And  vo^vs,  where  there  was  never  need  of  vows, 
And  kisses,  whore  the  heart  on  one  wild  leap 
Hung  tranced  from  all  pulsation,  as  above 
The  neavens  between  their  Mry  fleeces  pale 
Sowed  all  their  mystic  gulfs  with  fleeting  stars ; 
Or  wHle  the  balmy  gloomin",  crescent^Bt, 
Spread  the  light  haze  along  die  river-shores, 
And  in  the  holloivs ;  or  as  once  we  met 
Unheedful,  though  beneath  a  whispering  Kun 
Night  slid  down  one  Ion"  stream  of  sighing  wind, 
And  in  her  bosom  bore  Uie  baby.  Sleep. 

But  this  whole  hour  your  eyes  have  been  intent 
On  that  veiled  picture — -veiled,  for  what  it  holds 
Maj"  not  be  dwelt  on  by  the  common  day. 
This  prelude  has  prepared  thee.     B^se  thy  soul. 
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Make  thine  heart  ready  with  tliine  eyes ;  the 
Is  come  to  raJae  the  veil. 

Behold  lier  there, 
As  I  beheld  her  ere  she  Itnew  my  heart, 
My  first,  last  love ;  the  idol  of  my  youth, 
The  darling  of  my  manhood,  and,  alas! 
Now  the  most  blessed  memory  of  mine  age. 


DORA. 

Witn  farmer  Allan  at  the  farm  abode 
William  and  Dora.     WUliam  was  his  son. 
And  she  his  nieee.     He  often  looked  at  them. 
And  often  thought  "  I'll  make  them  man  and  wife." 
Now  Dora  felt  her  undo's  wiil  in  all, 
And  yeai-ned  towards  William ;  hut  the  youth,  be- 
cause 
He  had  been  always  with  her  in  the  house, 
Thought  not  of  Dora. 

Then  there  came  a  day 
When  Allan  called  his  son,  and  said ;  "  My  son, 
I  married  late,  but  I  would  wish  to  see 
My  grandehiid  on  my  knees  before  I  die : 
And  I  have  set  my  heart  upon  a  match. 
Now  therefore  look  to  Dora ;  she  is  well 
To  look  to ;  thrifty  too  beyond  her  age. 
She  is  my  brothel's  daughter ;  he  and  I 
Had  once  hard  words,  and  parted,  and  he  died 
In  foreign  lands ;  but  for  his  sake  I  bred 
His  daughter  Dora :  take  her  for  your  wife ; 
For  I  have  wished  this  marriage,  night  and  day, 
For  many  years."     But  William  answered  short; 
"  I  cannot  marry  Dora  ;  by  my  life, 
I  will  not  marry  Dora."     Then  iWplA  man 
Was  wroth,  and  doubled  up  his  Mnds,  and  said: 
"  You  will  not,  boy  I  you  dare  to  answer  thus  I 
But  in  my  tune  a  lather's  word  was  law. 
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And  so  it  shall  be  now  for  me.     Look  to't ; 
ConMder,  William :  take  a  month,  to  thini. 
And  let  me  have  an  answer  to  my  wish ; 
Or,  by  the  Loii!  that  made  me,  you  slial!  pack, 
And  nevermore  darken  my  doors  again ! ' 
But  William  aniswered  madly;  bit  hia  lips, 
And  broke  away.    The  more  he  looked  at  her 
The  less  he  liied  her ;  and  hia  ways  were  harsh ; 
But  Dora  bore  them  meekly.     Tlien  before 
The  month  was  out  he  left  hia  fiither's  house, 
And  hired  himself  to  work  within  the  fields ; 
And  half  in  love,  half  apite,  he  wooed  and  wed 
A  laborer's  daughter,  Mary  Morrison. 

Then,  when  Sio  beUa  were  ringing,  Allan  called 
Hia  niece  and  s^d :  "  My  giri,  I  Fove  you  well ; 
But  if  you  speak  with  hun  that  waa  my  son, 
Or  change  a  word  with  her  he  calls  his  wife, 
My  home  is  none  of  yours.     My  will  is  law." 
And  Dora  promised,  being  meek.     She  thought, 
"  It  cannot  oe :  my  uncle's  mind  will  change ! " 
And  days  went  on,  and  there  waa  born  a  boy 
To  William ;  tien  diatreaaes  came  on  him ; 
And  day  by  day  he  passed  his  father's  gate. 
Heart-broken,  and  !us  father  helped  him  not. 
But  Dora  stored  what  little  she  couhi  save. 
And  sent  it  them  by  stealth,  nor  did  they  know 
Who  sent  it ;  till  at  last  a  fever  seized 
On  William,  and  in  harvesttime  he  died. 

Then  Dora  went  to  Mary.    Mary  sat 
And  looked  with  tears  upon  her  boy,  and  thought 
Hard  things  of  Dora.     Dora  came  and  said : 
"  I  have  obeyed  my  uncle  until  now, 
And  I  have  sinned,  for  it  w^  all  through  me 
This  evil  came  on  William  at  the  first. 
But,  Mary,  for  the  sake  of  him  that's  gone, 
And  for  your  sake,  tlie  woman  that  he  chose, 
And  for  this  orphan,  I  am  come  to  you : 
You  know  there  has  not  been  for  these  five  years 
So  flill  a  harvest :  let  me  take  the  boy, 
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And  I  will  set  him  in  my  uncle's  eye 

Among  the  wheat ;  that  when  his  bean  is  glad 

Of  the  liiU  harvest,  he  may  see  the  boy, 

And  bless  him  for  the  sake  of  him  that's  gone." 

And  Dora  took  the  child,  and  went  her  way 
Across  the  wheat,  and  sat  upon  a  mound 
That  was  unsown,  where  many  poppies  grew. 
Far  off  the  former  came  into  the  field 
And  spied  her  not;  for  none  of  all  hia  men 
Dare  tell  hun  Dora  wfdted  with  the  child ; 
And  Dora  would  have  risen  and  gone  to  him. 
But  her  heart  failed  her ;  and  the  reapers  reaped, 
And  the  sun  fell,  and  all  the  land  was  dark. 

But  when  the  morrow  came,  she  rose  and  took 
The  child  once  more,  and  sat  upon  the  mound ; 
And  made  a  little  wreath  of  all  the  fiowera 
That  grew  about,  and  tied  it  round  his  hat 
To  make  him  pleasing  in  her  uncle's  eye. 
Then  when  the  former  passed  info  the  field 
He  spied  her,  and  he  left  his  men  at  work. 
And  came  and  said ;  "Where  were  you  yesterday? 
Whose  child  is  that  ?     What  are  you  domg  here  !" 
So  Dora  cast  her  eyes  upon  the  ground. 
And  answered  Eoftly :  "  This  is  William'a  child  I " 
"  And  did  I  not,"  said  Allan,  "  did  I  not 
Forbid  you,  Dora  ?  "     Dora  said  again ; 
"  Do  with  me  as  you  will,  but  take  the  child 
And  bless  him  for  the  sake  of  him  that's  gone  I " 
And  Allan  said ;  "  I  see  it  is  a  trick 
Got  up  betwixt  you  and  the  woman  there. 
I  must  be  taught  my  duty,  and  by  you  I 
You  knew  my  word  w^  law,  and  yet  you  dared 
To  slight  it.    Well— for  I  wiU  take  the  boy ; 
But  go  you  hence,  and  never  see  me  more." 

So  sayin",  he  took  the  boy,  that  cried  aloud 
And  strug^ed  hard.     The  wreath  of  flowers  fell 
At  Dora'sTeet.     She  bowed  upon  her  hands, 
And  the  hoy's  cry  came  to  her  fixim  the  field, 
More  and  more  distant.  She  bowed  down  her  head, 
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Bememboring  ihe  day  when  first  siie  came, 
And  all  the  things  that  had  been.  She  bowed  down 
And  wept  in  secret ;  and  the  reapers  reaped, 
And  the  sun  fell,  and  all  the  land  was  dark. 
Then  Dora  went  to  Mary's  house,  and  stood 
□on  the  threshold,    Mary  saw  the  boy 
./as  not  mth  Dora.    She  broke  out  in  praise 
To  God,  that  helpeil  her  in  her  widowhood. 
And  Dora  emd :  "  My  uncle  took  the  boy ; 
But,  Mary,  let  me  live  and  work  with  you : 
He  sal's  tl^t  he  will  never  see  me  more." 
Then  answered  Maiy :  "  This  shall  never  be. 
That  thou  shouldst  take  ray  trouble  on  thyself: 
And,  now  I  thinlt,  be  shall  not  have  the  boy, 
For  he  will  teat:hhim  hardness,  and  to  slight 
lEs  mother;  thei'efore  thou  and  I  will  go, 
And  I  will  have  my  boy,  and  bring  bim  home ; 
And  I  will  beg  of  him  to  take  thee  back ; 
But  if  he  will  not  take  thee  back  again. 
Then  thou  and  I  will  live  within  one  house, 
And  work  for  William's  child,  until  he  grows 
Of  age  to  help  us." 

So  the  women  kissed 
Each  other,  and  set  out  and  reached  the  farm. 
The  door  was  off  the  latch ;  they  peeiwd  and  saw 
The  boy  set  up  betwixt  his  grandsire's  knees. 
Who  thrust  him  in  the  hoUowa  of  his  arm, 
And  clapt  him  on  the  hands  and  on  the  cheeks, 
Like  one  that  loved  hun :  and  the  lad  stretched  oul 
And  babbled  for  the  golden  seal,  that  bung 
Fiom  Allan's  watch,  and  sparkled  by  the  fire. 
Then  they  came  in  ;  but  when  the  boy  beheld 
His  mother,  he  cried  out  to  come  to  her : 
And  Allan  sat  him  doivn,  and  Mary  said  : 

"  O  Father !— if  you  let  me  call  you  so— 
I  never  Ciune  a-b^ging  for  myself, 
Or  William,  or  this  chUd;  but  now  I  come 
For  Dora ;  take  her  back ;  she  loves  you  welL 
O  Sir,  when  mUiam  died,  he  died  at  peace 
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With  all  men ;  for  I  astod  him,  and  he  said, 
He  could  not  ever  rue  his  marrjing  me. — 
I  had  been  a  patient  wife :  but.  Sir,  he  said 
That  he  was  iwing  to  cross  his  father  thus : 
'  God  bleas  him ! '  he  stud, '  and  may  he  never  know 
The  troubles  I  have  gone  through ! '  Then  he  turned 
His  face  and  passed — unhappy  that  I  am  I 
But  now,  Sir,  let  me  have  my  hoy,  for  you 
Will  make  him  hard,  and  he  will  learn  to  slight 
His  father's  memory ;  and  take  Dora  back, 
And  let  all  this  be  as  it  was  before." 

80  Mary  said,  and  Dora  hid  her  face 
By  Mary.    There  was  ^lence  in  the  room; 
And  all  at  once  the  old  man  burst  in  sobs : — 

"  I  have  been  to  blame — to  blame  t   I  have  killed 

I  have  killed  him — but  I  loved  him — my  dear  son ! 
May  God  foi^ive  me !— I  have  been  to  blame. 
Kiss  me,  my  children  1" 

Then  tliey  clung  about 
The  old  man's  neck,  and  kissed  him  many  times. 
And  all  the  man  was  broken  with  remorse; 
And  all  his  love  came  baek  a  hundred  fold ; 
And  for  three  hours  he  sobbed  o'er  William's  child. 
Thinking  of  William. 

So  those  four  abode 
Within  one  house  together;  and  as  years 
Went  forward,  Mary  took  another  mate ; 
But  Dora  lived  unmarried  till  her  death. 


AUDLEY    COUET. 

"  TnB  Bull,  the  Fleece  are  crammed,  and  not  a 

For  love  or  money.     Let  us  picnic  there 
At  Audley  Court." 

I  spoke,  while  Audley  feast 


rii,y  Google 


Hummed  like  a  hive  all  round  the  nai-row  quay, 

To  FraJicia,  with  a  basket  on  hia  arm. 

To  Franoia  juat  aUtthted  from  tlie  boat, 

And  breathing  of  the  aea.     "  ^Vith  all  my  heart," 

Said  Francis,     Then  we  shouldered  through  the 

And  rounded  by  the  stillness  of  the  beauh 
To  where  tlie  bay  runs  up  its  latest  horn. 

We  left  the  dying  ebb  that  fiuntly  lipped 
The  flat  red  granite ;  so  by  many  a  aweep 
Of  meadow  smooth  from  aftermath  we  reached 
The  griffin-guarded  gates,  and  passed  through  all 
The  pillared  duak  or  sounding  sj-camores, 
And  crossed  the  garden  to  the  gardener's  lodge, 
With  all  Its  casement  bedded,  and  ita  waUs 
And  chimneys  muffled  in  the  leaft"  vine. 

There,  on  a  slope  of  orchard,  Francis  laid 
A  damask  napkin  wrought  with  horse  and  hound, 
Brou"ht  out  a  dusky  loaf  that  smelt  of  home, 
And,  half-cut-down,  a  pasty  costly-made. 
Where  quail  and  pigeon,  lark  and  leveret  lay, 
Like  fossils  of  the  rock,  with  golden  yolks 
Imbedded  and  injellied ;  last,  with  these, 
A  flask  of  cider  from  his  father's  vats, 
Prime,  which  I  knew ;  and  bo  we  sat  and  eat 
And  talked  old  matters  over ;  who  was  dead, 
Who  married,  who  was  liie  to  be,  and  how 
The  racea  went,  and  who  would  rent  the  hali : 
Then  touched  upon  the  game,  how  scarce  it  was 
This  seaison :  ^ncing  thence,  discussed  the  ferm, 
The  fourfield  system  and  the  price  of  grain ; 
And  struck  upon  the  corn-laws,  where  we  spUt, 
And  came  agwn  together  on  the  king 
With  heated  faces ;  Ijll  he  laughed  aloud ; 
And,  while  the  blackbird  on  the  pippin  hung 
To  hear  him,  clapt  his  hand  in  mme  and  sang — 
"  O I  who  would  fight  and  march  and  counter- 
march, 
Be  shot  for  sixpence  in  a  battle-field. 
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And  sTiovelled  up  into  a  bloody  trenoli 
Where  no  one  knows  ?  but  let  me  live  my  life. 
"  0 !  who  would  cast  and  balance  at  a  desk, 
Perched  like  a  erow  upon  a  three-le^ed  stool, 
Till  all  his  juice  is  dried,  and  all  hia  joints 
Are  fill!  of  chalk  ?  but  let  me  live  my  life. 

"  Who'd  serve  the  state  ?  for  if  I  carved  my  name 
Upon  the  cliffs  that  guard  my  native  land, 
I  might  as  well  have  traced  it  in  Ihe  sanda ; 
The  sea  wastes  aH :  bat  let  me  live  my  life. 

"  O I  who  would  love  ?     I  wooed  a  woman  once. 
But  she  was  sharper  than  an  eastern  -mind. 
And  all  my  heart  turned  from  her,  as  a  thorn 
Turns  from  the  sea :  but  let  me  live  my  life." 
He  sang  his  song,  and  I  replied  with  mine : 
I  found  it  m  a  volume,  all  of  son^. 
Knocked  down  to  me,  when  old  Sir  Robert's  pride, 
His  books — the  more  the  pity,  so  I  siud — 
Came  to  the  hammer  here  in  March— and  this — 
I  set  the  words,  and  added  names  I  knew. 

"  Sleep,  Ellen  Aubrey,  sleep,  and  dream  of  me : 
Sleep,  Blen,  folded  in  Uiy  sister's  arm. 
And  sleeping,  haply  dream  her  arm  is  mine. 

"  Sleep,  Ellen,  folded  in  EmUia's  arm ; 
Emilia,  feirer  than  all  else  but  thou,  _ 
For  thou  art  feirer  than  all  else  that  is. 
"  Sleep,  breathing  health  and  peace  upon  her 
breast; 
Sleep,  breathing  love  and  trust  against  her  lip ; 
I  go  to-night ;  feome  to-morrow  mom. 
"  I  so,  but  I  return :  I  would  I  were 
The  pUot  of  the  darkness  and  the  dream. 
Sleep,  Ellen  Aubrey,  love,  and  dream  of  me." 

So  sang  we  each  to  either,  Francis  Hale, 
The  farmer's  son  who  lived  across  the  bay, 
My  friend;  and  I,  that  having  wherewitW, 
And  in  the  fellow  leisure  of  my  life 
A  rolling  stone  of  here  and  everj'where. 
Did  what  1  would ;  but  ere  the  nipht  we  rose 
Ami  saunteiwl  hoins  boi.c:irti  a  momi,  thatjusl 
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to  crescent,  dimly  rained  about  tie  leaf 
Twiligbts  of  airy  silver,  till  we  reached 
The  limit  of  the  hills ;  and  aa  wo  sank 
f^m  roelt  to  rock  upon  the  glooming  quay, 
J.Tie  toivn  was  hashed  beneath  us :  lower  down 
The  bay  was  oily  cahn ;  the  harbor-buoy 
With  one  green  sparkle  ever  and  anon 
Dipt  by  ilBelf,  and  we  were  glad  at  heart. 


WALKING   TO   THE  MAIL. 

John.  I'M  glad  I  walked.    How  fresh  the  meadows 

Above  the  river,  and,  but  a  month  ano, 
The  whole  hill-side  was  redder  than  a  fox. 
^yon  plantation  where  tlijs  by-ivay  joins 
The  turnpike  ? 

James.  Tes. 

John.  And  when  docs  this  come  by  '^ 
/ames.  The  mail  ?     At  one  o'oloi^k. 

Joh^.  What  ia  it  now  ? 
James.  A  qaarter  to. 

John.  'Whose  house  is  that  I  see 
Beyond  the  watermills  ? 

James.  Sir  Edward  Head's: 
But  he's  abroad :  thepla^ie  is  to  be  sold. 
John.  O,  his.     He  was  not  broken. 
,,       ,     .  James.  No  sir,  he, 

Vexed  with  a  morbid  devil  in  his  blood 
That  veiled  the  world  with  jaundice,  hid  his  face 
^ma  all  men,  and  commercing  with  himself. 
He  lost  the  sense  that  handles  daily  life— 
That  keeps  us  all  in  order  more  or  less— 
And  aick  of  home,  went  overseas  for  chance. 
J<An.  And  whither  ?  ° 

Jamea.  Nay,  who  knows  ?  he's  here  and 
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But  let  Mm  go ;  liis  devil  goes  with  him, 
A3  well  as  «lth  his  tenai.t,  Jo.kj  Dawes. 

John.     What's  that?  , 

James.    You  saw  the  man— on  Monday,  was  it  / 
tSv  the  humphaeked  willow;  half  .^mk  up 
And  bristles ;  half  has  fallen  and  made  a  brLdfie , 
And  there  he  caught  the  younker  tickhng  U^ut^ 
Gauo-ht  in  j^ooranie— whaf  s  the  Latin  word  i~ 
DelSto:  but  £is  house,  for  80  they  say, 
Was  haunted  with  a  joUy  ghost,  that  shook 
The  curtains,  whined  in  lobbies,  tapt  at  doora, 
And  rummaaed  like  a  rat :  no  servant  stayed  : 
Tht  SUer  ve:.t  pa.ks  up  Hs  beds  and  ehairs. 
And  aU  his  household  Stuff ;  and  with  his  boy 
BetAvixt  his  knees,  his  wife  upon  the  tM 
Bets  out,  and  meelB  a  friend  who  hails  hmi,  "  W  hat  1 
You'refllttiog!"  " Yes,we're.fiitting,"  s»y^tl^«S^«^^ 
(X  tliey  ha3  packed  the  thing  aniong  tlie  beds.) 
"  O  well,"  saj-sTio,  "  you  flitting  71th  us  too-^ 
Jack  tu?n  the  borac^  heads  anU  home  a«ain. 
JokTfie  Left  kU  wife  behind ;  for  sol  heard^ 
James.  He  left  her,  yes.    I  met  my  kidy  once . 
A  woman  lika  a  butt,  and  harsh  as  crabs. 

John.  O  yet  but  I  remember,  ten  years  mck 
'I^s  now  at  least  ten  years— and  then  she  was— 
You  could  not  Ught  upon  a  sweeter  dung : 
A  body  alight  and  round,  and  Ww  a  pear 
In  jrrowing,  modest  eyes,  a  hand,  a  toot 
LeMenin-  in  perfect  cadence,  and  a  skin 
^Xn'-and'white  as  privet  when  it  flowers 

James.  Ay,  ay,  the  blossom  Mes,  and  they  diat 
loved 
At  first  like  dove  and  dove  were  cat  and  dog. 
She  was  the  daughter  of  a  cottager. 
Out  of  her  sphere.     What  betwixt  shame  and  pnde. 
New  tUn^s  and  old,  himself  and  her  she  soured 
Tn  what  she  is :  a  nature  never  Jt ind ! 
7"vr?!pn  like  manners :  like  breeds  hke.  they  say. 
slnd  nature  is  the  best :  those  manners  next 
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That  fit  us  like  a  nature  seeond-liaiid ; 
Wliii^h  are  indeed  tho  maimers  of  the  li^at. 

John.  But  I  had  heard  it  was  this  bill  that  past, 
And  fear  of  change  at  home,  that  drove  him  hence. 

James.  That  was  the  last  drop  in  the  cup  of  pU. 
I  (ince  was  near  him  when  his  Imliff  brought 
A  Chartist  pike.    You  should  liave  seen  hun  winee 
As  from  a  venomous  thiuj^ ;  ho  thought  himself 
A  mark  for  all,  and  shuddered,  lest  a  cry 
Should  break  his  sleep  by  night,  and  his  nice  eyes 
Should  see  the  raw  mechanic's  bloody  thumbs 
Sweat  on  his  blazoned  chaira ;  but,  sir,  you  know- 
That  these  two  parties  still  divide  the  world — 
Of  those  that  want,  and  those  that  have :  and  sljll 
The  same  old  sore  breaks  out  from  age  to  age 
With  much  the  same  result.     Now  I  myself 
A  Tory  to  the  quick,  was  as  a  boy 
Destructive,  when  I  had  not  what  I  would. 
I  was  at  school — a  eoll^e  in  the  South ; 
There  lived  a  flaj-ffint  near ;  we  stole  his  fruit, 
His  hens,  his  enjia;  but  there  was  law  for  us; 
We  paid  in  person.     He  had  a  sow,  sir.     She, 
With  meditative  grunts  of  much  content, 
Lay  great  with  pig,  wallowin"  in  sun  and  mud. 
By  ni^ht  we  dragged  her  to  the  college  tower 
From  her  warm  bed,  and  up  the  corkscrew  stai* 
With  hand  iuid  rope  we  haled  the  eroaning  sow, 
And  on  the  leads  we  kept  her  till  she  pigged. 
Lai^  range  of  prospect  had  the  mother  sow. 
And  but  for  daily  loss  of  one  she  loved. 
As  one  by  one  we  took  them — but  for  this— 
As  never  sow  was  higher  in  this  world — 
Might  have  been,  happy :  but  what  lot  is  pure  ? 
We  took  them  all,  tSll  she  was  left  alone 
Upon  her  tower,  the  Niobe  of  swine, 
And  so  returned  unfarrowed  to  her  sly. 

John.  They  found  j-ou  out  ? 
James.  Not  they. 

John.  Well— after  all— 
ftTiat  know  we  of  the  secret  of  a  man  ? 
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His  nciTBs  were  wrong.     What  ails  us,  wlio  3 

That  we  should  mimic  this  raw  fool  the  world,^ 
Which  charts  us  all  in  its  coarse  blacks  or  wlutei 
As  rutUess  as  a  baby  witli  a  worm, 
As  cruel  as  a  schoolboy  ere  he  grows 
To  Pity— more  from  ignorance  than  will. 

But  put  your  best  foot  forward,  or  I  fear 
That  we  shall  miaa  the  mail :  and  here  it  cornea 
With  five  at  top :  as  quaint  a  four-in-!iand 
As  you  shall  see — three  pyebalds  and  a  n>an. 


ST.    SIMEON    STYLITES. 

Although  I  be  the  basest  of  mankind, 
From  scalp  to  sole  one  slougb  and  crust  of  sin, 
Unfit  for  earth,  unfit  for  heaven,  scarce  meet 
For  troops  of  devils,  mad  with  blasphemy, 
I  will  not  cease  to  grasp  the  hope  I  bold 
Of  tj^ntdom,  and  to  clamor,  rooum  and  sob. 
Battering  the  aates  of  heaven  with  storms  of  prayer, 
Have  mercy.  Lord,  and  take  awajy  my  sm. 
Let  this  avail,  j  ust,  dreadful,  mighty  God, 
This  not  be  aU  in  vain,  that  thrice  ten  years, 
Thrice  multiplieci  by  superhuman  pangs, 
In  hungers  and  in  tlurgts,  fevers  and  told, 
In   coughs,   aches,    stitches,   ulcerous    throes   and 

A  siffn  betwixt  the  meadow  and  the  olond, 
Patient  on  this  tall  pillar  I  have  borne  [snow; 

Rain,  wind,  frost,  heat,  hail,  damp,  and  sleet,  and 
And  I  had  hoped  that  eve  this  period  closed 
Thou  -wouldst  have  eaudit  roe  up  into  thy  rest, 
Denyin"  not  these  weather-beaten  limbs 
The  meed  of  saints,  the  white  robe  and  the  palm. 

0  take  the  meaning,  Lord ;  I  do  not  breathe, 
Not  whisper,  any  muimur  of  complaint. 
Pdn  heaped  len-hundred-fcld  to  this,  were  still 
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Less  burthen,  bj-  teii-liundred-fold,  to  bear, 

Than  were  those  lead-like  tons  of  sin,  that  crashed 

My  spirit  flat  before  thee. 

O  Lord,  Lord, 
Thou  kiiowest  I  bora  this  better  at  the  first, 
For  I  was  strong  and  hale  of  body  then ; 
And  though  my  teeth,  which  now  are  dropt  away, 
Wonld  chatter  with  the  eold,  and  all  my  beard 
Was  tagged  with  icy  fiinges  in  the  moon, 
I  drowned  the  whoopin^s  of  the  owl  with  sound 
Of  pious  hymns  and  psaiins,  and  sometimes  saw 
An  angel  stand  and  watch  me,  as  I  sang. 
Now  am  I  feeble  grown :  my  end  draws  nigh — 
I  hope  my  end  draws  nigh ;  half  deaf  I  am, 
So  that  I  searee  can  bear  the  people  bum 
About  the  column's  base,  and  almost  blind. 
And  scarce  can  recognize  the  fields  I  know. 
And  botli  my  thighs  are  rotted  with  the  dew, 
Yet  cease  I  not  to  clamor  and  h)  cry, 
While  my  stiff  ajrine  can  hold  my  weary  head, 
TO!  ail  my  limbs  drop  piecemeal  from  the  stone. 
Have  mercy,  mercy ;  take  away  my  ein. 

O  Jesus,  if  thou  wilt  not  save  my  soul, 
Who  may  be  saved  7  who  is  it  may  be  saved  ? 
Who  may  be  made  a  SMnt,  if  I  f^  here  ? 
Show  me  the  man  hath  suffered  more  than  L 
For  did  not  all  thy  martyrs  die  one  death  ? 
For  either  they  were  stoned,  or  crucified, 
Or  bumed.in  fire,  or  boiled  in  oil,  or  sawn 
in  twain  beneath  the  ribs ;  but  I  die  here 
To-day,  and  whole  years  long,  a  hfe  of  death. 
Bear  witness,  if  I  could  have  found  a  way 
(And  heedfully  I  sifted  all  my  thought) 
More  slowiy-painftil  to  subdue  this  home 
or  sin,  my  flesh,  which  I  despise  and  hate, 
1  had  not  stinted  practice,  oh  my  (Jod ! 

For  not  alone  this  pillar-punishment, 
Not  liis  alone  I  bora :  but  wbde  I  lived 
(n.  the  white  convent  down  the  valley  there. 
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For  many  weeks  about  my  loina  I  wore 

The  rope  that  haled  the  buckets  from  the  well, 

Twisted  as  tight  as  I  could  knot  the  noose ; 

And  spake  not  of  it  to  a  single  soul, 

Until  the  ulcer,  eating  through  my  akin. 

Betrayed  my  secret  penance,  so  that  all 

My  brethren  marvelled  greatly.    More  than  this 

I  bore,  whereof,  oh  God,  thou  knowest  all. 

Three  winters,  that  my  soul  might  grow  to  thee, 

lived  up  there  on  yonder  mountain  aide. 
My  ri^ht  leg  chmned  into  the  cri^,  I  lay 
Pent  m  a  roofless  close  of  ra^d  stones ; 
Inswathed  sometimes  in  wandering  mist,  and  twice 
Blacked  with  thy  branding  thunder,  and  sometimes 
Sucking  the  damps  for  dnnk,  and  eating  not. 
Except  the  spare  chance-gift  of  those  that  came 
To  louch  my  body  and  be  healed,  and  live ; 
And  they  say  then  that  I  worked  miracles. 
Whereof  my  feme  is  loud  amongst  mankind, 
Cured  lameness,  palsies,  cancers.    Thou,  oh  God, 
Knowest  alone  whether  this  was  or  no. 
HaTC  mercy,  mercy ;  cover  all  my  sin  I 

Then,  that  I  might  be  more  alone  with  thee, 
Three  years  I  lival  npon  a  pillar  hijjh 
Sis  CQOits,  and  three  years  on  one  of  twelve ; 
And  twice  three  years  I  crouched  on  one  that  rose 
Twenty  by  measure ;  last  of  all,  I  grew 
Tivice  ten  long  weary,  wean^  years  to  this. 
That  numbers  forty  cubits  from  the  soil, 

I  think  that  I  have  borne  as  much  as  this — 
Or  else  I  dream — and  for  so  long  a  time, 
If  I  may  measure  time  by  yon  slow  light. 
And  this  high  dial,  winch  my  sorrow  crowns — 
So  much — even  so. 

And  yet  I  know  not  well. 
For  that  the  evil  ones  come  here,  and  say, 
"  Fall  down,  oh  Suneon :  thou  hast  suffered  long 
For  ages  and  for  ages ! "    Then  they  prate 
Of  jjenances  I  cannot  have  gone  through. 
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Perplexing  me  ivith  lies ;  and  oft  I  Ml, 
Maybe  for  months,  in  Eiich  blind  ietliai^es. 
That  Heaven,  and  Earth,  and  Time  are  choked. 

But  yel 
Bethink  thee,  Lord,  while  thou  and  all  the  saints 
Enjoy  themselves  in  heaven,  and  men  on  earth 
House  in  the  shade  of  comfortable  roofs, 
Sit  with  their  wives  by  lires,  eat  wholesome  food, 
And  wear  warm  clothea,  and  even  heasls  have  stalls, 
I,  tween  the  spring  and  downfilU  of  the  light, 
Bow  down  one  thousand  and  two  hundred  times. 
To  Christ,  the  Virdn  Mother,  and  the  Sfunts; 
Or  in  the  night,  after  a  little  sleep, 
I  wake ;  the  chill  stars  sparkle ;  I  am  wet 
With  drenching  dens,  or-stiff  with  erackling  frost 
I  wear  an  undressed  goatskin  on  my  back ; 
A  g-a^ing  iron  collar  grinds  my  neck ; 
And  in  my  weak,  lean  arms  I  lift  the  cross. 
And  strive  and  wrestle  with  thee  till  I  die : 

0  mercy,  mercy !  wash  away  my  sin ! 

O  Lord,  thou  knowest  what  a  man  I  am ; 
A  ^nful  man,  conceived  and  bom  in  sin  ; 
Tia  their  own  doing ;  this  is  none  of  mine ; 
Lay  it  not  to  me.     Am  I  to  blame  for  this, 
That  here  come  those  that  worship  me  ?     Ha !  ba ! 
They  think  that  I  am  somewhat     What  am  I  ? 
The  silly  people  take  me  for  a  saint, 
And  bring  me  offerings  of  fruit  and  flowers ; 
And  1,  in  truth  (thou  wilt  bear  witness  here) 
Have  all  in  all  endured  as  much,  and  more 
Than  many  just  and  holy  men,  whose  names 
Are  registered  and  calendered  for  saints. 

Good  people,  you  do  ill  to  kneel  to  me. 
What  is  it  lean  have  done  to  merit  this  ? 

1  arei  a  sinner  vUer  than  you  all. 

It  may  be  I  have  wrought  some  miracles. 

And  cured  some  halt  and  manned ;  but  what  oftliatt 

(t  may  be,  no  one,  even  among  the  saints, 

Uaj  match  hia  pains  with  mine ;  but  what  of  that  ? 
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Yet  do  not  rise ;  for  you  may  look  on  me, 

And  in  your  looking  you  may  kneel  to  God, 

Speak  1  IB  there  any  of  you  halt  or  maimed  ? 

I  think  you  know  I  have  some  power  with  Heaven 

From  my  long  penance :  let  him  speak  his  ivish. 

Yes,  I  can  heal  him.     Power  goes  forth  from  me. 
They 'say  that  they  are  healed.     Ah,  harkl  they 

"  St.  Simeon  Stylites."     Why,  if  so, 

God  reaps  a  harvest  in  me.     O  mysonl, 

God  reaps  a  harvest  in  thee.    If  tiis  be, 

Can  I  work  miracles  and  not  he  saved  ? 

This  is  not  told  of  any.     They  were  saints. 

It  cannot  be  but  that  I  shall  be  saved ; 

Yea,  crowned  a  saint     They  shout,  "Behold  a 

And  lower  voices  saint  me  from  above. 
Courage,  St.  Simeon  I     This  dull  chrysalis 
Cracks  into  shining  wings,  and  hope  ere  death 
Spreads  more  and  more  and  more,  that  God  hath 

Sponged  and  made  blank  of  erimeful  record  all 
My  mortal  archives. 

O  iiiy  sons,  my  sons, 
I,  Simeon  of  the  pillar,  by  surname 
Stylites,  among  men ;  I,  Simeon, 
The  watcher  on  the  column  till  the  end ; 
I,  Simeon,  whose  brain  the  sunahine  bakea ; 
I,  whose  bald  brows  in  rilent  hours  become 
Unnaturally  hoar  with  rime,  do  now 
From  my  high  nest  of  penance  here  proclam 
That  Pontius  and  Iscariot  by  my  side 
Showed  like  fair  seraphs.     On  the  coals  I  lay, 
A  vessel  full  of  sin :  all  hell  beneath 
Made  me  boll  over.     Devils  plucked  my  sleeve; 
Abaddon  and  Asmodeus  canght  at  me. 
I  smote  them  with  the  cross ;  they  swarmed  again. 
In  bed  like  monstrous  apes  they  crushed  my  chest 
liiey  flapped  m.y  light  out  as  I  rewl:  I  saw 
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Their  laeea  grow  between  mc  and  m^  hook: 
With  eolt-Uke  whiony  and  mth  hoggish  ivlune 
They  burst  my  pniyer.     Yet  thia  viay  was  lelt. 
And  by  this  way  I 'soaped  them.    Mortity 
Your  flesh,  like  me,  with  scourges  and  with  thorns  ; 
Smite,  shrink  not,  spare  not.     If  it  may  be,  fest 
Whole  Lents,  and  pray.    I  hardly,  with  slow  step*— 
With  slow,  feint  steps,  and  much  exceeding  [am— 
Have  scrambled  past  those  pits  of  fire,  that  still 
Sing  in  mine  ears.     But  yield  not  me  the  praise : 
God  only  through  his  bounty  hath  thought  fit, 
Among  the  powers  and  princes  of  this  world, 
To  m^e  me  an  example  to  mankind, 
Which  few  can  reach  to.     Tet  I  do  not  say 
But  that  a  time  may  come— yea,  even  now,      _ 
Now,  now,  his  footsteps  smite  the  threshold  stalls 
Of  life— 1  say,  that  time  is  at  the  doors 
When  you  may  worship  me  without  reproach ; 
For  1  will  leave  my  refics  in  your  land. 
And  you  may  carve  a  shrine  about  my  dust. 
And  burn  a  fragrant  kinp  belbre  my  bones, 
When  I  am  gathered  to  the  glorious  saints.      _ 

While  I  spake  then,  a  sting  of  shrewdest  pain 
Ran  shrivellin-.  through  me,  and  a  cloudlike  change, 
In  passin-r,  wifli  a  grosser  film  made  thiek 
Th^  heavy,  homy  eyes.     The  end  \  the  end  1 
Surely  the  end !    What's  here  ?  a  shape,  a  shade, 
A  flash  of  light    Is  that  the  angel  there 
That  holds  a  crown  ?    Come,  blessed  brother,  come, 
1  know  thy  glittering  iiice.    1  waited  long; 
My  brows  are  ready.    What !  deny  it  now  ' 
Hay,  draw,  draw,  draw  nigh.  Sololutchit  Chnst! 
'T  IS  gone :  'tis  here  again ;  the  crown !  the  crown  . 
So  now  'tis  fitted  on  and  grows  to  me, 
And  from  it  melt  the  duwa  of  Pai-adise, 
Sweet !  sweet !  spikenard,  and  balm,  and  frankin- 

Ah '  let  me  not  be  fooled,  sweet  saints :  I  trust 
That  I  am  whole,  and  clean,  and  meet  for  Heaven. 
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speak,  if  there  be  a  priest,  a  man  of  God, 
Among  you  there,  and  let  him  presently 
Approach,  and  lean  a  ladder  on  the  ahtdl, 
And  elimhing  up  into  ray  airy  home, 
DeliTer  me  tne  hlesaed  sacrament ; 
For  hy  the  warning  of  the  Uoly  Ghost, 
I  prophesy  that  I  ^nall  die  to-nighc, 
A  quarter  before  twelve. 

But  thou,  oh  Lord, 
Aid  all  this  foolish  people ;  let  them  talte 
Ekample,  pattern :  lead  them  to  thy  light. 


THE  SEA-FAIRIES. 

Slow  aiuled  the  weary  mariners,  and  saw. 
Betwixt  the  green  brink  and  the  running  foam, 
Sweet  faces,  rounded  arms,  and  bosoms  prest 
To  little  harps  of  gold ;  and,  wliiie  they  mused, 
Whispering  to  eadi  other  half  in  fear, 
ShrilT  music  reached  them  on  the  middle  sea. 

Whither  away,  whither  away,  whither  away  ?  fly 

Whither  away  from  the  high  green  field,  and  the 

happy  blossomin"  shore  ? 
Day  and  night  to  the  bulow  the  fountain  calls ; 
Down  shower  the  ganiholiing  waterfalls 
From  wandering  over  the  lea : 
Out  of  the  live-green  heart  of  the  dells 
Thojy  freshen  the  alvery-crimson  shells. 
And  tluck  with  white  belU  the  clovev-liill  swells 
High  over  the  full-toned  sea : 
0  hither,  come  hither,  and  furl  your  sails. 
Come  hither  to  mo  and  to  me  I 
Hither,  come  hither,  and  frolic  and  play; 
Here  it  is  only  the  mew  that  wails ; 
We  will  sing  to  you  jJl  the  day : 
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Mariner,  mariiiGr,  furl  your  sails, 
For  liere  are  the  blissful  downs  and  dales, 
And  merrily,  merrily  carol  the  gales, 
And  tlie  sjKingle  dances  in  bi"lit  and  hay, 
And  the  rainbow  fbrms  and  files  on  the  land 
Over  the  islands  free ; 

And  the  rainbow  lives  in  the  cnrve  of  the  aand ; 
Hither,  come  hither  and  see ; 
And  the  rainbow  hangs  on  the  poising  wave. 
And  sweet  is  the  color  of  cove  and  oave, 
And  sweet  shall  your  welcome  be ; 
O  luflier,  come  hither,  and  be  our  lords, 
For  merry  brides  are  we ! 

We  will  kiss  sweet  kisses,  and  apeak  sweet  words ; 
O  listen,  listen,  your  eyea  shall  glisten 
With  pleasure  and  love  aad  jubilee  I 
O  listen,  listen,  your  eyes  shall  glisten 
When  the  sharp,  dear  twang  of  the  golden  chords 
Runs  up  the  ridgfid  sea  I 
Who  eaa  li^ht  on  as  happy  a  shore 
Alt  the  world  o'er,  all  the  world  o'er  ? 
Whither  away  ?  listen  and  stay ;  mariner,  mariner 
fly  no  moi^e. 


THE  DESEKTED  HOUSE. 


Lit'E  and  Thouglit  have  gone  away 

Side  by  side. 

Leaving  door  and  windows  wide  : 
Careless  tenants  they ! 


All  within  is  dai-k  as  night : 
Ie  the  windows  is  no  light ; 
And  no  murmur  at  tlie  door. 
So  frequent  on  its  hinge  before. 
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Close  the  door,  the  shutters  close, 

Or  through  the  windows  we  shall  b« 
The  nakedness  and  vacancy 

Of  the  dark,  deserted  house. 


Come  away ;  no  more  of  mirth 

Is  here  or  merry-making  sound. 

The  house  was  builded  of  the  earth, 
And  shall  Ml  agaia  to  ground. 


Come  away ;  for  Life  and  Thought 
Here  no  lonn;er  dwell ; 
But  iu  a  city  glorious — 
A  great  and  distant  city — have  hought 

Would  they  could  have  stayed  with  u 


EDWIN  MORRIS: 


0  MB,  my  pleasant  rambles  by  the  lake, 

My  sweet,  wild,  fresh  three  quarters  of  a  year, 

My  one  Oasis  in  the  dust  and  drouth 

Of  city  life !  I  was  a  sketcher  then ; 

See  here,  my  doing ;  curves  of  mountain,  bridge, 

Boat,  island,  ruins  of  a  castle,  built 

When  men  knew  how  to  build,  upon  a  rock, 

With  turrets  lichen-gilded  like  a  rock ; 

And  here,  new-comers  ia  an  ancient  hold. 

New-comers  from  the  Meraey,  millionaires, 

Here  lived  the  Hills, — a  Tudor-chimneyed  bulk 

Of  mellow  brickwork  on  an  isle  of  bowers. 
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The  eurdte;  he  was  fatter  than  his  cure. 

But  Edwin  Morris,  he  that  knew  the  names, 
Long  learned  names  of  amirie,  moss  anil  fern. 
Who  forged  a.  thousand  theories  of  the  rocks. 
Who  taught  me  how  to  skate,  to  row,  to  swim. 
Who  read  me  rhymes  elaborately  good. 
His  own, — I  called  him  Criehton,  for  he  seemed 
All-perfect,  finished  to  the  finger  uaih 

And  once  I  asked  him  of  hia  early  life. 
And  his  first  passion ;  and  he  answered  me ; 
And  well  bis  words  became  lum :  was  he  not 
A  fidl-celled  honeycomb  of  eloquence 
Stored  from  all  flowers  ?     Poet-like  he  spoke : 

"  My  love  for  Natnre  is  as  old  as  I ; 
But  thirty  moons,  one  honeymoon  to  that. 
And  three  rich  sennights  more,  my  love  for  her. 
My  love  for  Nature  and  my  love  for  her, 
Of  different  ages,  like  twin-sisters  grew. 
Twin-sisters  ffifferently  beautiful. 
To  some  full  music  rose  and  sank  the  sun, 
And  some  full  mu^c  seemed  to  move  and  change 
With  all  the_ varied  changes  of  the  dark, 
And  either  twilight  and  the  day  between ; 
For  daily  hope  ^filled,  to  rise  ag^n 
Revolving  toward  fulfilment,  made  it  sweet 
To  walk,  to  sit,  to  sleep,  to  wake,  to  breathe." 

Or  this  or  something  like  to  this  he  spoke. 
Then  swd  the  fefr-faced  curate,  Edward  Bull, 

"  I  take  it,  God  made  the  woman  for  the  man. 
And  for  the  good  and  increase  of  the  world. 
A  pretty  fat^e  is  well,  and  this  is  well. 
To  have  a  dame  indoors  that  trims  us  up. 
And  keeps  us  Ijght ;  but  these  unreal  ways 
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Seem  but  the  tlieme  of  writera,  and,  indeed, 
Worn  threadbare.     Man  is  made  of  solid  stuff. 
I  say,  God  made  the  woman  for  the  man, 
And  for  the  good  and  increase  of  flie  world." 

"  Parson,"  said  I,  "  you  pitch  the  pipe  too  low ! 
But  I  have  audden  touches,  and  can  run 
My  feith  beyond  my  practice  into  his ; 
Though  if,  in  dancin"  after  Letty  HiH, 
1  do  not  hear  the  belk  upon  my  cap, 
I  scarce  hear  other  music ;  yet  say  on. 
What  should  one  give  to  light  on  such  a  dream  7  " 
I  asked  him  half-sardonically. 

"  Give  ?  _ 
Give  all  thou  art,"  he  auswered,  and  a  light 
Of  laughter  dimpled  lu  his  awartliy  cheek ; 
"I  would  have  hid  her  needle  in  my  heart. 
To  save  her  little  finger  from  a  scratch 
No  deeper  than  the  Stin ;  my  ears  could  hear 
Her  lightest  breaths ;  her  least  remark  was  worth 
The  experience  of  the  wise.     I  went  and  came ; 
Her  voice  fled  always  through  the  summer  land ; 
1  spoke  her  name  aume.     'ouice-happy  days  I 
The  fiower  of  each,  those  moments  when  we  met, 
.  The  crown  of  aU,  wa  met  to  part  no  more." 

Were  not  his  words  delicious,  I  a  beast 
To  take  them  as  1  did  ?  hut  something  jarred; 
Whether  he  spoke  too  largely ;  that  thei-e  seemed 
A  touch  of  something  false,  some  Belf^!onceit, 
Or  over-smoothness ;  howaoe'er  it  was, 
He  scarcely  hit  my  humor,  and  I  said : — 

"  Friend  Edwin,  do  not  think  yourself  alone 
Of  all  men  happy.     Shall  not  Iiove  to  me. 
As  in  the  Latin  song  I  learnt  at  school, 
Sneeze  out  a  full  God-bless-you  ri";ht  and  left  ? 
But  you  can  talk ;  yours  is  a  kindly  veiu ; 
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I  have,  I  think, — -Heaven  knows, — as  much  within; 
Have,  or  sliould.  have,  hut  for  a  thought  or  two, 
Tliat,  like  a  purple  beech  among  the  greens, 
Looks  out  of  place ;  'tis  from  no  want  in  her : 
It  is  my  shyness,  or  my  self-distrust, 
Or  something  of  a  w^Ttai'd  modem  mind 
Dissettiiig  paaaon.     Time  will  set  me  right." 

So  spoke  I,  knowing  not  the  things  that  were. 
Then  said  the  fat-feced  curate,  Edward  Bull ; 
<■  Giod  made  the  woman  for  the  use  of  man, 
And  for  the  good  and  increase  of  the  world," 
And  I  and  Edwin  laughed ;  and  now  we  paused 
About  llie  windings  of  the  marge  to  hear 
The  soft  wind  blowing  over  meadowy  holms 
And  alders,  garden-isles ;  and  now  we  left 
The  clerk  bahind  us,  I  and  he,  and  ran 
By  ripply  shallows  of  the  lisping  lake, 
Delighted  with  the  freshness  and  the  sound. 

But,  when  (he  bracken  rusted  on  their  crags. 
My  suit  had  withered,  nipt  to  death  by  him 
That  was  a  God,  and  is  a  lawyer's  clerk, 
The  rent-roll  Cupid  of  our  rainy  isles. 
Tis  true  we  met ;  one  hour  I  bikd,  no  more. 
She  sent  a  note,  the  seal  an  EUe  vous  suit, 
The  close  "  Your  Letty,  only  yours; "  and  diis 
Thrice  underscored,    The  friendly  mist  of  mom 
Clung  to  the  lake.    I  boated  over,  ran 
My  craft  aground,  and  heard  with  beating  heart 
The  SweetGale  rusde  round  the  shelving  keel ; 
And  out  I  slept,  and  up  I  crept ;  she  moved, 
Like  Proserpine  in  Enna,  gathering  flowers ; 
Then  low  and  sweet  1  whistled  thrice ;  and  she, 
She  turned,  we  closed,  we  kissed,  swore  failh,  1 

breathed 
In  some  new  planet ;  a  silent  cousin  stole 
Upon  ns  and  departed.     "  Jjcave,"  she  cried, 
"  O  leave  me ! "    "  Never,  dearest,  never  j  here 
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iimbraoinn,  all  at  once  a  score  of  puo;a 
And  poodJea  yelled  within,  and  out  they  came, 
Truatees  and  aunts  and  uncles.  "  What,  with  him! " 
"  Go"  (shrilled  the  cotton-spinning  chorus),  "lilm!" 
I    choked.      Again    they    shrieked    the    burthen 


To  lands  in  Kent  and  messuages , 

And  alight  Sir  Robert  with  his  watery  smile 

And  educated  whisker.     But  for  me. 

They  set  an  ancient  creditor  to  work : 

It  seema  I  bi-oke  a  cloae  with  foree  and  arms ; 

There  eame  a  mystic  token  from  the  king 

To  greet  the  sheriff,  needless  courtesy ! 

I  read,  and  fled  by  night,  and  flying  turned ; 

Her  taper  glimmered  in  the  lake  below ; 

I  turned  once  more,  close-buttoned  to  the  storm 

So  left  the  place,  left  Edwin,  nor  have  seen 

Him  wnce,  nor  heard  of  her,  nor  cared  to  hear. 

Nor  cared  to  hear  ?  perhaps ;  yet  long  ago 
I  have  pardoned  little  Letty ;  not  indeed, 
It  may  be,  for  her  own  dear  sake,  but  this, 
She  seems  a  part  of  those  fresh  days  to  me ; 
For,  in  the  dust  and  drouth  of  London  life, 
She  moves  among  ray  visions  of  the  lake, 
While  the  prime  swallow  dips  his  wing,  or  then 
While  the  gold-hly  blows,  and  overhead 
Tha  light  cloud  smoulders  on  the  sunmier  crag. 
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Shakspetre^s  EpilapA. 

YoD  might  have  won  the  Poet's  name, 
If  auoh  be  worth  tlie  winning  now, 
And  gained  a  laurel  for  your  brow 

Of  sounder  leaf  than  I  can  claim ; 

But  you  have  made  the  wiser  choice, 
A  life  tiiat  moves  to  gracious  ends 
Throiish  troopa  of  uurecording  friends, 

A  deedful  life,  a  wlent  voice ; 

And  you  have  missed  the  irreverent  doom 
Of  those  that  wear  the  Poet's  crown ; 
Hereafter  neither  knave  nor  clown 

Shall  hold  their  or^es  at  your  tomb. 

For  now  the  Poet  cannot  die, 
Nor  leave  his  music  as  of  old, 
But  round  him,  ere  he  scarce  be  cold, 

Begins  the  scandal  and  the  cry : 

"  Proclaim  the  faults  he  would  not  show ; 

Break  lock  and  seal ;  betray  the  trust ; 

Keep  nothing  sacred ;  'tis  but  just 
The  many-headed  beast  should  know." 

Ah,  shameless !  for  he  did  but  sing 
A  son^  that  pleased  us  from  Its  worth ; 
No  public  life  was  his  on  earth. 

No  1:dazoned  statesman  he,  nor  king. 
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I      TO  B.  L.,  ON  ei8  TRATBLS  IN  GEEECE. 

He  gave  the  people  of  his  best ; 

Hia  worst  he  kept,  his  beat  he  gave. 

My  Sliakspeare's  curae  on  clown  and  knave 
Wlio  will  not  let  hia  ashes  rest ! 

■Wto  make  it  seem  more  sweet  to  be 
The  little  life  of  bank  and  brier. 
The  bird  that  pipes  his  lone  desire 

And  dies  uuheanl  within  his  tree, 

Than  he  that  warbles  long  and  loud 
And  drops  at  Glory's  temple^aWs, 
For  whom  the  eai-i'ion  vulture  waits 

To  tear  his  heart  before  the  crowd ! 


TO  E.  L.,  ON  HIS  TEATELS  IN  GREECE. 

Illtrian  woodlands,  echoing  falls 
Of  water,  sheets  of  summer  glass. 
The  long  divine  Peneian  pass, 

The  vast  Akrokerauoian  walls, 

Tomohrit,  Athos,  all  things  liur. 
With  such  a  pencil,  such  a  pen. 
You  shadow  tortli  to  distant  men, 

1  read  and  felt  that  I  was  there  : 

And  trust  me  while  I  turned  the  page, 
And  tracked  you  stiU  on  classic  ground, 
I  grew  in  gladness  Ijll  I  found 

My  spirits  in  the  golden  age, 

Tor  me  the  torrent  ever  poured 

And  ttlistened,— here  and  there  alone 
The  broad-limbed  Gods  at  random  thrown 

By  fbuntwn-nm8 ; — and  Naiads  oared 
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A  glimmering  shoulder  under  gloom 
Of  tavorn  pillars;  on  tlie  swell 
The  silver  lily  heaved  and  fell ; 

And  many  a  slope  was  rich  in  bloom, 


From  him  that  on 

By  dancing  rivulets  fed  hb  flocks, 
To  him  who  sat  upon  the  rocks. 

And  fluted  to  the  morning  sea. 


"COME  NOT,  WHEN  I  AM  DEAD." 

Comb  not,  when  I  am  dead, 

To  drop  thy  foolish  tears  upon  my  grave, 
To  trample  round  my  fallen  head. 

And  vex  the  unhappy  dust  thou  would'at  not  sa' 
There  let  the  wind  sweep  and  the  plover  cry ; 
But  thou,  go  by. 

Child,  if  it  were  thine  error  or  thy  crime, 
I  care  no  longer,  being  all  unblest; 

Wed  whom  thou  wilt,  but  I  am  sick  of  Time, 
And  I  desire  to  rest. 

Pass  on,  weak  heart,  antl  leave  me  where  I  lie : 
Go  hy,  go  by. 


THE  EAGLE. 


He  clasps  the  crag  with  hook<!d  hands ; 
Close  to  the  sun  in  lonely  lands, 
Ringed  with  the  azure  world,  he  stands. 

The  wrinkled  sea  beneath  him  crawls : 
He  watthes  from  his  mountain  walls. 
And  like  a  thunderbolt  ho  fells. 


rii,y  Google 


THE  TALKING  OAK. 


OjfCB  more  tbe  gaw  beiind  me  fells  j 
Once  more  before  my  fece 

I  see  the  mouldered  Abbev-walls, 
Tliat  3tand  witliiii  tlie  thate. 


Beyond  the  lodge  the  city  liea, 
Beneath  its  drift  of  smoke  ; 

And  ah !  with  wliat  delighted  eyes 
I  turn  to  yonder  oak ! 

For  when  my  passion  first  began, 
Ere  that  wluch  in  me  burned. 

The  love  that  makes  me  thrice  a  mai 
Could  hope  itself  returned ; 

To  yonder  oak  within  the  field 

I  gpokc  without  restraint, 
And  with  a  larger  faith  appealed 

Than  Papist  unto  Saint. 


For  oft  I  talked  with  him  apart, 
And  told  him  of  my  choice, 

Until  he  plagiarized  a  heart. 
And  answered  with  a  voice. 


Thongh  what  he  whispered  under  Heave 
None  else  could  understand ; 

I  found  him  garrulously  ^ven, 
A  babbler  in  the  land. 
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But  since  I  heard  liim  oiake  reply 

la  manj-  a  weary  hour  ; 
Twere  wel!  to  question  him,  and  try 

If  yet  he  keeps  the  power. 


Hail,  hidden  \a  the  knees  in  fern, 
Broad  oak  of  Sumner-ehaee, 

Whose  topmost  branches  can  diseer 
The  roo&  of  Sumner-plaee  ! 


Say  thou,  whereon  I  carved  her  name, 

If  ever  maid  or  spouae, 
Aa  fair  as  my  OUvia,  came 

To  rest  beneath  thy  boughs  ? — 


"  0  Walter,  I  have  sheltered  here 

Whatever  maiden  grace 
The  good  old  Summers,  year  by  year, 

Made  ripe  in  Sumnei^chace : 


"  Old  Summers,  when  the  monk  was  fat, 
And,  issuing  shorn  and  sleek, 

Would  twist  his  ^rdle  tight,  and  pat 
The  girla  upon  the  cheek, 


"  Ere  yet,  in  seorn  of  Peter's-per 
And  numbered  bead,  and  shri 

BluiF  Harry  broke  into  the  spent 
And  turned  the  cowls  adrift : 
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"  And  aE  that  from  the  town  woiald  stroll, 
Till  that  wild  wind  made  work, 

In  whi«h  the  gloomy  brewer's  foul 
Went  by  me,  like  a  stork : 

XV. 

"  The  diffht  she-slips  of  ^jfal  blood. 

And  oUiers,  passmg  praise, 
Str»t-laced,  but  all-too-full  in  bud 

For  puritanic  stays : 

XVI. 

"  And  I  have  shadowed  many  a  group 

Of  beauties,  that  were  bom 
In  teacup  times  of  liood  and  hoop, 

Or  while  the  patch  was  worn  ; 


"  And,  leg  and  arm  with  love-knots  gaj 
About  me  leaped  and  laughed 

The  modish  Cupid  of  the  day, 
And  shrilled  his  dnsel  shcut. 

XVIII. 
"  I  swear  (and  else  may  insects  prick 

Eachleafintoagall) 
This  mrl,  for  whom  your  heart  is  sick, 

Is  thi^B  times  worth  them  all ; 


"  For  those  and  theirs,  by  Nature's  law, 

Have  Meil  long  ago ; 
But  ja  these  latter  springs  I  saw 

Tour  own  Olivia  blow, 
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"Prom  when  sie  gamLollcd  on  the  greens, 

A  babj-germ,  to  when 
The  maiden  blossoms  of  her  teens 

Could  numhcr  five  from  ten. 


"  I  swear,  by  leaf,  and  wind,  and  ra 
(And  hear  me  with  thine  ears,) 

Tliat,  though  I  circle  in  the  grain 
Five  hundred  rings  of  years — 


"  Tet,  since  I  first  could  cast  a  shade, 

Did  never  creature  pass 
So  slightly,  musically  made. 

So  light  upon  the  gra^ : 


"  For  as  to  fiiiriea,  that  will  flit 
To  make  the  greensward  fresh, 

I  hold  them  exquisitely  knit, 
But  far  too  spare  of  flesh." 

0,  hide  thy  knotted  knees  in  fern, 

And  overlook  the  chace ; 
And  from  thy  topmost  branch  discern 

"■  fs  of  Sum 


The  roofs  of  Sumner-plac 


But  thou,  whereon  I  carved  her  nj 
That  oft  hast  heard  my  vows, 

Declare  when  last  Olivia  came 
To  sport  beneath  thy  boughs. 
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xxvii. 
"  And  with  him  Albert  came  < 

I  looked  at  lim  with  joy : 
As  fowslip  unto  oxlip  is, 

So  aeems  she  to  the  boy. 


"  But,  as  for  her,  she  stayed  at  home, 
And  on  the  roof  she  went, 

And  down  the  way  you  use  to  come 
She  looked  with  discontent. 


"  She  left  the  novel  half-uncut 

Upon  the  rosowood  shelf; 
She  left  the  new  piano  shut : 

She  could  not  please  herself. 

XXXI. 

"  Then  ran  she,  gamesome  as  die  colt, 

And  livelier  than  a  lark 
She  sent  her  voice  through  all  the  holt 

Before  her,  and  the  park. 


"  A  light  wind  chased  her  on  the  win 
And  in  the  chase  grew  wild. 

As  close  as  might  he  would  ho  cUng 
AIx)uC  the  darling  child: 
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"  But  light  as  any  wind  that  blows 

So  fleetly  did  she  stir, 
The  flower,  she  touched  on,  dipt  and  n. 

And  turned  to  look  at  her. 


"  And  here  she  came,  and  round  me  played. 

And  sang  to  mc  the  whole 
Of  those  three  stanzas  that  you  made 

About  my  '  giant  bole ; ' 

"  And  in  a  fit  of  frolic  mirth 

She  strove  to  span  my  waist : 
Alas,  I  was  so  broad  of  prth, 

I  could  not  be  embraced. 

"  I  wished  myself  the  fair  young  beech 

That  here  beade  me  stands, 
That  round  nie,  clasping  each  in  each, 

She  might  have  locked  her  hands. 

"  Yet  seemed  the  pressure  thrice  as  sweet 

As  woodbine's  fragile  hold, 
Or  when  I  feel  about  my  feet 

The  berried  briony  fold." 

O  muffle  round  thy  kncea  with  fern. 

And  shadow  Sumner-chace ! 
Long  may  thy  topmost  branch  discern 

Tie  roofi  of  Sumner-place ! 


But  tell  me,  did  she  read  the  n. 
I  carved  with  many  vows, 
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When  last  witli  throlibing  heart  I  ci 
To  rest  beneath  tliy  bouglis  ? 


le  knotted  knees  of  mine, 
And  found,  and  kissed  the  name  she  found, 
And  sweetly  murmured  thine. 


"  A  teap-drop  trembled  from  ifa  sc 
And  down  my  surface  crept. 

My  fense  of  touch  is  something  co 
But  I  heheve  she  wept. 


"  Then  flushed  her  ehoek  with  r( 
She  glanced  across  the  plain ; 


"  Her  kisses  were  so  close  and  kind. 
That,  trust  me  on  my  word, 

Hard  wood  I  am,  and  wrinkled  rind, 
But  yet  my  sap  was  stirred : 

XLIV. 
"  And  even  into  my  inmost  ring 

A  pleasure  I  discerned, 
Like  those  hlind  motions  of  the  Spring 

That  show  the  year  is  turned. 


"  Thrice-happy  he  that  may  caress 
The  rlngtefs  waring  halm— 

The  eushioQs  of  whose  touch  may  press 
The  maiden's  tender  pahn. 
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"  I,  rooted  here  among  the  grovea, 

But  languidly  adjust 
My  vapid  vegetable  lovea 

With  anthers  and  with  dual : 


"  For  ah !  my  friend,  the  days  were  brief 

Whereof  the  poeta  talk, 
When  that,  whieh  breathes  within  the  leaf, 

Could  slip  ita  bark  and  walk. 


"  But  could  I,  as  in  times  foregone. 
From  spray,  and  branch,  and  etero, 

Have  sucked  and  gathered  into  one 
The  life  that  spreads  in  them, 

XLIX. 

"  She  had  not  found  me  so  remiss; 

But  lightly  issuing  through, 
I  would  have  paid  her  kiss  for  kiss 

■With  usury  thereto." 

0  flourish  high,  with  leafy  towers. 

And  overlook  the  lea, 
Pursue  thy  loves  among  the  bowers, 

But  leave  thou  mine  to  me. 


O  flourish,  hidden  deep  in  fern, 
Old  oak,  I  love  thee  well ; 

A  thousand  thanks  for  what  I  learn 
And  what  remains  to  telL 


« 'Tis  little  more :  the  day  was 
At  last,  tired  out  with  play. 
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"Her  cydida  dropped  their  silken  ea^ea^- 

I  breathed  upon  her  eyes 
Through  all  the  summer  of  my  leaves 

A  welcome  mixed  with  sighs. 


"  I  toot  the  swarming  souod  of  life — 
The  music  from  the  town— 

The  murmurs  of  the  drum  and  fife, 
And  lulled  them  in  my  own. 


"  Sometimes  I  let  a  sunheam  slip. 
To  light  her  shaded  eye  ; 

A  second  fluttered  round  her  lip 
liike  a  golden  butterfly ; 


"  A  third  would  glimmer  on  her  neck 
To  make  the  necklace  shine ; 

Another  slid,  a  sunny  fleck, 
From  head  to  ankle  fine. 


"  Then  close  and  dark  my  arms  I  spread, 
And  shadowed  all  her  rest — 

Dropt  dewa  upon  her  golden  head, 
An  acorn  in  her  breast. 


"  But  in  a  pet  she  started  up. 
And  plucked  it  out,  and  drew 

My  little  oakling  from  the  cup, 
And  flung  him  in  the  dew. 
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LIX. 

"  And  yet  it  was  a  graceful  gift — 

I  felt  a  pang  within 
As  when  I  see  the  woodman,  lift 

His  axe  to  slay  my  kin. 

"  I  shook  him  down  because  he  wa 

The  finest  on  the  tree. 
He  Ilea  beside  thee  on  tlie  grass. 

O  kiss  him  onoe  for  me  1 


Shall  grow  so  fair  as  this." 
LXII. 

Step  deeper  yet  In  herb  and  fern, 
took  further  through  the  chace. 

Spread  upward  till  thy  boughs  disot 
The  front  of  Sumner-place. 


This  fruit  of  thine  by  Love  is  blest. 

That  but  a  moment  lay 
Where  fairer  fruit  of  Love  may  rest 

Some  happy  future  day. 


I  kiss  it  twice,  I  kiss  it  thrice, 
The  warmth  it  thence  shall  w 

To  riper  life  may  magnetize 
The  baby-oat  withm. 
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THE    TALKrNG    OAK. 


NOT  wielded  axe  disjoint ; 

That  art  the  fairest  spoken  tree 

From  here  to  Lizard-point. 


O  rock  upon  thy  towery  tt 
All  throats  that  ^rgle  s 


All  grass  of  silky  feather  grow — 
And  while  he  sinks  or  swells 

The  full  south-breeKe  around  tbee  blow 
The  sound  of  minster  bells. 


The  fat  earth  feed  tiiy  branchy  root, 
That  under  deeply  strikes  1 

The  northern  m<wning  o'er  thee  shoot, 
High  up,  in  silver  spikes  1 


Nor  ever  lightning  char  thy  grain, 

But,  rolling  as  lu  eleep, 
Low  thunders  bring  the  mellow  rain, 

That  makes  thee  broad  and  deep  I 


And  hear  me  swear  a  solemn  oatl 

That  only  by  thy  side 
Will  I  to  Olive  plight  my  troth. 

And  gmn  her  for  my  bride. 
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LXTir. 
And  when  my  marri^e-mom  may  fell, 

She,  Dryad-like,  shall  wear 
Alternate  leaf  and  aeom-ball 

In  nreath  about  her  hair. 


And  I  will  work  in  prose  and  rhyme, 
And  praise  thee  more  in  both 

Than  hard  has  honored  beeeh  or  lime, 
Or  iimt  Thessalian  growth 

In  which  the  swarthy  ringdove  sat, 
And  mystic  sentence  spoke ; 

And  more  than  Ensland  honors  that, 
Thy  femous  hrother-oak, 


Wherein  the  younger  Charles  abode 
Till  all  the  paths  were  dim. 

And  far  below  the  Roundhead  rode, 
And  hummed  a  surly  hymn. 


LOVE  AND  DUTY. 

Of  love  that  never  found  his  earthly  close, 

What  sequel?  Streaming  eyes  and  breaking  hearts? 

Or  all  the  same  as  if  he  nad  not  been  ? 

Not  60.     Shall  Error  in  the  round  of  time 
Still  father  Truth  ?    0,  shall  the  braggart  shout 
For  some  blind  glimpse  of  freedom  work  itself 
Through  madness,  hated  by  the  irise,  to  law 
System  and  empire  ?     Sin  itself  be  found 
The  eloudv  porch  oft  opening  on  the  Sun  ? 
And  only  he,  this  wonder,  dead,  become 
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Mere  highway  duat?  or  year  by  year  alone 
Sit  broocling  in  the  ruins  of  a  life, 
NifjitaiMe  of  youth,  the  spuetre  of  himself? 

if  this  were  thaa,  if  this,  indeed,  were  all. 
Better  the  narrow  brain,  the  stony  licart, 
The  staring  eye  glazed  oVj  with  sapless  days, 
The  long  meehamc  pacinga  to  and  Iro, 
The  set  gray  life,  and  apathetic  end. 
But  am  I  not  the  nobler  through  thy  love  ? 
O  three  times  less  unworthy  I  likewise  thou 
Art  more  through  Love,  and  greater  than  thy  years. 
The  Sua  will  run  his  orbit,  and  the  Moon 
Her  uirele.    Wwt,  and  Love  himself  mil  bring 
The  drooping  flower  of  knowledge  changed  to  fruit 
Of  wisdom.     Wsut :  my  iaith  is  Urge  in  Tune, 
And  that  which  shapes  it  to  some  perfect  end. 

Will  some  one  say,  then  why  not  ill  for  good  ? 
Why  took  ye  not  your  pastime  ?     To  that  man 
My  work  shall  answer,  ance  I  knew  the  right 
And  did  it ;  for  a  man  is  not  as  God, 
But  then  most  Godlike  bein^  most  a  man. 

— So  let  me  think  'tis  well  for  thee  and  me — 
Ill-fated  that  I  am,  what  lot  is  mine 
Whose  foreaght  preaches  peace,  my  heart  so  slow 
To  feel  it  I     For  how  hard  it  seemed  to  me, 
When  eyes,  love-languid  through  half-teara,  would 

One  earnest,  earnest  moment  upon  mine, 
Then  not  to  dare  to  see  !  when  thy  low  voice, 
Faltering,  would  break  its  syllables,  to  keep 
My  own  full-tuned, — hold  passion  in  a  leash. 
And  not  leap  forth  and  fell  about  thy  neck, 
And  on  thy  Dosom,  (deep-deared  relief!) 
Sain  out  the  heavy  mist  of  tears,  that  weighed 
Upon  my  brdn,  my  senses  and  m;y  soul  I 

For  Love  hunseLf  took  part  against  hhnself 
To  warn  us  off,  and  Duty  loved  of  Love— 
O  this  world's  onrse— bdoved  but  hated — came 
Like  Death  betwixt  thy  dear  embrace  and  mine, 
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And  cryiitff,  "  Who  is  this  ?  hehold  thy  bride," 
She  pushed  me  from  thee. 

If  the  sense  is  hard 
To  alien  ears,  I  did  not  speak  to  these — 
No,  not  to  thee,  but  to  thyself  in  me : 
Hard  is  my  doom  and  thine :  thou  knowest  it  all- 
Could  love  part  thus  ?  was  it  not  well  to  apeak, 
To  have  spoken  once  1     If  could  not  but  be  well. 
The  slow  sweet  hours  that  bring  us  all  thin^  good. 
The  slow  sad  hours  that  bring  us  all  things  ill, 
And  all  good  things  from  evil,  brought  tie  night 
In  which  we  sat  together  and  alone. 
And  to  the  want,  that  hollowed  all  the  heart, 
Gave  utterance  by  the  vearning  of  an  eye, 
That  burned  upon  its  object  through  such  tears 
As  flow  but  onte  a  life. 

Tlie  trance  gave  way 
To  tluse  caress^,  when  a  hundreil  times 
In  that  last  kiss,  which  never  was  the  last, 
Farewell,  like  endless  welcome,  lived  and  died. 
Then  followed  counsel,  comfort,  and  the  words 
That  make  a  man  feel  strong  in  speaking  truth  j 
Till  now  the  dark  was  worn,  and  overhead 
The  tights  of  sunset  and  of  sunrise  mixed 
In  that  brief  night ;  the  summer  night,  that  paused 
Among  her  stars  to  hear  us ;  stara  that  hnng 
Love-charmed  to  liaten :  all  the  wheels  of  Time 
Spun  round  in  station,  but  the  end  had  come. 
0  then  like  those,  who  clench  their  uerves  b> 

Upon  their  dissolution,  we  two  rose. 
There — closing  like  an  individual  life — 
In  one  blind  cry  of  passion  and  of  pMu, 
lake  bitter  accusation  even  to  death. 
Caught  up  the  whole  of  love  and  uttered  it, 
And  bade  adieu  forever. 

Live — yet  live — 
Shall  sharpest  pathos  blight  us,  knowing  all 
r.ife  needs  for  life  is  possible  to  will — 
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Live  happy;  rend  thy  flowers;  be  tended  by 

My  blessing  I  Should  ray  Shadow  cross  thy  tlioughta 

Too  sadly  for  thy  peace,  remand  it  thou 

I'or  L-aJmer  houi-s  to  Memory's  darkest  hold, 

If  not  to  be  forgotten— not  at  onco — 

Not  all  forgotten.     Should  it  cross  thy  dreama, 

O  might  it  come  like  one  that  looks  content, 

With  quiet  eyes  unfaithful  to  the  truth. 

And  point  thee  forward  to  a  distant  light, 

Or  seem  to  lift  a  burthen  from  thy  heart 

And  leave  rtiee  freer,  till  thou  widce  refreshed, 

Then  when  the  first  low  matin-chirp  hath  grown 

Full  quire,  and  morning  driven  her  plow  of  pearl 

Far  furrowing  into  light  the  mounded  rack, 

Beyond  the  fair  green  field  and  eastern  sea. 


THE    GOLDEN    YEAE. 

r  which  lieonard 
Old  James  w 


Well,  you  shall  have  that  song  w 
It  was  last  summer  on  a  tour  in  W ah 


Between  tlie  lakes,  and  clambered  half  way  up 
The  counter  side ;  and  that  same  song  of  hia 
He  told  me ;  for  I  bantered  him,  and  swore 
They  said  he  lived  abut  up  within  himself, 
A  tongue-tied  Poet  in  the  feverous  days, 
That,  setting  the  how  much  before  the  how. 
Cry,  lite  the  daughters  of  the  horse-leech,  "  Give, 
Cram  us  with  all,'*  but  count  not  me  the  herd  I 

Towbieh,  "They  call  me  what  they  will,"  hefiaid: 
»  But  I  was  born  too  late :  the  feir  new  forms, 
That  float  about  the  threshold  of  an  age, 
Like  truths  of  Science  w^ting  to  be  caught — 
Catch  me  who  can,  and  make  the  catcher  crowned- 
ire  taken  by  the  forelock.     Let  it  be. 
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But  if  you  eare  indeed  to  listen,  hear 
These  measured  words,  my  work  of  yest^rmorn. 
"We  deep  and  wake  and  sleep,  but  all  tilings 

The  Sun  flies  forward  to  his  brother  Sun ; 
The  dark  Earth  folloira  wheeled  in  her  ellipse : 
And  human  things  returning  on  themselves 
Move  onward,  lining  up  the  golden  year. 

"  Ah,  though  the  times  when  some  new  thought 
can  bud 
Are  bat  as  poets'  seasons  when  they  flower. 
Yet  seas  that  daily  gain  upu  the  shore 
Have  ebb  and  flow  conditioning  their  march, 
And  slow  and  sure  comes  up  the  golden  year. 

"  When  wealth  no  more  shall  rest  in  mounded 

But  smit  with  freer  light  shall  slowly  melt 
In  many  streams  fo  fatten  lower  lands, 
And  light  shall  spread,  and  man  be  liker  man 
Through  all  the  season  of  the  colden  year, 

"  Shall  eagles  not  be  eagles  ?  wrens  be  wrens  ! 
If  all  the  world  were  faicons,  what  of  that  ? 
The  wonder  of  the  eagle  were  the  loss. 
But  he  not  less  the  eagle.     Happy  days 
Eoll  onward,  leading  up  the  golden  year. 

"  Fly,  happy,  happy  sails,  and  bear  the  Press  j 
Fly  happy  wA  the  mission  of  the  Cross ; 
Knit  land  to  land,  and  blowing  havenward. 
With  silks,  and  fruils,  and  spices,  dear  of  toll, 
Enrich  the  markete  of  the  golden  year, 

"  But  we  grow  old.     Ah  I  when  shall  all  men^ 

Be  each  man's  rule,  and  universal  Peace 
Lie  like  a  shaft  of  light  across  the  land. 
And  like  a  lane  of  beams  athwart  the  sc " 


Through  all  the  circle  of  the  golden  year  ?  " 

Thus  far  he  flowed,  and  ended ;  whereupon 
"  Ah,  folly  I "  in  mimic  cadence  answered  Jama 
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Not  in  our  lime,  nor  in  oar  children's  lime, 
"Us  like  the  second  world  to  us  that  live, 
Twero  all  as  one  to  fix  our  hopes  on  Heaven 
As  on  this  vision  of  the  j^lden  year." 

Witli  that  he  eti-uck  hia  staff  against  the  rocka 
And  broke  it, — James, — -you  know  him, — old,  but 


"  What  stuff  is  thifl  ? 
Old  writers  pushed  the  happy  season  back, — 
The  more  fools  they, — we  forward :  dreamers  both ! 
You  most,  that  in  an  ^e,  when  every  tour 
Must  sweat  her  sixty  minutes  to  the  death, 
IJve  on,  God  love  ue,  as  if  the  aeedsman,  rapt 
TJpon  the  teeming  harvest,  should  not  dip 
Ifis  hand  into  the  bag :  but  well  I  know 
That  unto  him  who  works,  and  feels  he  works. 
This  same  grand  year  is  ever  at  the  doors." 

He  spoke ;  and,  high  above,  I  heard  them  blast 
The  steep  slate-quariy,  and  the  great  eeho  (lap 
And  buffet  round  the  hills  from  bluff  to  bluffi 


ULYSSES. 

It  little  profits  that  an  idle  king. 
By  this  still  hearth,  among  these  barren  erags, 
Matched  with  an  aged  wffe,  I  mel«  and  dole 
Unequal  laws  unto  a  savage  race. 
That  hoard,  and  sleep,  and  feed,  and  know  not  m 
I  cannot  rest  fix»m  travel;  I  will  drink 
Life  to  the  lees:  all  times  I  liave  enjoyed 
Greatly,  have  suffered  greatly,  both  ivith  those 
That  loved  me,  and  alone ;  on  shore,  and  when 
Through  scudding  drifta  the  rainy  Hyades— 
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Vest  the  dim  sea:  I  am  become  a  name; 
For  always  TOaming  ivitli  a  hungry  heart 
Much  have  1  seen  and  knovm ;  cities  of  men 
And  mannors,  elimatea,  councils,  goTernmenta, 
Myself  not  least,  but  honored  of  them  all ; 
And  drunk  delight  of  batde  with  my  peers. 
Far  on  the  ringing  plains  of  windy  Troy. 
J  am  a  part  of  all  that  I  have  met ; 
Yet  all  experience  is  an  arch  wherethrough 
Gleams  that  untraTelled  world,  whose  mai^m  fade^ 
ForeTer  and  forever  when  I  move. 
How  dull  it  is  to  puse,  to  make  an  end. 
To  rust  unhurnished,  not  to  shine  in  use ! 
Aa  though  to  breathe  were  life.     Life  piled  on  life 
Were  m  too  litde,  and  of  one  to  me 
Little  remains :  hut  every  houi-  is  saved 
From  that  et«mal  silence,  something  more, 
A  bringer  of  new  things ;  and  vile  it  were 
For  some  three  suns  to  store  and  hoard  myself, 
And  this  gray  spirit  yearning  in  dears 
-To  follow  knowledge,  like  a  anking  starf— 
Beyond  the  utmost  bound  of  human  thought 

Tiua  is  my  son,  mine  own  Xs^ga^pi 
To  whom  I  leave  the  sceptre  and  lEeisle— 
Well-loved  of  me,  discerning  to  fulfil 
This  labor,  by  slow  prudence  to  make  mild 
A  rugged  people,  and  through  soft  degrees 
Subdue  them  to  the  useful  and  the  good. 
Most  Uameless  is  he,  centred  in  the  sphere 
Of  common  duties,  decent  not  to  fml 
In  offices  of  tenderness,  and  pay 
Meet  adoration  to  my  household  gods  _ 

Wlien  I  am  gone.     He  works  his  wort,  I  mme. 
There  lies  the  port ;  the  vessel  puiTa  her  sail : 
There  gloom  the  dark  broad  seas.    My  mariners, 
Souls  that  have  toiled,  and  wrought,  and  thought 

with  me — 
That  ever  with  a  frolic  welcome  took 
The  thunder  and  the  sunshine,  and  opposed 
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Free  hearts,  free  foreheads — you  and  I  are  old} 
Old  age  hath  yet  his  honor  and  his  toil ; 
Death  doses  all :  but  something  ere  the  end, 
Some  work  of  noble  note,  may  yet  he  done, 
Not  Tinhecoraing  men  that  stroie  with  Gods. 
The  lights  begin  to  twinkle  from  the  rocks : 
The  long  day  wanes :  the  slow  moon  climhs :  the 

Moans  round  with  many  voices.     Come,  my  friends, 

'Tie  not  too  late  to  seek  a  newer  world. 

Push  off,  and  sitting  well  in  order  smite 

The  sounding  furrows ;  for  my  purpose  holds 

To  sail  beyond  the  sunset,  and  the  baths 

Of  all  the  western  stars,  until  I  die. 

It  may  be  that  the  giilis  will  wash  ua  down  : 

It  may  be  we  shall  touch  the  Happy  Isles, 

And  see  the  great  Achilla,  wBomWEnew. 

Though  much  is  taken,  much  abides ;  and  though 

We  are  not  now  that  strength  which  in  old  days 

Moved  earth  and  heaven ;  that  which  we  are,  we 

One  equal  temper  of  heroic  hearts. 

Made  weak  by  lime  and  fete,  but  strong  in  will 

To  strive,  to  seek,  to  find,  and  not  to  yield. 


LOCKSLEY    HALL. 

Comrades,  leave  me  here  a  little,  while  as  yet  *tia 

Leave  me  here,  and  when  you  want  me,  sound 
upon  the  bugle-horn. 

"na  the  place,  and  all  around  it,  as  of  old,  the  cur- 
lews call. 

Dreaiy  gleams  about  the  moorland  flying  over 
Locksley  HaU ; 
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186 


the  distance  OTerlooka  tlie 
idgea  roaring  into  cataracts. 
Many  a  night  from  yonder  ivied  casement,  ere  I 


Lockeley  Hall,  that 
And  the  hollow  oces 


«  the  Pleiads,  rising  through  the 

ie, 

m  of  fire-lliea  tansled  in  a  silver 


Here  ahout  the  beach  1  wandered,  nourishing  a 

youth  sublime 
With  the  fiury  tales  of  science,  and  the  long  result 

of 'Erne; 


s  behind  me  like  a  fruitful  land 
When  I  clung  to  all  the  present  for  the  promise 


When  I  dipt  into  the  future  far  ss  human  eye  could 


In  the   Spring  a  ftdler  c 


In  the  Spring  a  liveUc 

nished  dove ; 
In^flie  Springy  young 


iris  changes  on  the  bni^ 
an^  fancy  liirhtly  tuma  to 
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Then  Iier  cheet  was  pale  and  thinner  than  should 
And  her  eyes  on  aO  my'motions  with  a  mute  oi> 


And  1  said,  "  My  couan  Amy,  speak,  and  speak  the 

tnith  to  me, 
Trust  me,  cousin,  all  the  current  of  my  being  aeta 


6n  her  pallid  cheek  and  forehead  came  a  color  and 

a  light, 
Aa  I  have  seen  the  rosy  red  flushing  in  the  northern 

And  she  turned — her  bosom  shaken  with  a  sudden 
All  the  spirit  deeply  dawning  in  the  dark  of  haael 

Saying,  "  I  have  hid  my  feelings,  fearing  they  should 

dome  wrong;" 
Saying,  "  Dost  thou  love  me,  couan  V  "  weeping,  "  I 

hare  loved  thee  long." 

Love  took  up  the  glass  of  "Eme,  and  turned  it  in 

his  glowing  hands ; 
Every  moment,  lighay  shaken,  ran  itself  iu  golden 


Lore  took  up  the  haip  of  Life,  and  smote  on  all  the 

chords  with  might ; 
Smote  the  chord  of  Self,  that,  trembling,  passed  in 

music  out  of  sight. 

Many  a  morning  on  the  moorland  did  we  hear  the 

And  her  whisper  thronged  my  pulses  with  the  ful- 
ness of  the  Spring. 
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Many  an  evening  by  tie  waters  did  we  wattb  the 

stately  sMps, 
And  our  spirits  rushed  fi^etber  at  the  touching  of 

the  lips. 

0  my  cousin,  shallow-liearted  I     O  my  Amy,  mine 


Falser  fhan  all  fancy  fetioms,  iyser  than  all  songg 

haye  sung. 
Puppet  to  a  father's  threat,  and  servile  to  a  shrew- 
la  it  well  to  wish  thee  happy? — having  known 

me- — to  decline 
On  a  range  of  lower  feelings  and  a  narrower  heart 


Yet  it  shall  be :  thou  shalt  lower  to  his  level  day  by 
0  sympa- 

As  the  husband  ia,  the  wife  is ;  thou  art  mated  with' 

a  clown, 
And  Uie  grossneas  of  his  nattire  will  have  weight  to 

drag  thee  down. 

He  will  hold  thoe,  when  his  passion  shall  have  spout 

its  novel  force, 
Something  better  than  his  dog,  a  little  dearer  than 

his  horse. 

What  is  this?  his  ej-es  are  heavy:  think  not  they 

are  glazed  with  wine. 
Go  to  him :  it  is  thy  duty ;  kisa  him :  take  hia  hand 
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It  may  be  my  lord  is  weary,  that  liis  brain  is  ovei^ 

wrought: 
Soothe  Mm  with  thy  finer  fancies,  touch  him  with 

thy  lighter  thought. 

He  will  answer  to  the  purpose,  easy  things  to  under- 
Better  thou  wort  dead  before  me,  though  I  slew 
thee  with  my  hand ! 

Better  thou  and  I  were   lying,  hidden  from  the 

heart's  disgrace. 
Rolled  in  one  another's  arms,  and  silent  in  a  las) 

embrace. 

Cursed   be  the  social  wants  that  an  against  the 

strength  of  youth  I 
Cursed  be  the  sodal  lies  that  warp  us  from  the  livina 

truth  I  * 

Cursed  be  the  sickly  forms  that  err  from  honest 

Nature's  rule  f 
Cursed  be  the  gold  that  gilds  the  straitened  forehead 

of  the  fool  1 

Well,— 'tis  well  that  I  should  bluster  I— Hadst  thou 

less  unworthy  proved — 
Would  to  God— for  I  had  loved  thee  more  than  ever 

wife  was  loved. 

Am  I  mad,  that  I  should  cherish  that  which  bears 

but  bitter  fruit  ? 
I  will  pluck  it  from  my  bosom,  though  my  heart  be 


Never,  though  my  mortal  summers  to  such  length 

of  years  should  come 
Ab  the  many-wintered  crow  that  leads  lie  clauring 

roiieiy  home. 
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Where  ia  comfoH?  in  diiiaon  of  the  records  of  tha 

Can  I  part  her  from  herself,  and  love  her,  as  I  kaew 
Tier,  kind  ? 

[  remember  one   that  perished :   sweetly  did   she 

speak  and  move : 
Such  a,  one  do  I  remember,  whom  to  look  at  was  to 

Can  I  think  of  her  as  dead,  and  love  her  for  the 

love  ahe  bore  ?. 
No — she  never  loved  roe  truly :  kive  ia  love  forever- 
Comfort  ?  comfort  scorned  of  devils !  thia  is  truth 

the  poet  angs, 
That  a  sorrow's  crown  of  sorrow  is  remembering 


Drug  thy  memoriea,  lest  thou  learn  it,  lest  thy  heart 
be  put  to  proof,  . 

In  tlie  dead;  unhappy  night,  and  when  the  rain  is 
on  tho  roof. 

Like  a  dog,  he  hunts  in  dreams,  and  thou  wt  stating 

at  the  wall, 
Where  the   dying    nishtrlamp    ffickers,  and  the 

shadows  rise  and  fall- 
Then  a  hand  shall  pass  before  thee,  pointing  to  his 

drunken  sleep. 
To  thy  widowed  marriage-pillows,  to  the  tears  that 

thou  wilt  weep. 

Thou  shalt  hear  the  "  Never,  never,"  whispered  by 

the  phantom  years, 
And  a  song  from  out  the  distance  in  the  ringing  of 
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And  an  eye  BhaJI  vex  thee,  looking  ancient  kindness 

Turn  thee,  turn  thee  on  tliy  pillow ;  get  ttes  to  tby 
■   real  again. 

Nay,  but  Nature  brings  tliee  solace ;  for  a  tender 

yoiee  will  cry. 
'Tia  a  purer  life   than  thine ;  a  lip  to  drain  thy 

trouble  dry. 

Baby  lips  will  laugh  me  down ;    my   latest   rival 

brings  thee  rest. 
Baby  fingers,  waxen  touches,  press  mc  from  the 

mother's  breast. 

O,  the  child  too  clothes  the  father  with  a  dearnesa 

not  his  due. 
Half  is  thine  and  half  is  his  ;  it  will  be  worthy  of 


O,  I  see  thee  old  and  formal,  fitted  lo  thy  petty 

With  a  little  hoard  of  maxims  preaeliing  down  a 
daughter's  heait. 

"  They  were  dangerous   guides   the  feelings — she 

herself  was  not  exempt — 
Truly,  she  herself  had  suffered" — ^Perish  in  thy 

self-eontempt ! 

OverliTe  it — lower  yet^— he  happy  I  wherefore  should 
I  myself  must  mix  with  action,  lest  1  wither  by 


What  is  that  which  I  should  turn  to,  lighting  upon 

days  like  these  1 
Every  door  is  barred  with  gold,  and  opens  but  lo 

golden  keys. 
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Erery  gate  ia  thronged  witli  suitorg,  all  the  maTketS 

oyerilow. 
I  have  tut  an  angry  taaay  :  wliat  is  that  wliieh  I 

should  do  ? 

I  had  been  content  to  perish,  falling  on  the  foBman'a 

ground, 
When  flie  ranks  are  rolled  in  vapor,  and  the  winds 

are  laid  with  sound. 

But  the  jingling  of  the  guinea  helps  the  hurt  that 

Honor  feels. 
And  the  nations  do  but  marmur,  snarling  at  each 

other's  heels. 

Can  I  but  relive  in  sadness  ?  I  will  turn  that  earlier 
mv  deep  emotion,  oh  thou  wondrous 


Make  mc  feel  the  wild  pulsation  that  I  felt  before 

the  strife, 
When  I  heard  my  days  before  me,  and  the  tumult 

of  my  life ; 

Yearning  for  the  large  excitement  that  the  coming 

years  would  yield, 
Ef^ei^hearted  as  a  boy  when  first  he  leaves  bia 

fether's  field, 

And  at  night  along  the  dusky  highway  near  and 

nearer  drawn, 
Sees  in  heaven  tlie  light  of  London  flaring  like  a 

dreary  dawn ; 

And  his  spirit  leaps  within  him  to  be  gone  before 
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BJen,  my  brothers,  men  the  workers,  ever  reaping 

something  new : 
That  which  they  have  done  but  earnest  of  the  thin^ 

that  they  shall  do ; 

For  I  dipt  into  the  future,  fer  as  human  eye  eouhi 
1  the  wonder 


Saw  the  heavens  fill  with  commerce,  ai^siea  of 

Pilots  of  the  purple  twilight,  dropping  down  with 
costly  bales ; 

Heard  the  heavens  fill  with  shouting,  and  there 
i^ned  a  ghastly  dew 

From  the  nations'  airy  navies  grappling  in  the  cen- 
tral blue ; 

Far  along  the  world-wide  whisper  of  the  south-wind 

rushing  warm, 
With  the  standards  of  the  peoples  plunging  through 

the  thunder-storm; 

mi  the  war-drum   throbbed  no   longer,  and   the 

battle-flags  were  furled 
In  the  Parliament  of  man,  the  Federation  of  the 

-There  the  common  sense  of  most  shall  hold  a  fretful 
And  the  kindly  earth  shall  slumber,  lapt  in  universal 


Left  me  with  the  palsied  heart,  and  left  me  with  the 
jaundiced  eye ; 
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Eye,  to  which  all  order  festersi,  all  things  here  are 

out  of  joint, 
Science  moves,  but  slowly,  slowly,  creeping  on  from 
point  to  point : 

Slowly  comes  a  hungry  people,  as  a  lion,  creeping 

Glares  at  one  that  nods  and  winks  behind  a  slowly- 
dying  fire. 

Tet  I  doubt  not  thfough  the  ages  one  increasing 

}  widened-  mth  the 

VFhat  is  that  to  bim  that  reaps  not  harvest  of  hia 

youthful  joys. 
Though  the  deep  heart  of  existence  beat  forever 

like  a  boy's  ? 

Knowledge  eomes,  but  msdom  lingers,  and  I  linger 

on  tbe  shore. 
And  the  individual  withers,  and  the  world  is  more 


Knowledge  comes,  but  wisdom  lingers,  and  he  bears 

a  laden  breast, 
Full  of  sad  experience  moving  toward  the  stillness 


Hark,  my  merry  comrades  call  me,  sounding  on  the 

bugle-horn, 
They  to  whom  my  foolish  passion  were  a  target  for 

Shall  it   not  be   scorn  to  me  to  harp  on  such  a 

mouldered  string? 
I  am  shamed  tbrough  Si  my  nature  to  have  loved 

so  slight  a  thing. 
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Weakness  to  be  wroth  with  weakness  I  worn; 

pleasure,  woman's  pain — 
Nature  made  tiem  blinder  motions  bounded  i 
sr  brain : 


Woman  is   the  li?ssey  man,  and  all  thy  passions, 

matched  with  mine, 
Are  as  moonlight  unto  sunlight,  and  aa  water  nnto 

Here  at  least,  where  nature  sickens,  nothing.     Al^ 


Where  in  wild  Mahratta-battle  fell  my  father  evil- 
starred; 
I  was  left  a  trampled  orphan,  and  a  selfish  uncle's 

Or  to  burst  all  lints  of  habit — there  to  wander  fitr 


Larger  constellations  burning,  meBow  moons  and 

happy  skies, 
Bi^adths  of  tropic  shade  and  pahns  in  cluster,  knots 

of  Paradise. 

Never  comes  the  trader,  never  floats  an  Enropean 

dag. 
Slides  the  bird  o'ei;  lustrous  woodland,  swings  the 

trailer  from  the  erag ; 

Droops   the    heavy-blossomed    bower,   hangs    the 

heavy-fruited  tree — 
Summer  isles  of  Eden  lying  in  dark-purple  spheres 
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There  methmka  would  be  enjoyment  more  than  in 

this  march  of  mind, 
In  iito  steamship,  in  the  railway,  in  the  thoughts 

tliat  shake  mankind. 

There  the  pasaons,  cramped  no  longer,  shaE  have 

scope  and  hreathing-space ; 
I  wiii  take  some  savage  woman,  she  shall  rear  my 

Iron-jointed,  snpple-^newed,  they  shall  dive,  and 

they  shall  run, 
Catch  the  wild  goat  by  the  hair,  and  hurl  their 


Whistle  back  the  parrot's  call,  and  leap  the  rain- 
bows of  the  brooks. 
Not  with  blinded  eyesight  poring  over  miserable 

books- 
Fool,  again  the  dream,  the  fancy !  but  I  ktiovj  ray 

words  are  wild, 
But  I  count  the   gray  barbarian  lower  thim  the 
Christian  chdd. 

/,  to  herd  with  narrow  foreheads,  vacant  of  our 

glorious  gains, 
Li^e  a  beast  with  lower  pleasures,  like  a  beast  with 

lower  pidns  I 

Mated  with  a  smialid  savage — ^what  to  me  were  sun 

or  clime  f 
I  the  heir  of  all  tiie  ages,  in  the  foremost  files  of 


I  that  rather  held  it  better  men  should  perish  one 

by  one. 
Than  liiat  earth  should  stand  at  gaze  like  Joshua's 
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Kot  in  vain  ttie  distiince  beacons.  Forward,  for- 
ward let  us  ranijc. 

Let  the  great  world  spin  forever  down  the  ringing 
grooves  of  cliange. 

Through  the  shallow  of  the  gbbe  we  sweep  into  the 

Better  fifty  years  of  Europe  than  a  eyule  of  Catliay. 

Motlie[-a"e,  (for  mine  I  knew  not,)  help  me  aa 
when  life  begun ; 

Kit  the  hills,  and  roll  the  waters,  flash  the  light- 
nings, weigh  the  Sun — 

0, 1  see  the  crescent  promise  of  my  spirit  hath  not 

Ancient  founts  of  inspiration  well  through  all  my 
fancy  yet. 

Howsoever  these  things  be,  a  long  iarewell  to  Looks- 
ley  Hall  I 

Now  for  me  the  woods  may  wither,  now  for  me  the 
roof-tree  falL 

Comes  a  vapor  from  the  mar^n,  blackening  over 

heath  and  holt, 
Cramming  all   the  blast  before  it,  in  its  breast  a 

thunderbolt. 

Let  it  fall  on  Locksley  Hall,  with  rain  or  hail,  or 

fire  or  snow ;  _  .        ,  , 

For  the  mighty  wmd  anses,  roanng  seaward,  and  I 


I  wailed  for  tie  train  at  Coventry; 

I  hung  with  grooms  and  porters  an  the  bridge, 
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To  vitdeJi  (he  three  Udl  $pires ;  and  there  I  shaped 
T^e  city's  ancient  legend  into  tkv; : — 

Not  only  we,  the  latest  seed  of  Time, 
New  men,  that  in  the  flying  of  &  wheel 
C^  down  tlie  paat,  not  only  we,  that  prate 
Of  riglits  and  wrongs,  have  loved  the  people  ■well, 
And  loathed  to  see  them  overtaxed ;  but  she 
Kd  more,  and  underweot,  and  overcame, 
The  woman  of  a  thousand  summers  back, 
Godiva,  wife  to  that  grim  Earl,  who  ruled 
In  Coventry :  for  when  he  laid  a  tax 
Upon  his  town,  and  all  the  mothers  brought 
Their  children,  clamoring,  "  If  we  pay,  we  starve  ! 
She  sought  her  hjrd,  and  found  him,  where  he  strode 
About  the  hall,  among  his  dogs,  alone. 
His  beard  a  foot  before  him,  and  his  Wr 
Ayard  behind.     She  told  him  of  their  tears. 
And  prayed  him,  "  If  they  pay  this  tax,  they  starve." 
Whereat  he  stared,  replying  half-amazed, 
"  You  would  not  let  your  little  fin^r  at-he 
For  such  as  these  f " — "  But  I  would  die,"  said  she. 
He  laughed,  and  swore  by  Peter  and  by  Paul : 
Then  filliped  at  the  diamond  in  her  ear; 
"  O  ay,  ay,  ay,  you  talk  !  " — "  Alas  1 "  she  said, 
"  But  prove  me  what  it  is  I  would  not  do." 
And  from  a  heart  as  rough  as  Esau's  band. 
He  answered,  "  lUde  you  naked  through  the  town. 
And  I  repeal  it ; "  and  nodding,  as  in  scorn, 
He  parted,  with  great-strides  among  his  dogs. 

So  left  alone,  the  pasaons  of  her  mind, 
As  mnds  from  all  the  compass  shitt  and  blow. 
Made  war  upon  each  other  for  an  hour, 
Till  pity  won.     She  sent  a  herald  forth, 
Andoade  him  cry,  with  sound  of  trumpet,  all 
The  hard  condition ;  but  that  she  would  loose 
The  people :  therefore,  as  they  loved  her  well. 
From  then  till  noon  no  foot  sliould  pace  the  street, 
No  eye  look  down,  she  passing ;  but  that  all 
Should  keep  within,  door  shut,  and  window  barred 
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Then  fled  she  to  her  inmost  bower,  and  there 
Unclasped  the  -wedded  eagles  of  her  belt. 
The  gnni  Earl's  mft ;  bat  ever  at  a  breath 
She  fingered,  looling  like  a  Bummer  moon 
Half-dipt  in  cloud :  anon  she  shook  her  head. 
And  showered  the  rippled  ringlets  to  her  knee ; 
Unclad  herself  in  haste ;  adown  the  atair 
Stole  on ;  and,  like  a  creeping  sunbeam,  slid 
From  pillar  unto  piUar,  until  she  reached 
The  gateway ;  there  she  found  her  palfrey  trapt 
In  purple  iJazoned  with  armorial  gold. 

Then  she  rode  forth,  clothed  on  with  chastity : 
The  deep  air  listened  round  her  as  she  rode. 
And  ^t  the  low  wind  hardly  breathed  for  fear. 
The  little  wide-mouthed  heads  upon  the  spout 
Had  cunning  eyes  to  see ;  the  barking  cur 
Made  her  cheek  flame :  her  palfrey's  footiall  shot 
Light  horrors  through  her  pulses :  the  blind  walls 
"Were  full  of  chinks  and  holes ;  and  overhead 
Fantastic  gablea,  crowding,  stared :  but  she 
Not  less  through  all  bore  up,  till,  last,  she  saw 
The  white-flowered  elder  thicket  from  the  field 
Gleam  through  the  (Jothic  archways  in  the  wall. 

Then  she  rode  back,  clothed  on  with  chastity. 
And  one  low  churl,  compact  of  thankless  earth, 
The  fetal  byword  of  all  years  to  come. 
Boring  a  little  auger-hole  in  fear, 
Peeped — bat  Ids  eyes,  before  they  had  their  will, 
Were  shrivelled  into  darkness  in  his  head, 
And  dropt  before  him.     So  the  Powers,  who  wait 
On  noble  deeds,  cancelled  a  sense  misused ; 
And  she,  that  knew  not,  passed :  and  all  at  once, 
With  twelve  great  shocks  of  sound,  the  shamelcM 

Was  clashed  and  hammered  from  a  hundred  towers, 

One  afler  one :  but  even  then  she  gained 

Her  bower ;  whence  reissuing,  robed  and  crownei 

To  meet  her  lord,  she  took  the  tax  away, 

And  bnilt  herself  an  everlasting  nane. 
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THE  TWO  VOICES. 

A  STILL  small  voioe  spake  unto  me, 
"  Thou  art  so  full  of  miseiy, 
Were  it  not  better  not  to  be  ?  " 

Then  to  the  still  small  voice  I  said : 
"  Let  me  not  cast  in  endless  shade 
What  is  BO  wonderftiUy  made." 

To  which  the  voice  did  urge  reply : 

"  To-day  I  aaw  the  dragon-fly 

Come  from  the  wsUs  where  he  did  lie. 

"  An  inner  impulse  rent  the  veil 
Of  his  old  husk :  from  bead  to  tail 
Came  out  clear  plates  of  sapphire  mail. 

"  He  dried  his  wings :  like  gauze  they  grew : 
Through  crofts  and  pastures  wet  with  dew 
A  hving  flash  of  light  he  flew." 

I  said,  "  When  first  the  world  began, 
Young  Nature  through  five  cycles  ran, 
And  m  the  sixth  she  moulded  man. 


Thereto  the  silent  voice  replied  r 

"  Self-blinded  are  ^ou  by  your  pride : 

Loci  up  through  night :  the  world  is  \ 

"  This  truth  within  thy  mind 
That  in  a  boundless  universe 
Is  boundless  better,  boundless 
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In  yonder  hundred  million  spiierea  ?  " 

It  sp^e,  moreover,  in  my  mind ; 

"  Tliough  tliou  wcrt  scattered  to  the  wind, 

Yet  is  there  plenty  of  (he  kind." 

Then  did  my  response  clearer  iall : 
"  No  compound  of  this  earlMy  ball 
Is  like  another,  all  in  all." 

To  which  he  answered  scoffingly : 
"  Good  soul !  suppose  I  grant  it  thee. 
Who'll  weep  for  thy  defeiency  V 

"  Or  wiU  one  beam  be  less  intense. 

When  thy  peculiar  difference 

Is  cancelled  in  the  world  of  sense  1  " 

1  would  have  said,  "  Thou  canst  not  know," 
But  my  full  heart,  that  worked  below, 
Rained  through  my  sight  its  overfiow. 

A^n  the  voice  spake  unto  me : 
"  Thou  art  so  steeped  in  misery, 
Surely  'twere  better  not  to  be. 

"  Thine  anguish  will  not  let  thee  sleep. 

Nor  any  train  of  reason  keep : 

Thou  canst  not  think,  but  thou  wilt  weep." 

I  said,  "  The  years  with  change  advance : 
If  I  make  dark  my  countenance, 
J  shut  my  life  from  happier  chance. 

"  Some  turn  this  sickness  yet  might  lake, 
Even  yet."     But  he :  "  what  drag  can  maki 
A  withered  paby  cease  to  shake  ?  " 
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I  wept,  "  Though  I  should  die,  I  know 
That  all  about  the  tJiom  will  blow 
In  tufts  of  rosy-tinted  snow ; 

"  And  men,  through  novel  spheres  of  thougl 
Still  moving  after  truth  long  sought. 
Will  learn  new  things  when  I  am  not." 

"  Yet,"  said  the  secret  voice,  "  some  time, 
Sooner  or  later,  will  gray  prime 
Make  (by  grass  hoar  with  early  rime. 

"  Not  less  swift  souls  that  yoarn  for  lighf^ 

Rapt  after  heaven's  starry  flight, 

Would  sweep  the  tracts  of  day  and  night. 

"  Not  less  the  bee  would  range  her  cells, 
The  furay  priirkle  fire  the  dells. 
The  foxglove  cluster  dappled  bells." 

I  said  that  "  all  the  years  invent ; 
Each  montli  is  various  to  present 
The  world  with  some  development. 

"  Were  this  not  well,  to  bide  mine  hour, 
Though  watching  from  a  ruined  tower 
How  grows  the  day  of  human  power  ?  " 

"  The  highestmounted  mind,"  he  said, 
"  Still  sees  the  sacred  morning  spread 
The  silent  summit  overhead. 

"  Will  thirty  seasons  render  plain 
Those  lonely  lights  that  still  remain, 
Just  breaking  over  land  and  main  ? 

"  Or  make  that  morn,  from  his  cold  crown 
And  crystal  silence  crecpine  down, 
Fhjod  with  full  daylight  glebe  and  town  ? 
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"  Forerun  thy  peers,  thy  time,  and  let 

Thy  feet,  millenniums  hence,  he  set 

In  midst  of  knowledge  dreamed  not  yet. 

"  Thou  hast  not  gained  a  real  height. 
Nor  art  thou  nearer  to  the  light, 
Because  the  scale  is  infinite. 

"  'Twere  better  not  to  breathe  or  apeak, 
Than  cry  for  strength,  remaining  weak, 
And  seem  to  find,  but  still  to  seek. 


Asks  what  thou  lackest,  thougbt  resigned, 
A  healthy  frame,  a  quiet  mind." 

I  said,  "  When  I  am  gone  away, 
'  He  dared  not  tarry,'  men  will  say, 
Doing  dishonor  to  my  clay." 

"  This  is  more  vile,"  he  made  reply, 

"  To  breathe  and  loathe,  to  live  and  sigh, 

Than  once  from  dread  of  pidn  to  die. 

"  Sick  art  thou — a  divided  will 
Still  heaping  on  the  fear  of  ill 
The  fear  of  men,  a  coward  still. 

"  Do  men  love  thee  ?     Art  thou  so  bound 
To  men,  that  how  thy  name  may  sound 
Will  vex  thee  lying  undet^round  ? 


Than  of  the  garnered  Autmiin-Ehea£ 
sxed  Spirit,  sleep 
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"  Hard  task,  to  pluck  resolve,"  I  cried, 
"  From  emptiness  and  the  waste  wide 
Of  that  ahyss,  or  scornful  pride  1 

"  Nay — rather  j^t  that  I  could  raise 
One  hope  tliat  warmed  me  ia  the  daj^ 
While  still  I  yearned  for  human  praise. 

"  "When,  wide  in  soul  and  hold  of  tongue, 
Among  the  tenls  I  paused  and  sung, 
The  distant  hattle  flashed  and  rung. 

"laung  the  joyful  Ptean  clear, 
And,  sitting,  burnished  without  fear 
The  brand,  the  buckler,  and  the  speai"— 

"  Waiting  to  strive  a  happy  strife, 
To  war  with  felaehood  to  the  knife. 
And  not  to  lose  the  good  of  life — 

"  Some  hidden  principle  to  move, 
To  put  together,  part  and  prove. 
And  mete  the  bounds  of  hate  and  love — 

"  As  far  as  might  be,  to  carve  out 
Free  spate  for  every  human  doubt. 
That  the  whole  mind  might  orb  about — 

"  To  search  through  all  I  felt  and  saw, 
The  springs  of  life,  the  depths  of  awe. 
And  reach  the  law  within  the  law ; 

"  At  least,  not  rotting  like  a  weed, 
But  having  sown  some  generous  seed. 
Fruitful  of  further  thought  and  deed, 

"  To  pass,  when  Life  her  light  withdraws, 
Not  void  of  rishteous  self-applause, 
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"  Whose  eyes  are  dim  with  glorious  tears, 
When,  soiled  with  noble  dust,  he  heara 
TTJH  countrj'a  war-song  thrill  his  ears : 

"  Then  dying  of  a  morta,l  stroke, 
What  time  tSe  fbeman's  line  is  broke, 
And  all  the  war  is  rolled  in  amoke." 

"  Tea  I "  said  the  voice,  "  thy  dream  was  good, 
While  thou  abodest  in  the  bud. 
It  was  the  stirring  of  the  biood. 

*'  If  Nature  put  not  forth  her  power 
About  the  opening  of  the  flower, 
Who  is  it  that  could  live  an  hour  ? 

"  Then  comes  the  check,  the  change,  the  feU. 
Pain  rises  up,  old  pleasures  pall. 
There  is  one  remedy  for  all. 

"  Yet  hadst  thou,  through  enduring  pain, 
Xvinked  month  to  month  with  such  a  chain 
Of  knitted  purport,  all  were  vidn. 

"  Thou  hadst  not  between  death  and  birth 
Dissolved  the  riddle  of  the  earth. 
So  were  thy  labor  httJe-worth. 

"  That  men  with  knowledge  merely  played, 
I  told  thee — hardly  nigber  made. 
Though  scaling  slow  from  grade  to  grade ; 

"  Much  less  this  dreamer,  deaf  and  blind. 
Named  man,  may  hope  some  truth  to  find, 
That  bears  relohon  to  the  mind. 
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"  For  BTery  worm  beneath  the  moon 
Draws  different  threads,  and  late  and  soon 
Spins,  toiling  out  his  own  coeoon. 

"  Cry,  fiunt  not :  either  Truth  is  born 
Beyond  the  polar  gleam  forlorn, 
Or  in  the  gateways  of  the  mom. 

"  Cry,  faint  not,  climb :  the  summits  slope 
Beyond  the  furthest  flights  of  hope, 
Wrapt  in  dense  cloud  from  base  to  cope, 

"  Sometimes  a  little  corner  shines, 

As  over  rainy  mist  inclines 

A  gleaming  crag  with  belts  of  pines. 

"  I  will  go  forward,  sayest  thou, 
I  shall  not  fidl  to  find  her  now. 
Look  up,  the  fold  is  on  her  brow. 

"If  straight  thy  track,  or  if  oblique, 

Thou  know'st  not.     Shadows  thou  dost  strike, 

Embracing  cloud,  Ixion-Iike ; 

"  And  owning  but  a  little  more 
Than  beasts,  abideat  lame  and  poor. 
Calling  thyself  a  little  lower 

"  Than  angels.     Cease  to  wail  and  brawl  1 
"Why  inch  by  inch  to  darkness  crawl  ? 
There  is  one  remedy  for  all." 

"  0  dull,  one-sided  voice,"  aaid  I, 
"  Wilt  thou  make  everything  a  lie, 
To  flatter  me  that  I  may  die  ? 

"  I  know  that  age  to  age  succeeds, 
Blowing  a  noise  of  tongues  and  deeds, 
A  dnst  of  systems  and  of  creeds. 
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"I  cannot  hide  that  some  have  striven, 
Achieving  eahn,  to  whom  was  ffivcn 
The  joy  that  mixes  man  with  Heaven : 

"  Who,  rowing  hard  against  the  stream, 
Saw  distant  gates  of  Eden  gleam. 
And  did  not  dream  it  was  a  dream ; 

"  But  heard,  by  secret  transport  !ed. 
Even  in  the  chamels  of  the  dead. 
The  murmur  of  the  fountain-head— 

"  Which  did  accomplish  their  desire, 
Bore  and  forbore,  and  did  not  lire, 
Like  Stephen,  an  unquenched  fire, 

"  He  heeded  not  reviling  tones. 
Nor  sold  his  heart  to  idle  moans. 
Though  cursed  and  scorned,  and  bruised  with 


"  But  looking  upward,  full  of  grace, 
He  prayed,  and  from  a  happy  place 
God?3  glory  amote  hhn  on  the  face." 

The  sullen  answer  slid  betwixt : 

"  Not  that  the  grounds  of  hope  were  fij 

The  elements  were  kindlier  mixed." 

I  said,  "  I  toil  beneath  the  curse, 
But,  knowing  not  the  universe, 
I  fear  to  sUde  from  bad  to  morse. 

"  And  that,  in  seeking  to  undo 
\One  riddle,  and  to  find  the  true, 
I  knit  a  hundred  others  new ; 

"  Or,  that  this  anguish  fleeting  hence, 
Unmanacled  from  bonds  of  sense, 
Be  fixed  and  frozen  to  permanence : 
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"  For  I  so,  weak  Irom  suffering  here ; 
Naked  Igo,  and  void  of  cheer; 
What  ia  it  that  I  may  not  fear  ?  " 

"  Consider  well,"  the  voice  replied, 

"  His  face,  that  two  hours  since  hath  died ; 

Wilt  thou  find  passion,  pain  or  pride  ? 

"  Will  he  obey  when  one  commanda  ? 
Or  ajiswer  should  one  press  hia  hands  ? 
He  answers  not,  nor  understands. 

"  Hia  palms  are  folded  on  his  breast: 
There  is  no  other  thing  expressed 
But  long  disquiet  mei^ed  in  rest 

"  Hia  lips  are  very  mild  and  meek : 
Though  one  should  smile  him  on  the  cheek, 
And  on  tJie  mouth,  he  will  not  speak. 

"  Hia  little  daughter,  whose  sweet  face 
He  kissed,  taking  his  last  embrace, 
Becomes  dishonor  to  her  race — 

"  His  sons  grow  up  that  bear  hia  name. 
Some  grow  to  honor,  some  to  shame, — 
But  he  is  chill  to  prmse  or  blame. 

"  He  will  not  hear  the  north-wind  rave. 
Nor,  moaning,  household  shelter  crave 
From  winter  raina  that  beat  his  grave. 

"  High  np  the  vapors  fold  and  swim : 
About  him  broods  the  twilight  dim : 
The  place  he  knew  forgetteth  him." 


Nor  canst  thou  show  tr 
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"  The  sap  dries  iip :  the  plant  dedineB. 
A  deeper  tale  my  heart  divines. 
Know  I  not  Death  ?  tie  outward  signs  ? 

"  I  found  him  when  my  years  were  few ; 
A  shadow  on  the  craves  I  knew, 
And  darkness  in  me  village  yew. 

"  From  grave  to  grave  the  shadow  crept : 
In  her  still  place  the  morning  wept : 
Touched  by  his  feet  the  daisy  slept. 

"  The  wmple  senses  crowned  his  head : 
'  Ome^a  I  thou  art  Lord,'  they  said, 
'  We  find  no  motion  in  the  dead." 

"Why,  if  man  rot  in  dreamless  ease, 
Should  that  plain  feet,  aa  tauaht  by  these, 
Not  make  him  sure  that  he  shall  ceaae  ? 

"  Who  forged  that  other  influence, 

That  heat  of  inward  evidence, 

By  which  he  doubts  against  the  sense  ? 

"  He  owns  the  fatal  ^ft  of  eyes. 
That  read  his  spirit  blindly  mse, 
Not  simple  as  a  thing  that  dies. 

"  Here  mIs  he  shaping  wings  to  fly; 
His  heart  forebodes  a  mystery : 
He  names  the  name  Eternity. 

"  That  type  of  Perfect  in  his  mind 
In  Nature  can  he  nowhere  find. 
He  sows  himself  on  every  wind. 

"  He  seems  to  hear  a  Heavenly  Friend, 
And  through  thick  veils  to  apprehend 
A.  labor  working  to  an  end. 


rii,y  Google 


"  The  end  and  the  beginning  vex 
Hia  reason :  many  things  perplex, 
With  motions,  checks,  and  oountor-cheekB. 

"  He  knows  a  baseness  in  hia  blood 

At  auch  Btrange  war  with  sometbing  good, 

He  may  not  do  the  thing  he  would. 

"  Heaven  opens  inward,  chasms  yawn. 
Vast  images  in  glimmering  dawn, 
Half  shown,  are  broken  and  withdrawn. 

"  Ah  I  sure  within  him  and  without, 
Could  his  dark  wisdom  find  it  out, 
There  must  be  answer  to  his  doubt. 

"  But  thou  canst  answer  not  agtdn. 
With  thine  own  weapon  art  thou  slain, 
Or  thou  wilt  answer  but  in  VMn. 

"  The  doubt  would  rest,  I  dare  not  solve. 
In  the  same  circle  we  revolve. 
Assurance  only  breeds  resolve." 

As  when  a  billow,  blown  against. 

Palls  back,  the  voice  with  which  I  fenced 

A  little  ceased,  but  recommencod. 

"  Where  wert  thou  when  thy  father  played 
In  hie  free  field,  and  pastime  made, 
A  merry  boy  in  sun  and  shade  ? 

"  A  merry  boy  they  called  him  then. 
He  eat  upon  Uie  knees  of  men 


;,  till  thou  wert  also  it 
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"  Who  took  a  ■wife,  who  reared  his  race, 
Whose  wrinklea  gathered  on  his  faue, 
Whose  troubles  number  with  his  da)-s : 

"  A  life  of  nothings,  nothing-worth, 
From  that  first  nothing  ere  his  birth 
To  that  last  nothing  under  earth  1 " 

"  These  words,"  I  said,  "  are  like  the  re 
No  certain  clearness,  but  at  best 
A  Tague  suspicion  of  the  breast : 

"  But  if  I  grant,  thou  nught^at  defend 
The  theas  which  thy  words  intend — 
That  to  begin  irophes  to  end ; 

"  Yet  how  should  I  for  certain  hold, 
Because  my  memory  is  so  cold, 
That  I  first  was  in  human  mould  ? 

"  I  cannot  make  this  matter  plain. 
But  I  would  shoot,  howe'er  in  vain, 
A  random  arrow  from  the  brmn. 

"  It  may  bo  that  no  life  is  found, 
Which  only  to  one  engine  bound 
Falls  ofl*,  but  cycles  always  round. 


The  slipping  through  from  state  Ui  state. 

"  As  here  we  find  in  trances,  men 
Forget  the  dream  that  happens  then. 
Until  they  iall  in  trance  again. 

"  So  might  we,  if  our  state  were  such 

As  one  before,  remember  much, 

For  those  two  likes  might  meet  and  touch. 
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"  But,  if  I  lapsed  from  nobler  place, 
Some  l^end  of  a  feiien  rate 
Alone  might  Lint  of  my  di^ace ; 

"  Some  vague  emotion  of  delight 

In  gazing  up  an  Alpine  height, 

Some  yearmng  toward  the  lamps  of  night 

"  Or  if  through  lower  Kvea  I  came— - 
Though  all  experience  past  became 
Consolidate  in  mind  and  frame — 

"  I  might  foi^t  my  wealcer  lot ; 
For  ia  not  our  first  year  foi^ot  ? 
The  haunts  of  memory  echo  not 

"  And  men,  whose  reason  long  was  blind, 
From  cells  of  madness  unconfined, 
Oft  lose  whole  years  of  darker  mind. 

"  Much  more,  if  first  I  floated  free, 
As  naked  essence,  must  I  be 
Incompetent  of  memory : 

"  For  memory  dealing  but  with  time, 
And  he  with  matter,  could  she  climb 
Beyond  her  own  material  prime  ? 

"  Moreover,  something  ia  or  seems. 
That  touches  me  with  mystic  gleams, 
Like  glimpses  of  forgotten  dreams — 

"  Of  something  felt,  like  something  here  i 
Of  something  done,  1  know  not  where ; 
Such  as  no  language  may  declare." 

The  still  voice  laughed.     "  I  talk,"  said  he, 
"  Not  with  thy  dreams.     Suffice  it  thee 
Thy  pain  is  a  reality," 
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"  But  thou,"  said  I,  "  liast  missed  thy  mark, 
Who  sought'st  to  wreck  my  mortal  ark, 
By  making  all  the  horizon  dark. 

"  AYhy  not  set  forth,  if  1  should  do 
Thi3  rashness,  tliat  which  might  enauo 
With  this  old  soul  in  organs  new  ? 

*'  "Whatever  craay  sorrow  saith, 

No  life  that  breathes  with  human  breath 

Has  ever  truly  longed  for  death. 

"  "lis  life,  whereof  our  nerves  are  scant, 

0  life,  not  death,  for  which  we  pant ; 
More  life,  and  fuller,  that  I  want." 

1  ceased,  and  sat  aa  one  forlorn. 
Then  said  the  voice,  in  quiet  scorn, 
"  Behobi,  it  is  the  Sabbath  morn." 

And  I  arose,  and  I  released 

The  easement,  and  the  light  increased 

With  freshness  in  the  dawning  east. 

Like  softened  airs  that  blowing  steal, 
When  meres  begin  to  uncongeal, 
The  sweet  churdi  bells  began  to  peal. 

On  to  God's  house  the  people  prest ; 
Paariog  the  place  where  each  must  rest, 
Ea,oh  entered  hke  a  welcome  guest. 

One  walked  between  his  wife  and  chihj, 
With  measured  footfall  firm  and  mild. 
And  now  and  then  he  gravely  smiled. 

The  prudent  partner  of  his  blood 
Leaned  on  him,  faithful,  gentle,  good, 
Wearing  the  rose  of  womanhood. 
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And  in  their  double  love  secure. 
The  httle  maiden  walked  demure, 
Pacing  with  downward  e/olids  pure. 

These  three  made  unitj-  so  sweet, 
My  frozen  heart  began  to  beat, 
Remembering  its  ancient  heat. 

I  blest  them,  and  they  wandered  on : 
I  spoke,  but  answer  came  there  none : 
The  dull  and  bitter  voice  was  gone. 

A  second  voice  was  at  mine  ear, 

A  little  whisper  silver-clear, 

A  murmur,  "  Be  of  better  cheer." 

As  from  some  blissful  neighborhood, 

A  notice  faintly  understood, 

"  I  sec  the  end,  and  know  the  good." 

A  littie  hint  to  solace  woe, 

A  hint,  a  whisper  breathing  low, 

"  1  may  not  speak  of  what  I  know." 

Like  an  iEolian  harp  that  wakes 

Ko  certain  air,  but  overtakes 

Far  thought  with  music  that  it  makes: 

Such  seemed  the  whisper  at  my  side : 

"  What  is  it  thou  knowest,  sweet  voice  ? 

"  A  hidden  hope,"  the  voice  replied : 

So  heavenly-toned,  that  in  that  hour 
From  out  my  sullen  heart  a  power 
Broke,  like  the  rainbow  from  the  shower, 

To  feel,  although  no  tongue  can  prove, 
That  every  cloud,  that  spreads  above 
And  veileth  love,  itself  is  love. 
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And  fortli  into  the  fields  I  went. 
And  Nature's  living  motion  lent 
The  pulse  of  hope  to  discontent. 

I  wondered  at  the  bounteons  honrs, 
The  slow  result  of  winter  showers ; 
You  scarce  could  see  the  grass  for  flowers. 

I  wondered,  wHle  I  paced  along : 
Tlie  woods  were  filled  so  full  with  song, 
There  seemed  no  room  tor  sense  of  wrong. 

So  variously  seemed  all  thin^  wrought, 
I  marvelled  how  the  mind  was  brought 
To  anchor  by  one  gloomy  thought ; 

And  wherefore  rather  I  made  choice 
To  commune  with  that  barren  voice. 
Than  him  that  said,  "  Rejoice  1  rejoice  I" 


THE  DAY-DREAM. 
PEOLOGUE. 

O,  Lady  Flora,  let  me  speak : 

A  pleasant  hour  has  past  away 
While,  dreaming  on  your  damask  cheek, 

The  dewy  aster-eyelids  lay. 
As  by  the  lattice  you  reclined, 

I  went  through  many  wayward  moods 
To  see  yon  dreaming— and,  behind, 

A  summer  crisp  with  shining  woods. 
And  I  too  dreamed,  until  at  last 

Across  my  feney,  brooding  warm. 
The  reflex  of  a  legend  past, 

And  loosely  settled  into  form. 
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And  would  you  iave  the  tliought  I  had, 

And  see  the  vision  that  I  saw, 
Thea  take  the  broidery-frame,  and  add 


Nor  look  with  that  too-earnest  eye— 
The  rhymes  are  dazzled  from  thdr  place, 
And  ordered  words  asunder  ily. 


THE  SLEEPING  PALACE. 

The  yarying  year  with  hlade  and  sheaf 

Clothes  and  recbthes  the  happy  plains ; 
Here  rests  the  sap  within  the  leaf, 

Here  stays  the  blood  along  the  veins. 
Faint  shadows,  vapors  lightly  curled. 

Faint  murmurs  from  the  meadows  come, 
Like  hints  and  echoes  of  the  world 

To  apirita  folded  in  the  womb. 

Soft  lustre  bathes  the  range  of  uma 

On  every  slanting  tecraee-lawn. 
The  fountam  to  his  place  retums 

Deep  in  the  garden  lake  withdrawn. 
Here  droops  the  banner  on  the  tower, 

On  the  hall-hearths  the  festal  fires, 
The  peacock  in  his  laurel  bower, 

The  parrot  in  his  gilded  wires. 

Boof-haunting  martins  warm  their  e^s: 

In  these,  in  those  the  life  is  stayed. 
The  mantles  from  the  golden  pe^ 

Droop  sleepily :  no  sound  is  trade. 
Not  even  of  a  gnat  that  sings. 

More  hke  a  picture  seemeth  all 
Than  those  old  portraits  of  old  kings, 

That  wat<;h  the  sleepers  from  the  wall. 
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Here  sits  (he  Barter  with  a  flask 

Between  hia  kcees,  half-draiaed;  and  there 
The  wrinkled  steward  at  his  task, 

The  maid-of-honor  blooming  fair ; 
The  we  has  caught  her  hand  in  his : 

Her  Tips  are  severed  as  to  speak ; 
His  own  are  pouted  to  a  kiss : 

The  blush  is  fixed  upon  her  cheek. 

Till  all  the  hundred  summers  pass, 

The  beams,  that  through  the  Oriel  shine. 
Make  prisms  in  every  carven  glass, 

And  beaker  brimmed  with  noble  wine. 
Each  baron  at  the  banquet  sleeps, 

Grave  feces  gathered  in  a  ring. 
His  state  the  kmg  repoang  keeps. 

He  must  have  been  a  joTial  king. 

All  round  a  hedge  upahools,  and  showa 

At  distance  like  a  little  wood ; 
Thorns,  ivies,  woodbine,  mistletoes, 

And  grapes  with  bunches  red  as  blood ; 
All  creeping  plants,  a  wall  of  green 

Close-matted,  burr  and  brake  and  briar. 
And  glimpsing  over  these,  Just  seen, 

High  up,  the  topmost  p^ce-spire. 

When  will  the  hundred  summers  die. 

And  thought  and  lime  be  born  again, 
And  newer  knowledge,  drawing  nigh. 

Bring  truth  that  sways  the  soul  of  men  ? 
Here  aD  things  in  their  place  remmn. 

As  all  were  ordered,  ^es  since. 
Come,  Ciu^  and  Pleasure,  Hope  and  P^n, 

And  bring  the  feted  fidry  Prince. 
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THE  SLEEPING  BEAtfTY. 


The  maicien'a  jet-black  h^r  iias  grown, 
On  either  side  her  tranced  form 

Forth  streaming  from  a  braid  of  pearl : 
The  slumbroua  li^t  ia  rich  and  warm, 

And  moves  not  on  the  rounded  curl. 

The  silk  star-hroidered  coverlid 

Unto  her  limbs  ilstsif  doth  mould 
Languidly  ever ;  and,  amid 

Her  full  black  ringlels  downward  rolled, 
Glows  forth  each  soiuy-shadowcd  arm 

With  bracelets  of  the  diamond  bright; 
Her  constant  beauty  doth  intbrm 

Stillness  with  love,  and  day  with  light. 

She  sleeps :  her  breathings  are  not  heard 

In  palace  chambers  far  apart. 
The  fragrant  tresses  are  not  stirred 

That  he  upon  ber  charmed  heart. 
She  sleeps :  on  either  hand  upswells 

The  gold-fringed  pillow  lightly  prest: 
She  sleeps,  nor  dreams,  but  ever  dwells 

A  perfect  form  in  perfect  rest. 


THE  AERIVAL.    . 

Allprecious  things,  discovered  late. 
To  those  tliat  seek  them  issue  forth ; 

For  love  in  sequel  (sorks  with  fate. 

And  draws  the  veil  from  hidden  wortK 

He  travels  far  from  other  skies — 
His  mantle  glitters  on  the  rooks — 
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A  feiiy  Prince,  with  joyful  ej'es, 
And  lighter-footed  than  the  foi. 

The  hodiea  and  the  bones  of  those 

That  strove  in  other  days  to  pass, 
Are  withered  in  the  thornj?  dose, 

Or  scattered  blanching  m  the  grass. 
He  Kizes  on  the  wlent  dead ; 

"They  perished  in  their  daring  deeds." 
This  proverb  flashes  through  his  head, 

"  iSie  many  fiiil :  the  one  succeeds." 

He  comes,  scarce  knowing  what  he  seeks : 

He  breaks  the  hedge ;  he  enters  there : 
The  color  flies  into  his  cheeks ; 

He  trusts  to  light  on  something  fair ; 
For  all  his  life  the  charm  did  talk 

About  his  path,  and  hover  near 
With  words  of  promise  in  his  walk, 

And  whispered  voices  at  his  ear. 

More  close  and  close  his  footsteps  wind; 

The  marie  music  in  his  heart 
Beats  quick  and  quicker,  till  he  find 

The  quiet  chamber  fiur  apart. 
His  spirit  flutters  like  a  lark, 

He  stoops — to  ki^  her — on  his  knee. 
"  Love,  if  thy  tresses  be  so  dark, 

How  dari£  those  hidden  eyes  must  be !" 


•  THE   REVIVAL, 

A  touch,  a  kiss !  the  charm  was  snapt. 

There  rose  a  noise  of  striking  clocks, 
And  ieet  that  ran,  and  doors  that  clapl^ 

And  barking  dogs,  and  crowing  cocks ; 
A  fuller  light  Ulvimmed  all, 

A  breeze  through  all  the  garden  swept, 
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The  hedge  liroke  in,  the  banner  blew, 

The  butler  drank,  the  steward,  strawled, 
Thn  fire  shot  up,  the  marljn  flew. 

The  parrot  screamed,  the  peacock  squalled, 
The  maid  and  page  renewed  their  strife. 

The  palace  banged,  and  buzzed  and  clackt, 
And  aU  the  long-pent  streana  of  life 

Dashed  downward  in  a  catarai^. 

And  last  with  these  the  king  awoke. 

And  in  his  chair  himself  upreared. 
And  yawned,  and  rubbed  his  face,  and  spoke, 

"  By  holy  rood,  a  royal  beard  I 
How  say  you  ?  we  baye  slept,  my  lords. 

My  beard  has  groivn  into  my  lap." 
The  barons  swore,  with  many  words, 

'Twaa  but  an  after-dinner's  nap. 

"  Fardy,"  returned  the  king,  "  but  still 

My  joints  are  something  stiff  or  sa 
My  lord,  and  shall  we  pass  the  bill 

I  mentioned  half  an  hour  a^  ?  " 
The  chancellor,  sedate  and  vain. 

In  courteous  words  returned  reply ! 
But  dallied  with  his  golden  chain. 

And,  smiling,  put  the  question  by. 


THE   DEPAKTURE. 

And  on  her  lover's  arm  she  leant. 
And  round  her  waist  she  felt  it  fold, 

And  far  across  the  hills  they  went 
In  that  new  world  which  is  the  old : 

Across  the  hills,  and  tkr 


Beyond  their  utmost  purpl 


rX  r 


rii,y  Google 


"  I'd  sleep  another  hundred  years, 

0  loTe,  for  such  another  kisa ; " 
"  0  wake  forever,  love,"  she  hears, 

"  0  love,  'twas  such  as  this  and  tllis." 
And  o'er  tieoi  many  a  sliding  star, 

And  many  a  merry  wind  was  borne, 
And,  streamed  through  many  a  golden  bar, 

The  twilight  melted  into  mom. 

"  0  eyes  long  laid  in  happy  sleep  !  " 

"  O  happy  sleep,  that  lightly  fled  I " 
"  O  happy  kiss,  that  woke  thy  sleep ! " 

"  0  love,  thy  kiss  would  wake  the  dead ! " 
And  o'er  them  many  a  flowing  range 

Of  vapor  buoyed  the  crescent-bark. 
And,  rapt  through  many  a  rosy  change, 

The  twilight  died  into  the  dark. 

"  A  hundred  summers !  can  it  bo  ? 

And  whither  goest  thou,  tell  me  where  1" 
**  O  seek  my  father's  court  with  me, 

For  there  are  greater  wonders  iiiere." 
And  o'er  the  hills,  and  far  away 

Beyond  their  utmost  purple  rim, 
Beyond  the  night,  across  tlie  day, 

'Xhrough  ail  the  world  she  followed  him. 


So,  Lady  Flora,  take  my  lay. 
And  if  you  find  no  moral  there. 

Go  look  in  any  glass  and  saj^. 
What  moral  is  in  being  Wir. 
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0,  to  what  uses  shall  we  put 

The  T>ildweed-flower  that  aimply  blows? 
And  is  there  any  mora!  shut 

Within  the  bosom  of  the  rose  ? 

But  any  man  that  walks  the  mead 

In  bud  or  blade,  or  bloom,  may  find, 
According  as  his  humors  lead, 

A  meaning  suited  to  his  miud. 
And  liberal  applications  lie 

In  Art  like  Nature,  dearest  friend ; 
So  'twere  to  cramp  its  use,  if  I 

Should  hook  it  to  some  useful  end. 


"San  shake  your  head.     A  random  staing 

Your  finer  female  sense  oSende. 
Well — were  it  not  a  pleasant  thing 

To  fell  asleep  with  all  one's  fncnds ; 
To  pass  with  all  our  social  ties 

To  aileQce  from  the  paths  of  men ; 
And  every  hundred  years  to  rise 

And  learn  the  world,  and  sleep  agtun  5 
To  sleep  through  terms  of  mighty  wars. 

And  wake  on  science  grown  to  morei 
On  secrets  of  the  brain,  wie  stats. 

As  wild  as  aught  of  fairy  lore ; 
And  all  that  else  the  years  mil  show. 

The  Poet-forms  of  stronger  hours. 
The  vast  Kepublies  that  may  grow. 

The  Federations  and  the  Powers ; 
Titanic  forces  taking  birth 

In  divers  seasons,  divers  climoa  ; 
For  we  are  Ancients  of  the  earth, 

And  in  the  morning  of  the  times. 
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So  sleeping,  so  aroused  from  sleep 

Through  sunny  decades  new  and  strange, 
"  _gay  quinquenniads,  would  we  reap 
le  flower  and  quintessence  of  clmige. 

Ail,  yet  would  I — and  would  I  might  1 

So  much  your  eyes  my  fancy  take — 
Be  still  the  first  to  leap  to  light, 

That  I  might  kiss  those  eyes  awake  I 
For,  am  I  right  or  am  I  wrong, 

To  choose  your  own  you  did  not  care ; 
You'd  Lave  mj  moral  from  the  song. 

And  I  will  take  my  pleasure  tbere : 
And,  am  I  right  or  am  I  wrong, 

My  fancy,  ran^ng  through  and  through, 
To  search  a  meaning  for  the  song, 

Perforce  will  still  revert  to  you  ; 
Hor  finds  a  doser  trutli  than  this 

All-graceful  head,  so  richly  curled. 
And  evermore  a  costly  kiss. 

The  prelude  to  some  brighter  world. 

For  since  the  time  wtcn  Adam  first 

Embraced  his  Eve  in  happy  hour, 
And  every  bird  of  Eden  burst 

In  carol,  every  bud  to  flower, 
What  eyes,  like  thine,  have  vrakened  hopes  '/ 

What  lips,  like  thine,  so  sweetly  joined  ? 
Where  on  the  double  rosebud  droops 

The  fulness. of  the  pen^ve  mind  ; 
Which  all  loo  dearly  self-involved, 

Yet  sleeps  a  dreamless  sleep  to  me ; 
A  sleep  by  kisses  undissolved. 

That  lets  thee  neither  hear  nor  see : 
But  break  it.    In  the  name  of  wife. 

And  in  the  rights  that  name  may  ^ve, 
Are  clasped  the  moral  of  tby  life, 

And  that  for  which  I  care  to  Uve. 
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So,  Lady  Flora,  take  my  lay. 

And,  if  you  find  a  meaning  there, 
0  whisper  to  your  g;las3,  and  say, 

"  What  wonder,  if  he  thinks  me  fair  ?  " 
What  wondei*  I  was  all  unwise. 

To  shape  tlie  song  for  your  delight, 
Like  lon»-tailed  birds  of  Paradise, 

That  float  through  Heaven,  and  cannot  light  ? 
Or  old-world  trains,  upheld  at  court 

By  Cupid-boya  of  Woonun"  hue — 
But  take  it — ^a^-nest  wed  mm  sport, 

And  either  sabred  unto  you. 


AMPHION. 

Mt  father  left  a  park  to  me. 

But  it  Is  wUd  and  barren, 
A  earden  too  with  scarce  a  tree. 

And  waster  than  a  warren  ; 
Yet  say  the  neighbors  when  they  call, 

It  is  not  bad  but  good  land, 
And  in  it  is  the  germ  of  all 

That  grows  within  the  woodland. 

O  had  I  lived  when  song  was  great 

In  days  of  old  Amplnon, 
And  ta'en  my  fiddle  to  the  gate. 

Nor  oared  ftr  seed  or  scion  I 
And  had  I  lived  when  song  was  great, 

And  legs  of  trees  were  limber, 
And  ta'en  my  fiddle  to  the  gate, 

And  fiddled  in  the  dmber ! 
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Wherever  he  sat  down  and  sung 

He  left  a  small  plantation ; 
Wherever  in  a  lonely  grove 

He  set  up  his  forlorn  pipes, 
The  gouty  oak  began  to  move. 

And  flounder  into  hornpipes. 

The  mountain  stirred  its  bushy  crown, 

And,  as  tradition  teaches, 
Young  aahea  pirouetted  down, 

Coquetting  with  young  beeches ; 
And  briony-vine  and  ivy-wreath 

Ran  forward  to  his  rhyming. 
And  from  the  valleys  underneath 

Came  little  copses  climbing. 

The  linden  broke  her  rants  and  rent 
The  woodbine  wreaths  that  bind  her, 

And  down  the  middle  buzz !  she  went 
With  all  her  bees  behind  her : 

The  poplars,  in  long  order  due, 


By  rivers  gallopaded. 

Came  wel^bod  alder  from  the  wave. 

Came  yews,  a  dismal  coterie ; 
Eaeh  plucked  his  one  foot  from  the  grave, 

Poussetting  with  a  aloe-tree  : 
Old  elms  came  breaking  from  the  vine. 

The  vine  streamed  out  to  follow, 
And,  sweating  rosin,  plumped  the  pine 

From  many  a  cloudy  hollow. 

And  wasn't  it  a  aght  to  see. 
When,  ere  his  sons  was  ended, 

Like  some  great  landslip,  tree  by  tree, 
The  counfiT-side  descended ; 

And  shephei-ds  from  the  mountain-eavea 
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Looked  down,  half-pleased,  half-friglifaiied, 
Aa  dashed  about  the  drunken  leaves 
The  random  sunahine  lightened  I 

0,  nature  first  was  fresh  to  men. 

And  wanton  without  measure ; 
So  youthiiil  and  so  flexile  then, 

You  moved  her  at  your  pleasure. 
Twang  out,  my  fiddle  I  shake  the  tvrigs ! 

And  make  her  dance  attendanee : 
Blow,  flute,  and  stir  the  stiff-set  sprigs, 

And  scirrhous  roots  and  tendons. 

Tis  viun  t  in  such  a  brassy  age 

I  eould  not  move  a  thistle ; 
The  very  spaiTows  in  the  hedge 

Scarce  answer  to  my  whistle ; 
Or  at  the  most,  when  three-parts-aick 

With  strumming  and  with  scraping, 
A  jackass  heehaws  from  the  rick. 

The  pasMve  oxen  gaping. 

But  what  is  that  I  hear  ?  a  sound 

Like  aleepy  counsel  pleading : 
0  Lord ! — 'tia  in  my  neighbor's  ground, 

The  modern  Muses  reading. 
They  read  Botanic  Treatises, 

And  Works  on  Gardening  through  there, 
And  Methods  of  transplanting  trees, 

To  look  as  if  they  grew  there. 

The  withered  Misses  I  how  they  prose 

O'er  books  of  travelled  seamen. 
And  show  you  shps  of  all  that  grows 

From  England  to  Van  Diemen. 
They  read  in  arbors  dipt  and  cut, 

And  alleys,  faded  places, 
By  squares  of  tropic  summer  shut, 

And  warmed  in  crystal  caaes. 
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But  ftesG,  though  fed  with  careful  dirt, 

Are  neitlier  green  nor  sappy  j 
Half-conscious  of  the  garden-ajuirt, 

The  spindlings  look  unhappy. 
Better  to  me  the  meanest  weea 

Tiiat  blows  upon  its  mountain, 
The  vilest  herb  that  runs  to  seed 

Beside  its  native  fountain. 


u^. 


my  proper  patch  of  soil, 
'o  grow  my  own  plantation, 
ni  take  the  showers  as  they  ikU, 

I  will  not  vex  my  bosom : 

Enough,  if  at  the  end  of  all 

A  Lttle  garden  hhwaorn. 


ST.    AGNES'    EVE. 

Deep  on  the  convent-roof  the  snows 

Are  sparkling  to  the  moon : 
My  breath  to  heaven  like  vapor  goes: 

May  my  soul  foljow  soon  t 
The  shadows  of  the  convent-towera 

Slant  down  the  snowy  sward, 
Still  creeping  with  the  creeping  hours 

That  lead  me  to  my  Lord ; 
Make  Thou  my  spirit  pure  and  clear 

As  are  the  frosty  skies. 
Or  (his  first  snowdrop  of  the  year 

That  in  my  bosom  lies. 
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As  this  pale  taper's  cartlily  spai'k, 

To  yonder  argent  round ; 
So  shows  my  soul  before  the  Lamb, 

My  spirit  before  Tliee ; 
So  in  mine  earthly  house  I  am, 

To  that  I  hope  to  be. 
Break  up  the  heavens,  oh  Lord  I  and  far, 

Through  all  yon  starlight  keen, 
Draw  me,  thy  bride,  a  gUttering  star, 

In  raiment  white  and  clean. 


He  lifts  me  to  the  golden  doora; 

The  flashes  come  and  go ; 
All  heaven  bursts  her  starry  floors, 

And  strewB  her  lights  below,  ■ 
And  deepens  on  and  np  I  the  gates 

KoU  back,  and  fiir  within 
For  me  the  Heavenly  Bridegroom  naits. 

To  make  me  pure  of  sin. 
The  sabbaths  of  Eternity, 

One  sabbath  deep  and  wide — 
A  li"ht  upon  the  sliming  sea — 

'iTie  Bridegi-oom  with  his  bridol 


SIR    GALAHAD. 


My  good  blade  carves  the  casques  of  mei 
My  ttiugh  lante  thrusteth  sure. 

My  atren^  ia  as  the  strenglii  often. 
Because  my  heart  is  pure. 

Tlie  shattering  trumpet  shrilleA  high, 
The  hard  brands  shiver  on  the  steel. 


The  horse  ai 
They  reel,  they  roll  it 
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And  when  tlie  tide  of  combat  standa, 
Perfume  and  llowera  fall  in  ahowera, 
That  lightly  rain  from  ladies'  hands. 


How  sweet  are  looks  that  ladtea  bend 

On  whom  tiwr  favors  fell ! 
For  them  I  battle  till  the  end, 

To  save  from  shame  and  thrall : 
But  all  my  heart  is  drawn  above, 

My  knees  are  bowed  in  crypt  and  slirine : 
I  never  felt  the  kiss  of  h>ve, 

Nor  maiden's  hand  in  mine. 
More  bounteous  aspects  on  me  beam. 

Me  mightier  transports  move  and  thrill ; 
80  keep  I  fair  through  iaith  and  prayer 

A  vir^n  heart  in  work  and  will. 


When  down  the  stormy  crescent  goes, 

A  light  before  mo  swims. 
Between  dark  stems  the  forest  glows, 

I  hear  a  noise  of  hymns : 
Then  by  some  Beeret  sliiine  1  ride ; 

I  hear  a  voice,  but  none  are  there ; 
The  stalls  are  void,  the  doors  are  wide, 

The  tapers  burning  fair, 
Fdr  gleams  the  snowy  altar-cloHi, 

The  wher  vessels  sparkle  clean, 
The  shrill  bell  rings,  uie  censer  swings, 

And  solemn  chanls  resound  between. 


Ifinda.^i;.v  ■.^.^, 
I  leap  jn  board :  no  helmsman  steers : 

I  lioat  fiU  aU  is  dark. 
A  gentle  sound,  an  awful  li"ht ! 

Three  angels  be^  the  holy  Gr^: 

ih*rii,y  Google 


With  folded  feet,  in.atoles  of  wMte, 


My  spirit  beats  lier  mortal  bars. 
As  down  dark  tides  the  glory  slides, 
And  star-light  mingles  Vllth  the  stai 


When  on  my  goodly  charger  home 

Through  dreaming  towns  I  go. 
The  eoek  crows  ere  the  Christmas  morn, 

The  streets  are  dumb  with  snow. 
The  temjiest  crackles  on  the  leads, 

And,  ringing,  spins  from  brand  and  miul; 
But  o'er  the  dark  a  glory  spreads, 

And  rilds  the  driving  had, 
I  leave  Uie  plain,  I  climb  the  height ; 

So  brancny  tliicket  shelter  yields ; 
But  blessed  forms  in  whistling  storms 

Fly  o'er  waste  fens  and  windy  fields. 

A  miuden  knight— to  me  is  ^ven 

Such  hope,  I  know  not  fear; 
I  yearn  to  breathe  the  airs  of  heaven 

That  often  meet  me  here. 
I  muse  on  joy  that  wil!  not  cease, 

Pure  spaces  clothed  in  living  beams. 
Pure  lilies  of  eternal  peace, 

Whose  odors  haunt  my  dreams ; 
And,  stricken  by  aa  angel's  hand, 

This  mortal  armor  that  1  wear. 
This  weight  and  size,  tliia  heart  and  ejres, 

Are  touched,  are  turned  io  finest  air. 


e  broken  in  the  sky, 
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Swells  up,  and  sliates  and  falls. 
Then  move  the  trees,  the  copses  nod, 

Wings  flutter,  voices  hover  clear ; 
«  0  just  and  fwthftil  knight  of  God ! 

Eide  on !  the  prize  is  near." 
So  pass  I  h<Btel,  liall,  and  grange; 

By  bridge  and  ford,  by  park  and  pale, 
AU-armedl  ride,  whate'er  betide, 

Until  I  find  the  holy  GraiL 


EDWAED  GEAY. 

Sweet  Enuna  Moreland  of  yonder  town 
Met  me  walking  on  j-onder  way, 

"  And  have  you  lost  your  heart  ?  "  she  said ; 
"  And  are  you  married  yet,  Edward  Gray  7  " 

Sweet  Emma  Moreland  spoke  to  me : 
Bitterly  weeping  I  turned  away ; 

"  Sweet  Einma  Moreland,  love  no  more 
Can  touch  the  heart  of  Edward  Gray. 

"  Ellen  Adair  she  loved  me  well. 

Against  her  father's  and  mother's  will: 

To^y  I  sat  for  an  hour  and  wept, 
By  Ellen's  grave,  on  the  windy  hill. 

"  Shy  she  ivas,  and  I  thought  her  cold; 

Thought  her  proud,  and  fled  over  the  sea; 
Filled  I  was  with  folly  and  sjiite, 

"When  Ellen  Adair  was  dying  for  me. 

"  Cruel,  cruel  the  words  I  said ! 

Cruelly  came  they  back  to-day : 
'lou're  too  slight  and  fickle,'  I  said, 

'  To  trouble  the  heart  of  Edward  Gray.' 
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"  There  I  put  my  face  in  the  grasa — 
Whispered,  '  Listen  to  my  despair ; 

I  repent  me  of  all  I  did : 

Speak  a  little,  £Ueu  Adair ! ' 

"  Then  I  took  a,  pendl,  and  wrote 

'  Here  lies  the  body  of  Ellen  Ad^r ; 
And  here  the  heart  of  Edward  Gray !' 


nd  flv,  1: 
Iwilllo 
Till  Ellen  Adair  come  back  to  me. 

"  Bitterly  wept  I  over  the  stone : 
Bitterly  weeping  I  turned  awaj' : 

There  lies  the  body  of  Ellen  Adair  I 
And  ttcre  the  heart  of  Edward  Gray  1 " 


0  PLUMP  head-waiter  at  The  Cock, 

To  which  I  most  resort, 
How  goes  the  time  ?     'Tis  five  o'clock. 

G!o  fetch  a  pint  of  port : 
But  let  it  not  oe  such  as  that 

You  set  before  elianee-comers, 
But  such  whose  fether^rape  grew  fat 

On  Lusitauiau  si 


No  vain  libation  to  the  Muse, 
But  may  she  still  be  kind, 

And  whisper  lovely  words,  and  use 
Her  iuduonce  on  the  miod. 
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WILL    waterproof's 

To  make  me  write  my  random  rliymea, 
Ere  they  be  hall-forgotten ; 

Nor  add  and  alter,  many  times, 
Tin.  all  be  ripe  and  rotten. 

I  pledge  her,  and  she  comes  and  dips 

Her  laurel  in  the  wine, 
And  lays  it  thriee  upon  my  lips, 

These  fiivored  Kpa  of  mine  ; 
Until  the  charm  have  power  to  make 

New  life-blood  warm  the  bosom, 
And  barren  commonplaces  break 

In  full  and  kindly  blossom. 


'1° 


jledge  her  alent  at  the  hoard ; 
gradual  fingers  steal 

the  master-chord 


Old  wishes,  ghosts  of  broken  plans, 
And  phantom  hopes  assemble; 

And  that  child's  heart  within  the  man's 
Be^ns  to  move  and  tremble. 

Through  ir 


T?he  current  of  my  daya : 
I  kis3  the  lips  I  once  have  kissed ; 

The  gas-Bght  wavers  dimmer ; 
And  softly,  through  a  vinous  mist, 

My  college  ftiendships  glimmer. 

I  grow  in  worth,  and  wit,  and  sense, 

Unboding  critic-pen. 
Or  that  eternal  want  oi  pence, 

Which  vexes  public  men, 
"Who  hold  their  bands  to  aH,  and  cry 

For  that  which  all  deny  tiiem — 
Who  sweep  the  crosangs,  wet  or  dry, 

And  ^  the  world  go  by  them. 
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Ah  yet,  though  all  tlie  world  forsake, 

Though  fortune  clip  my  wings, 
1  Tvill  not  cramp  my  heart,  nor  take 

Ha,lf-views  of  men  and  things. 
Let  Whig  and  Tory  stir  their  blood; 

There  must  be  stormy  weather ; 
But  for  some  true  result  of  good 

All  parties  woA  together. 

Let  there  bo  thistles,  there  are  grapes ; 

If  old  thincs,  there  ai-e  new ; 
Ten  thousand  broken  liglits  and  shapes. 

Yet  glimpses  of  the  true. 
Let  raffs  be  rife  in  prose  and  rhyme, 

We  lack  not  rhj'mea  and  reasons, 
As  on  this  whirligi™  of  Time 

We  eb«le  with  the  seasons. 

This  earth  is  rieh  in  man  and  maid ; 

With  ftur  horizons  bound : 
This  whole  ■mde  earth  ol' light  and  shade 

Comes  out,  a  perfeot  round. 
High  over  roaring  Temple-bar, 

And,  set  in  Heaven's  third  story, 

1  look  at  all  things  aa  they  are, 

But  through  altind  of  glory. 

*  »  •       °    • 

Hefid-waiter,  honored  by  the  guest 

Half-mused,  or  reehng-r!pe. 
The  pint,  you  brought  me,  was  the  best 

That  ever  came  fi-om  pipe. 
But  though  the  port  surpasses  praise. 

My  nerves  have  dealt  with  stiffer. 
Is  there  some  ma^c  in  the  place  ? 

Or  do  my  peptics  differ  ? 

For  since  I  came  to  live  and  leam. 

No  pint  of  white  or  red 
Had  ever  half  the  power  to  turn 

This  wheel  within  my  head, 
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Whicli  bears  a  seasoned  brain  about, 

Unsabjeet  to  confusion, 
Though  soaked  and  saturate,  out  aad  o 

Through  every  convolutLon. 


For  I  am  of  an 

With  many  tinsmen  gay. 
Where  Ion"  and  lai^ly  we  carouse, 

As  who  fliall  say  me  nay ; 
Each  month,  a  birthday  coming  on. 

We  drink,  defying  trouble, 
Or  sometimes  two  would  meet  in  one, 

And  then  we  drank  it  double; 

Whether  the  vintage,  yet  unkept. 

Had  relish  fiery-new, 
Or,  elbow-deep  in  sawdust,  slept, 

Aa  old  as  Waterloo ; 
Or  stowed  (when  classic  Canning  died) 

In  musty  bins  and  chambers, 
Had  cast  upon  its  crusty  side 

The  gloom  of  ten  Decembers. 

The  Muse,  the  jolly  Muse,  it  is ! 

She  answered  to  my  call. 
She  changes  with  that  mood  or  this. 

Is  aU-in-all  to  all : 
She  lit  the  spark  within  my  throat, 

To  make  my  blood  run  quicker. 
Used  all  her  fiery  will,  and  smote 

Her  life  into  the  liquor. 

And  hence  this  halo  lives  about 

The  waiter's  hands,  that  reach 
To  each  his  perfect  pint  of  stout, 

His  proper  chop  to  each. 
He  looks  not  like  the  common  breed 

That  with  the  napkin  dally ; 
I  think  he  came,  like  Ganymede, 

From  some  delightful  valley. 
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LYRICAL    MONOLOGUE.  -'''° 

The  Cock  was  of  a  larger  egg 

Than  modem  poultrj-  drop, 
Stept  fonvard  on  a  firmer  leg, 

And  craramed  a  plumper  crop ; 
Upon  an  ampler  dunghill  trod, 

Crowed  lustier,  kte  and  early, 
Sipt  wine  from  silver,  praising  God, 

And  raked  in  golden  barley. 

A  mivate  life  was  all  hia  joy, 

Till  in  a  court  he  saw 
A  Bomething-pottle-bodied  boy, 

That  knuckled  at  the  taw : 
He  stooped  and  clutched  Mm,  tan-  and  good, 

Flew  over  roof  and  casement : 
His  brothers  of  the  weather  stood 

Stock-stiE  tor  si  "' 


But  he,  by  farmstead,  thorpe  and  spire, 

And  followed  with  acckims, 
A  sign,  to  many  a  staring  shire. 

Came  crowing  over  Thames, 
maht  down  by  smoky  Paul'8  they  bore. 

Till,  where  the  street  grows  atraiter, 
One  fixed  forever  at  the  door. 

And  one  became  head-WMter. 


But  whither  wonld  my  fancy  go  ? 

How  out  of  place  die  makes 
The  violet  of  a  legend  bbw 

Among  the  ohopa  and  steaks ! 
T^s  but  a  steward  of  the  can. 

One  sliade  more  plump  than  eomnion ; 
As  just  and  mere  a  serving-man 

As  any,  born  of  woman. 

1  ranged  too  high :  what  draws  me  down 
Into- the  common  day? 


rii,y  Google 


■-  waterphoof's 


For,  something  duller  than  at  first, 

Nor  wholly  comfortable, 
1  sit,  f mv  empty  glass  reversed,) 

And  thrumming  oa  the  table : 

Half-fearful  that,  with  self  at  strife, 

I  take  myself  to  task : 
Lest  of  the  fulness  of  my  life 

I  leave  an  empty  flask : 
For  I  had  hope,  oj  something  rare, 

To  prove  mpelf  a  poet ; 
But,  while  I  plan  and  plan,  my  hair 

la  gray  before  I  know  it. 

So  feres  it  since  the  years  began, 

1111  they  be  aathered  up; 
The  truth  that  flies  the  flowing  can, 

"Will  haunt  the  vacant  eup : 
And  others'  follies  teach  us  not. 

Nor  much  their  wisdom  teaches ; 
And  most,  of  sterling  worth,  is  what 

Our  own  experience  preaches. 

Ah  I  let  the  rusty  theme  alone ! 

"We  know  not  what  we  know. 
But  for  my  pleasant  hour,  'tis  gone, 

"Tis  gone,  and  let  it  go. 
'Tis  gone :  a  thousand  such  have  slipt 

Away  from  my  tynbraces,  ■ 
And  Men  into  the  dusty  crypt 

Of  darkened  forms  and  feces. 

Go,  therefore,  thou  I  thy  betters  went 
Long  anca,  and  came  no  more : 

With  peals  of  genial  clamor  sent 
From  many  a  tavern-door. 

With  twisted  quirks  and  happy  hit«. 
From  misty  men  of  letters ; 
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Hours,  when  the  Poet's  words  and  looks 

Had  yet  their  native  glow  : 
Nor  yet  the  fear  of  liltle  hooka 

Had  made  him  talk  fbi'  show ; 
But,  all  hia  vast  heart  aherris-warmed, 

He  flashed  his  random  speeches ; 
Ere  days,  tliat  deal  in  ana,  awarmed 

His  literary  leeches. 

So  mix  forever  with  (he  past. 

Like  all  good  thines  on  earth  I 
For  should  I  prize  thee,  couldst  thou  last, 

At  half  thy  real  worth  ? 
I  hold  it  ^ood,  good  thinga  ahould  pass : 

With  tune  I  wili  not  quarrel : 
It  is  but  yonder  empty  glass 

That  makes  me  niaudlin-moral. 


Head-waiter  of  the  chop-house  here, 

To  which  I  moat  resort, 
I  too  must  part :  I  hold  thee  dear 

For  this  good  pint  of  port. 
For  this,  thou  slmlt  from  all  things  suek 

Marrow  of  mirth  and  laughter ; 
And,  wheresoe'er  thou  move,  good  luck 

Shall  fling  her  old  shoe  after. 

But  thon  wilt  never  move  from  hence. 

The  sphere  thy  fete  allots ; 
Thy  latter  days  increased  with  pence 

Go  down  among  the  pots : 
Thou  battenest  by  the  greaay  gleam 

In  haunts  of  hungry  aiuners, 
Old  boxes,  larded  with  the  steam 

Of  thirty  thousand  dinners. 
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We  fret,  we  fume,  would  shift  our  skins, 

Would  qaarrel  with  our  lot ; 
Thy  care  is,  under  polished  tins, 

To  serve  the  hot^nd-hot ; 
To  come  and  go,  and  come  f^Eun, 

Eetoming  lU;e  the  pewit, 
And  watched  hy  silent  gentlemen, 

Thai  trifle  with  the  cruet. 

Live  Ion",  ere  from  thy  topmost  head 

Ite  thick-set  hazel  dies ; 
Long,  ere  the  hateful  crow  shall  tread 

The  comers  of  thine  eyes ; 
Live  long,  nor  feel  in  head  or  chest 

Our  changeful  equinoxes, 
"Ell  mellow  Death,  like  some  kte  guest, 

Shall  call  thee  from  the  boxes. 

But  when  he  calls,  and  thou  shalt  cease 

To  pace  the  gritted  floor. 
And,  laying  down  an  unctuous  lease 

Of  Ufe,  Sialtearnnomore: 
No  carved  cross-iDones,  the  types  of  Death, 

Shall  show  thee  past  to  Hcai-en ; 
But  carved  cross-pipes,  and,  underneath, 

A  pint-pot,  neatly  graven. 


LADY    CLAEE. 

It  was  the  time  when  iilies  blow. 
And  clouds  are  highest  up  in  air. 

Lord  Bonald  brought  a  lily-white  doe 
To  give  his  cousin,  Lady  Clare. 

I  trow  they  did  not  part  in  scorn : 
Lovers  long-betrothed  were  they : 

They  two  will  wed  the  morrow  mom ; 
God's  blessing  on  the  day ! 
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"  He  doea  not  love  me  for  my  birth, 
Nor  for  my  lands  so  broad  and  fair; 

He  loves  me  for  my  oivii  true  worth, 
And  tliat  is  well,"  Sfud  Lady  Clare. 

In  there  came  old  Alice  the  nurse, 

Said, "  Who  was  this  that  went  from  thee  ?  " 
"  It  was  my  cou^n,"  said  Lady  Clare, 

"  To-morrow  he  weds  with  me." 

"  O  God  he  thanked  I "  said  Alice  the  nurse, 
"  That  ail  comes  round  so  just  and  fair : 

Lord  Ronald  is  heir  of  all  your  lands, 
And  you  are  not  the  Lady  Claro." 


"As  God's  above,"  .. , 

"  I  speak  the  truth ;  you  are  my  child. 

"  The  old  Earl's  daughter  died  at  my  breaert; 

I  speak  the  truth  as  I  live  by  bread  ! 
I  buned  her  like  my  own  sweet  child, 

And  put  my  child  in  her  stead." 

"  PaJsely,  fidsely  have  ye  done, 

O  mother,"  she  said,  "  if  this  be  true, 

To  keep  the  beat  man  under  the  sou 
So  many  years  from  his  due." 

"  Nw  now,  my  child,"  said  Alice  the  nurse, 
"  But  keep  the  secret  for  your  life. 

And  all  you  have  will  be  Lord  Konald'a, 
When  j-ott  are  man  and  wife." 

"  If  I'm  a  begn;ar  born,"  she  said, 
"  I  will  speak  out,  for  I  dare  not  lie. 

Pull  off,  pull  off  the  brooch  of  gold. 
And  fling  the  diamond  necklace  by." 
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"  Nay  now,  mj  child,"  'aid  Alice  tie  nurse, 
"  But  keep  t)ie  secret  all  ye  can." 

She  said  "  Not  so :  but  I  will  know 
If  there  be  any  faith  in  man." 

"  Nay  now,  what  Mih  ?  "  said  Alice  fhe  nurse, 
n  will  cleave  unto  his  right." 


"  Yet  give  one  kiss  to  your  mother  dear  I 

Alas,  my  child,  I  sinned  for  thee." 
"  O  mother,  mother,  mother,"  she  said, 


"  Yet  here's  a  kins  for  my  mother  dear, 

My  mother  dear,  if  this  he  so, 
And  lay  your  hand  upon  my  head, 

And  bless  me,  mother,  ere  I  go." 

She  clad  herself  in  a  russet  gown. 
She  was  no  longer  Lady  Clare ; 

She  went  by  dale,  and  she  went  by  down. 
With  a,  aingle  rose  in  her  hair. 

The  lily-white  doe  Lord  Eonald  had  brought 

Leapt  up  from  where  she  lay, 
Droptner  liead  in  the  maiden's  hand, 

And  followed  her  all  tlie  way. 

Down  stept  liOrd  Eonald  from  his  tower : 
"  O  Lady  Clare,  you  shame  your  worth ! 

Why  come  you  drest  like  a  village  mwd. 
That  are  the  flower  of  the  earth  ?  " 

"  If  I  come  drest  like  a  village  maid, 

I  am  hut  as  my  fortunes  are : 
I  am  a  be^ar  born,"  she  said, 

"  And  not  the  Lady  Clare." 
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o  tricks,"  said  Lord  Ronald, 
n  yours  in  word  and  deed. 


"  If  you  are  not  tte  heiress  bora, 
And  I,"  said  he,  "  the  nest  in  blood — 

"  If  you  are  not  tiic  heiress  bora. 
And  I,"  said  ho,  "  the  laivful  heir. 

We  two  will  wed  lo-morrow  mom, 
And  you  shall  still  bo  Lady  Clare." 


THE   LOKD    OF   BUKLEIGH. 

ti  her  ear  he  whispers  gayly, 

"  If  my  heart  by  signs  (an  tell, 
Maiden,  I  have  watched  thee  daily, 

And  I  think  thou  lov'st  me  weU." 
She  replies,  in  accents  fainter, 

"  There  is  none  I  love  like  thee." 
He  is  but  a  bndscape-pmntei'. 

And  a  viOage  maiden  she. 
He  to  lips,  that  fondly  Mter, 

Presses  his  without  reproof; 
Leads  her  to  the  village  altar, 

And  they  leave  her  fiither's  roof. 

Little  can  I  give  my  wife. 
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Love  will  malre  our  eottee  pleaaaat, 

And  I  iove  thee  more  than  life." 
They  by  parka  and  lodges  going 

See  the  lordly  castles  stand : 
Summer  wooda,  about  tliem  blowing, 

Miide  a  murmur  in  the  land. 
From  deep  thought  himself  he  rouses. 

Says  to  her  that  loves  him  well, 
"  Let  Hs  see  these  handsome  houses 
Where  the  ireaithy  hohles  dwell." 
So  she  goes  by  him  attended. 

Hears  him  lovingly  converse, 
Sees  Tvhaifiver  iiur  and  splendid 

Lay  betwixt  his  home  and  hers; 
Parks  with  oak  and  chestnut  shady, 

Parks  and  ordered  gardens  great. 
Ancient  homes  of  brd  and  lady, 

Built  for  pleasure  and  for  state. 
All  he  shows  her  makes  him  dearer : 

Evermore  she  seems  to  gaze 
On  that  cottage  groivinji  nearer, 

"Wliere  they  twiun  will  spend  their  days. 
O  but  she  wiU  love  him  truly ! 

He  shall  have  a  eheerflil  home ; 
She  will  order  all  things  duly. 

When  beneath  his  roof  they  come. 
Thus  her  heart  rejoices  gi-eatfy, 

Till  a  gateway  she  discerns 
With  armorial  bearings  stately. 

And  beneath  the  gate  she  turns ; 
Sees  a  mansion  more  majestic 

Than  all  those  she  saw  before ; 
Many  a  g^lant  ^y  domestic 

Bows  before  him  at  the  door. 
And  they  speak  in  gentle  muimur, 

When  they  answer  to  his  call, 
While  he  treads  with  footstep  firmer, 

Leading  on  from  hall  lo  hall. 
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Anil,  while  now  she  wunders  blindlT, 

Nor  the  meaning  can  divine, 
Proudly  turns  he  round  and  kindly, 

"All  of  this  is  mine  and  thine." 
Here  he  lives  in  state  and  bounty, 

Lord  of  Burleish,  fair  and  free, 
Not  a  lord  in  all  the  county 

Is  BO  great  a  lord  as  he. 
All  at  once  the  color  flushes 

Her  sweet  face  from  brow  to  chin : 
As  it  were  with  shame  she  blushes. 

And  her  spu-it  changed  within. 
Then  her  countenance  all  orer 

Pale  attain  as  death  did  prove ; 
But  he  clasped  her  like  a  lover, 

And  he  cheered  lier  soul 'with  love. 
So  she  strove  against  her  weakness, 

Though  at  times  her  spirit  sink : 
Shaped  her  heart  with  woman's  meekneas 

To  all  duties  of  her  rank  r 
And  a  gentle  consort  made  he, 

And  her  gentle  mind  was  such 
That  she  grew  a  nohle  lady, 

And  the  people  loved  her  ranch. 
But  a  trouble  weighed  upon  her. 

And  perplexed  her,  nf"-ht  and  mora, 
With  the  burthen  of  an  honor 

Unto  which  she  was  not  born. 
Faint  she  grew,  and  ever  lainter, 

As  she  murmured,  "  O,  that  he 
Were  once  more  that  landseape-pMnter 

Which  did  win  my  heart  from  me  I " 
So  she  drooped  and  drooped  before  him. 

Fading  slowly  from  his  side : 
Three  feir  children  first  she  bore  him, 

Tlien  before  her  time  she  died. 
WeM)inn,  weepin"  late  and  early, 

Walking  up  and  pacing  down, 
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Slit  LAVNCELOT  AND  C(UEEN  OUINEVEBE. 

Deeply  mourned  the  Lord  of  Eurleigli, 

Burleigli-house  by  Stamford  town. 
And  he  came  to  look  upon  ier, 

And  te  looked  at  her  and  said, 
■  "  Bring  the  dress,  and  put  it  on  hur 

That  she  wore  when  she  was  wod  " 
Then  her  people,  sofdy  treading. 

Bore  to  earth  her  hody,  drest 
In  the  dress  that  she  was  wed  in, 

That  her  spirit  might  have  rest. 


Ltke  aonls  that  balance  joy  and  pain, 
'With  tears  and  smiles  from  heaven  again 
The  rndden  Spring  upon  the  plain 
Came  in  a  sun-lit  fill  of  rain. 

In  crystal  vapor  everywhere 

Blue  isles  of"^  heaven  laughed  between, 
And,  fer  in  forest-deeps  unseen, 
The  topmost  elm  tree  gathered  green 
From  draughts  of  balmy  air. 

Sometimes  the  linnet  piped  his  song: 
Sometimes  the  throsde  whistled  strong : 
Sometimes  the  sparhawk,  wheeled  along, 
Hushed  all  the  groves  from  fear  of  wrong ; 

By  grassy  capes  with  fuller  sound 
In  curves  the  yellowing  river  ran, 
And  drooping  uhestnut-buds  began 
To  spread  into  the  perfect  fan, 
Above  the  teeming  ground. 
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Then,  in  the  boyhood  of  the  year, 
Sir  Launcelcit  and  Queen  Guinevere 
Rode  through  the  coverts  of  the  deer, 
With  blissful  treble  ringing  clear. 

She  seemed  a  part  of  joyous  Spring : 
A  gowu  of  pass-green  silk  she  wore. 
Buckled  witi  golden  clasps  before ; 
A  light-green  tuil  of  plumes  she  bore 
Closed  in  a  goldeu  ring. 

Now  on  some  twisted  ivy-net, 

Now  by  some  tinkling  rivulet, 

Jd  mosses  mist  with  violet, 

Her  cream-white  mule  his  pastern  set : 

And  fleeter  now  she  skimmed  the  plains 
Than  she  whose  elfin  prancer  springs 
By  night  to  eery  vrarbliags, 
When  all  the  "limmering  moorland  rings 
With  jingling  bridle-reins. 

As  she  fled  fast  through  sun  and  shade. 
The  happy  winds  upon  her  played, 
Blowing  the  ringlet  from  the  braid : 
She  looked  so  lovely,  as  slie  swayed 

The  rein  with  dainty  finger-tips, 
A  man  had  given  all  other  bliss, 
And  all  bis  worldly  worth  for  this, 
To  waste  his  whole  heart  in  one  kiss 
Upon  her  perfect  lips. 


A    FAREWELL. 

Flow  down,  cold  rivulet,  to  the  sea, 
Thy  tribute  wave  deliver ; 

No  more  by  thee  my  steps  shall  be. 
Forever  and  forever. 
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Flow,  softij-  iiow,  by  lawn  and  lea 

A  rivulet  then  a  river; 
Nowhere  by  tliee  my  steps  shall  be, 

Forever  and  forever. 

But  here  will  sigh  thine  alder  tree 
And  here  thine  aspen  shiver ; 

And  here  hy  thee  will  hum  the  bee 
Forever  and  forever. 

A  thousand  aana  will  stream  on  thee, 
A  thousand  moons  will  quiver; 

But  not  by  thee  my  steps  shall  be. 
Forever  and  forever. 


THE    BEGGAR  MAID. 

Heb  arms  across  her  breast  she  laid ; 

She  was  more  fair  than  words  can  say  5 
Barefooted  came  the  beggar  maid 

Before  the  King  Cophetua. 
In  robe  and  crovm  the  king  stept  down. 

To  meet  and  greet  her  on  her  way ; 
"  It  is  no  wonder,"  said  the  lords, 

"  She  is  more  beautiful  than  day." 

As  shines  the  moon  in  ckiuded  skies, 

She  in  her  poor  attire  was  seen : 
One  praised  her  antles,  one  her  eyes. 

One  her  dark  hair  and  lovesome  mien. 
So  sweet  a  face,  such  angel  grace, 

In  all  that  land  had  never  been : 
Cophetua  sware  a  royal  oath : 

"  This  beggar  maid  shall  be  my  queen  I " 


rii,y  Google 


THE    VISION    OF    SIN. 

I  HAD  a  vision  when  the  nkht  was  late : 

A  youth  caine  ridin"  toward  a  palace-"ate. 

He  rode  a  horse  with  wings  that  would  have  flown, 

But  that  his  lieavy  rider  kept  him  down. 

And  from  the  palace  came  a  child  of  sin, 

And  took  him  Dy  the  curls,  and  led  him  in. 

Where  sat  a  company  with  healed  ej^es, 

BxpectioB  when  a  fountain  should  arise : 

A  sleepy  light  upon  their  hrows  and  lips — 

As  when  the  sun,  a  crescent  of  eclipse, 

Dreams  over  lake  and  lawn,  and  isles  and  capes — 


ig,  Ijin",  languid  shapes, 
and  skins  of  wine,  and  piles  of 


>s  of  gourds, 


Then  methought  I  heard  a  mellow  sound. 
Gathering  up  from  all  the  lower  ground ; 
Narrowing  in  to  where  tliey  sat  assembled. 
Low  voluptuous  muac  winding  trembled, 
Woven  in  drcles :  they  that  heard  it  Hghed, 
Panted  hand  in  hand  with  faces  pale, 
Swung  themselves,  and  in  low  tones  replied; 
Till  the  fountfun  spouted,  showering  wide 
Sleet  of  diamond-drift  and  pearly  hwl ; 
Tlien  the  music  touched  tLe  gates  and  died ; 
Rose  again  from  where  it  seemed  to  fiiil, 
Stormed  in  orbs  of  song,  a  growing  gale ; 
"KU  thronging  in  and  in,  to  where  tSey  wtuted, 
As  'twere  a  hundred-throated  ni":htingale. 
The  strong  tempestuous  treble  throbbed  and  palpi- 
tated; 

Ran  into  its  giddiest  whirl  of  sound, 

Caught  the  sparkles,  and  in  circles. 

Purple  gauzes,  golden  haaes,  liquid  mazes, 

flung  the  torrent  rainbow  rotmd ; 

Then  they  started  from  their  places, 
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Moved  with  violence,  chanced  in  hue, 

Caught  each  other  with  wifl  Brimacea 

Half-inTiable  to  die  view, 

Wheeling  with  precipitate  paces 

To  the  melody,  till  they  flew, 

Hair,  and  eyes,  and  limbs,  and  ftces, 

IVisted  hard  in  fierce  embraceB, 
Like  to  Furies,  like  to  Graces, 
Dashed  tc^etber  in  blindin"  dew  : 
Ml,  killed  with  soma  lusnnous  agony 
The  nerve-iJissolvina  melody 
Fluttered  headlong  from  the.  sky. 

And  then  1  looked  up  towanl  a  mountain-tract 
That  girt  the  region  with  high  tliff  and  lawn :  ' 
1  saw  that  every  morning,  far  withdrawn 
aeyond  die  darkness  and  the  cataract, 
Ud  made  himself  an  airful  rose  of  dawn, 
Unheeded;  and  detaching,  fold  by  fold 
From  those  still  heights,  and,  slowly  drawing  near 
A  vapor  heavy,  hueless,  formless,  eo!d, 
Came  floatmg  on  Ibr  many  a  month  and  year. 
Unheeded :  and  I  thought  I  would  have  spoken, 
And  warned  that  madman  ere  it  m^w  too  late: 
But,  as  in  dreams,  I  could  not     Sine  was  broken, 
VVheo  that  cold  vapor  touched  the  palace  "ate. 
And  linked  ag^n.     I  saw  within  my  head 
Amy  and  gap-toothod  man  as  lean  as  doali. 
Who  slowly  rode  across  a  withered  heath. 
And  lighted  at  a  ruined  inn,  and  said ; 

"  Wrinkled  ostler,  grim  and  tHn  I 
Here  is  custom  ecane  your  way ; 

Take  my  brute,  and  lead  him  in, 
Stuif  his  ribs  with  mouldy  hay. 

"  Bitter  barmaid,  waning  fast ! 

See  that  sheets  are  on  my  bed  ■ 
What !  the  flower  of  hfo  is  past ;  ' 

It  is  long  bafbre  you  ived. 
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Let  us  hob-and-nob  with  Death. 

"  I  am  old,  but  let  me  drink ; 

Bring  me  spices,  bring  me  wine ; 
I  remember,  wlien  I  think, 

That  my  youth  was  half  divine. 

"  Wine  ia  good  for  flhrivelled  lips, 
Wheit  a  blanket  wraps  the  day, 

When  the  rotten  woodland  drips. 
And  the  leaf  is  stamped  in  clay. 

"  Sit  thee  down,  and  have  no  shame. 
Cheek  by  jowl,  and  knee  by  kuee : 

What  cai-e  I  for  any  name  ? 
What  for  order  or  degree  ? 

"  Let  me  screw  thee  up  a  per; ; 

Let  me  loose  thy  tongue  with  wine  : 
Callest  thou  that  thing  ft  leg  ? 

Which  is  thinnest  V  thine  or  mine  ? 

"  Thou  shalt  not  be  saved  by  works : 

Ruined  trunks  on  withered  forks. 
Empty  scarecrows,  I  and  you  I 

"  Fill  the  cup,  and  fill  the  can : 
Have  a  rouse  before  the  mom : 

Every  moment  dies  a  man. 
Every  moment  one  is  born. 

"  We  are  men  of  ruined  blood ; 

Therefore  cornea  it  we  are  wise. 
Fish  are  we  that  love  the  mud, 


rii,y  Google 


"  Name  and  iame  !  to  fly  Biiblime 

ThrOH<>h  the  courts,  the  camps,  the  echools, 
Is  to  bo  the  ball  of  Time, 

Bandied  by  the  hands  of  fools. 

"  Friendship  I — to  be  tmo  in  one — 

Let  the  canting  Uar  pack  I 
Well  I  know,  when  I  am  gone, 

How  she  mouths  behind  my  back. 


'  O !  we  two  as  well  cau  look 
Whited  tliou^ht  and  cleanly  Ufe 
'  e  priest,  ahove  hia  book 


Leering  at  his  neighbor's  wife. 


Rising,  falling,  like  a 
For  they  know  not  what  they  n 

"  He  that  roars  for  liberty 
Faster  binds  a  tyrant's  power ; 

And  the  tyrant's  cruel  glee 
Forces  on  the  fre«r  hour, 

"  Fill  the  can,  and  fill  the  cap : 
All  the  windy  ways  of  men 

Are  but  dust  tliat  rises  up. 
And  is  lightly  hid  again. 
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THE  visioJf  OP  sm. 

*  Greet  her  with  applausLye  breath. 
Freedom,  gayiy  doth  she  tread ; 

In  her  ri"lit  a  civic  wreath, 
lu  herleft  a  human  bejid. 

"  Ho,  I  loi'e  not  what  is  new ; 

She  is  of  an  ancient  house : 
And  I  think  we  know  the  hue 

Of  that  cap  upon  her  browa. 

"  Let  her  go !  her  thirst  she  slakes 
Where  the  bloody  conduit  runs : 

Then  her  sweetest  meal  she  mates 
On  the  first-born  of  her  sous. 

"  Drink  to  lofty  hopes  that  cool — 
Visions  of  a  perlect  Statu; 

Drink  we,  last,  the  public  fool. 
Frantic  love  aad  frantic  hate. 

"  Chant  me  now  some  wicked  stave, 
Till  thy  drooping  courage  rise. 

And  the  glow-worm  of  the  grave 
Glimmer  in  thy  rheimiy  eyes. 

"  Fear  not  thou  to  loose  thy  tongue ; 

Set  thy  hoary  fiuiuies  free ; 
What  is  loathsome  to  the  young 

Savors  well  to  thee  anci  me. 

"  Change,  reverting  to  the  years. 
When  thy  nerves  could  understand 

What  there  is  in  loving  tears, 

And  the  warmth  of  hand  in  hand. 

"  Tell  me  tales  of  thy  first  love- 
April  hopes,  the  fools  of  chance  ; 

Till  the  graves  begin  to  move, 
And  the  duad  begin  to  dance. 
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"  Pill  the  can,  and  fill  the  cup : 
' "  "'  e  windy  ways  of  men 


Are  but  dust  that  ri 


And  is  lightly  laid  again. 

"  Trooping  from  their  mouldy  ilena 

The  e!iap-falien  circle  spreads-: 
■Welcome,  I'ellow-ciiizena, 

HoUoTV  hearts  and  empty  heads ! 

"  Tou  are  bones,  and  what  of  that  'i 

Every  face,  however  full. 
Padded  round  with  ilesh  and  fat, 

Is  but  modelled  on  a  skull. 

"  Death  is  king,  and  Virat  Kex ! 

Tread  a  measure  on  the  stonca. 
Madam — if  1  know  your  sex, 

From  tlie  fiishion  of  your  bones. 

"  No,  1  cannot  praise  the  fire 
In  your  eye — nor  yet  your  lip ; 

All  the  more  do  I  admii-e 
Joiats  of  cunning  workmanship. 

"  Lo !  God's  likeness — the  ground-plan— 
Neither  modelled,  glazed,  or  framed : 

Buss  me,  thou  rough  sketch  of  man, 
Far  too  naked  to  be  shamed  ! 

"  Drink  to  Fortune,  drink  to  Chance, 
While  we  keep  a  little  breath  I 

Drink  to  heavy  Ignorance  I 

Hob-and-nob  with  brother  Death  I 


As  a  bitter  jest  is  dear. 
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THE    SKIPPING-nOPE,  253 

"  Youttfu!  hopes,  by  acoros,  to  aJI, 
When  the  locks  are  crisp  and  curled; 

Unto  me  my  maudlin  gall, 

And  my  mockeries  of  the  world. 

"  Fill  the  cup,  and  fiU  the  can  I 

Mingle  madness,  mingle  scom  ! 
Dre^s  of  life,  and  lees  of  man : 

Yet  we  will  not  die  forlorn." 

The  voice  grew  faint :  there  came  a  further  ehange ; 

Once  more  uprose  the  mystic  mountain-range ; 

Below  were  men  and  horses  pierced  with  worms, 

And  slowly  quickening  into  lower  forms ; 

By  shards  and  scurf  of  salt,  and  scmn  of  dross, 

Old  plash  of  rains,  and  refuse  patched  with  moss. 

Then  some  one  spake :  "  Behold  !  it  was  a  crime 

Of  sense  avenged  by  sense  that  wore  with  time." 

Another  said :  "  The  crime  of  sense  became 

The  crime  of  malice,  and  is  equal  blame." 

And   one :    "  He   had   not   wholly   quenched    his 

power ; 
A  little  grain  of  conscience  made  him  sour." 
At  last  fheard  a  voice  upon  the  slope 
Cry  to  the  summit,  "  Is  there  any  hope  ?  " 
To  which  an  answer  pealed  from  that  high  land, 
But  in  a  tongue  no  man  could  understand : 
And  on  the  glimmering  limit  far  witlirtrawn 
God  made  hmiself  an  awfiil  rose  of  dawn. 


THE   SKIPPING-KOPE. 

Smti!  never  yet  was  Antelope 

Could  skip  BO  lightly  by. 
Stand  off,  or  else  my  skipping-rope 

Will  hit  you  in  the  eye. 
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How  ligMy  whirls  the  akipping-rope  1 

How  fairy-like  you  fly ! 
Go,  aet  you  gone,  yo\i  muse  and  mope— 

I  tote  that  ally  sigh. 
Way,  dearest,  teach  me  how  to  hope, 

Or  tell  me  how  to  die. 
There,  take  it,  take  my  skipping-rope 

And  hang  yourself  thereby. 


Move  eastward,  happy  earth,  and  leave 

Ton  orange  eunset  waning  slow ; 
From  fringes  of  llie  faded  eve, 


Thy  alver  aster-world,  and  rise 

To  glass  herself  in  dewy  eyes 

That  watch  me  from  the  glen  below. 

Ah,  bear  me  with  thee,  smoothly  borne. 
Dip  forward  under  starry  light, 


BEEAK,  BREAK,  REEAK. 

Bheak,  break,  break. 

On  thy  cold  gray  stones,  oh  Sea  ! 
And  I  would  that  my  tongue  could  utter 

The  thoughts  that  arise  in  me. 

O  well  for.  the  fisherman's  boy, 

Tliat  he  shouts  witli  his  ^ster  at  play  I 

O  well  tor  the  sailor  lad. 

That  he  ungs  in  his  boat  on  the  bay  1 
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Anil  the  stately  sliips  go  on 
To  their  haven  under  the  hill ; 

But  oil  for  the  touch  of  a  vanished  band, 
And  the  sound  of  a  voice  (hat  is  still ! 

Break,  break,  hreak. 

At  the  foot  of  thy  crags,  oh  Sea ! 
But  the  tender  grace  of  a  day  that  ia  dead 

Will  never  come  hack  to  me. 


THE    POET'S   SONG. 

The  rain  had  fallen,  the  Poet  arose. 

He  passed  by  Ihe  town,  and  out  of  the  street, 
A  light  windhlem  from  the  gates  of  the  sun, 

And  waves  of  shadow  went  over  the  wheat, 
And  he  sat  him  down  in  a  lonely  place. 

And  chanted  a  melody  loud  and  sweet. 
That  made  the  wild-swan  pause  in  her  uloud. 

And  iJie  lark  drop  down  at  hia  feet 

The  swallow  atopt  as  he  hunted  the  bee, 

The  snake  slipt  under  a  spray. 
The  wild  hawk  stood  with  the  down  on  bis  beak 

And  stared,  with  bis  foot  on  the  prey. 
And  the  nightingale  thought,  "  I  have  sung  many 

But  never  a  one  so  cay, 
For  he  sings  of  what  the  world  will  be 
When  the  yeara  have  died  away." 


THE  PEINCESS;   A  MEDLEY. 


Sib  Waltek  Vivian  all  a  summer's  day 
Gave  bis  broad  lawns  until  the  set  of  sun 
Up  to  the  people  :  thither  flocked  at  noon    ■ 
His  lenaiils,  wife  and  child,  and  ihilher  half 
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The  i!oi"liborJng  bo:"oiigh  with  their 
Of  whicli  he  was  the  patron.  I  waa  there 
From  college,  visiting  the  son,— the  son 
A  Walter,  too,— with  others  of  our  set, 
Five  others:  we  were  seven  at  Vivian-place. 

And  me  that  morning  Walter  showed  the  house, 
Greek,  set  with  busts :  from  vasea  in  the  hall 
Flowers   of  all   heavens,  and   lovelier   than   thdr 

names. 
Grew  side  by  side ;  and  on  the  pavement  lay 
Carved  atones  of  the  Abbey-ruin  in  the  park, 
Huge  Ammonites,  and  the  first  bones  of  Time ; 
And  on  the  tables  every  clime  and  age 
Jumbled  together ;  eelts  and  calumeta. 
Claymore  and  snowshoe,  toj's  in  lava,  fans 
Of  sandal,  amber,  ancient  rosaries, 
Laborious  orient  ivory  sphere  in  sphere. 
The  euraed  Malayan  crease,  and  batlle-clubs 
From  the  isles  of  pahn :  and  higher  on  the  walls, 
Betwiixt  the  monati'Ous  horns  of  elk  and  deei, 
His  own  foretatbers"  arms  and  armor  hung. 

And  "  this,"  he  said,  "  was  Hugh's  at  Agincourt ; 
And  that  was  old  Sir  Ralph's  at  Ascalon : 
A  good  knight  he  !  we  keep  a  chronicle 
With  all  about  him," — which  he  brought,  and  1 
Dived  in  a  hoard  of  tales  that  dealt  with  knights 
Half-legend,  half-historic,  counts  and  kings 
Who  laid  about  tbem  at  their  willa  and  died ; 
And  mlxt  with  theae,  a  lady,  one  that  armed 
Her  own  fair  head,  and  sallying  through  the  gate, 
Had  beat  her  foea  with  slaughter  from  her  walls. 

"  0  miracle  of  women,"  said  the  book, 
"  0  noblu  heart  who,  being  strait-besieged 
By  this  wild  king  to  force  her  to  his  wish, 
Nor  bent,  nor  broke,  nor  shunned  a  soldier's  death, 
But  now  when  all  was  bst  or  seemed  as  lost — 
Her  stature  more  than  mortal  in  the  burst 
Of  siiiiriso,  her  arm  lifted,  eyes  on  firs — 
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Brake  with  a  blasl  of  trumpets  from  the  gate, 
And,  ialhng  oji  ihuui  like  a  thunderbolt. 
She  trampled  some  beneath  her  horses'  heela, 
And  Bome  were  whelmed  with  miesiles  of  the  wall, 
And  some  were  pushed  with  lances  from  the  I'ock, 
Andpart  wei'e  drawned  within  the  whirling  brook  r 
0  miracle  of  noble  womanhood ! " 

So  sane  the  gallant  glorious  chronicle ; 
And,  I  ail  rapt  m  tJiia,  "  Come  out,"  he  said, 
"  To  the  Abbey :  there  is  Aunt  Elizabeth 
And  sister  Lilia  with  the  rest."     We  went 
(I  kept  the  book  and  bad  my  finger  in  it) 
Down  through  the  park :  strange  was  the  sight  to  me ; 
For  all  the  sloping  pasture  mtirmnred,  sown 
Wifli  happy  aces  and  wilJi  holiday. 
There  moved  the  multitude,  a  thousand  heads : 
The  patient  leaders  of  their  Institute 
Taught  them  with  iacts.     One  reared  a  font  of 

And  drew,  from  butts  of  irater  on  the  slope. 
The  fountain  of  the  moment,  playing  now 
A  twisted  suake,  and  now  a  rain  of  pearls, 
Or  st«ep-up  spout  whereon  the  gilded  tedi 
Danced  like  a  wisp :  and  somewhat  lower  down 
A  man  witb  knobs  and  wires  and  vials  fir«i 
A  cannon :  Echo  answered  in  her  sleep 
Prom  hollow  fields :  and  here  were  telescopes 
For  azure  yiewa ;  and  there  a  group  of  gins 
In  circle  waited,  whom  the  electric  shock 
Dishnked  with   shrieks   and  laughter;  round   tbs 

A  little  clock-work  steamer  paddling  plied 

And  shook  the  lilies :  perched  about  the  knolls 

A  dozen  angry  models  jetted  steanj ; 

A  petty  Kulway  ran  r  a  fire-balloon 

Rcee  gem-like  np  before  the  dusky  groves 

And  dropt  a  fiury  parachute  and  past : 

And  diere  through  twenty  posts  of  telegraph 
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They  flashed  a  saucy  message  to  and  fro 
Between  the  mimic  stations ;  bo  that  sport 
Went  hand  in  hand  with  Science ;  otherwhere 
Pure  aport :  a  herd  of  boys  with  clamor  bowled 
And  stumped  the  wickot ;  babies  rolled  about 
Like  tumbled  fruit  in  grass ;  and  men  and  ni^ds 
Arranged  a  country  dance,  and  flew  throiigii  Egbt 
■  And  shadow,  while  the  twangling  violin 
Struck  up  with  Soldier-laddie,  and  overhead 
The  broad  ambrosial  aisles  of  lofty  !ime 
Made  noise  with  bees  and  breeze  from  end  to  end. 

Strange  was  the  sight  and  smacking  of  the  time; 
And  long  we  gazed,  but  satiated  at  length 
Came  to  the  ruins.     High-arched  and  ivy-claspt. 
Of  finest  Giothic,  lighter  than  a  fire, 
Through  one  wide  chasm  of  lime  and  frost  they 

The  park,  the  crowd,  (he  house;  but  all  withiii 

The  sward  was  trim  aa  any  garden  lawn : 

And  here  we  ht  on  Aunt  Elizabeth, 

And  Lilia  with  the  rest,  and  lady  friends 

Prom  neighbor  seats :  and  there  was  Kalpb  himselJ", 


Ascarfof  o — -„ - 

And  robed  the  Siouldera  in  a  ro^  siik, 

That  made  the  old  warrior  fi-om  bis  ivied  nook 

Glow  like  a  sunbeam ;  near  his  tomb  a  feast 

Shone,  silver-set ;  about  it  lay  the  guests, 

And  there  we  joined  them :  then  the  mfuden  Au  nt 

Took  this  tiuT  day  fiir  text,  and  from  it  preached 

An  universal  culture  for  the  crowd. 

And  all  things  great ;  but  we,  unworthier,  told 

Of  coUe^ :  ne  had  climbed  across  the  spikes, 

And  he  had  squeezed  himself  betwixt  the  bars. 

And  he  bad  breathed  the  Proctor's  dogs ;  and  one 

Discussed  his  tutor,  rough  ti 
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But  honejin"  iit  the  wlihper  of  a  lord ; 
And  ono  the  Master,  as  a  rogue  in  strain 
Veneered  with  aanctimouious  theory. 

Bat  while  they  talked,  above  their  heads  1  saw 
The  feudal  warrior  lady-clad ;  which  hrou"ht 
My  book  to  mind ;  and  opening  this,  I  read 
Of  old  Sir  Kalph  a  page  or  two  that  rang 
With  lilt  and  tourney  _;  then  the  tale  of  her 
That  drove  her  foes  with  slaughter  from  her  walla. 
And  much  I  praised  her  nobleness,  and  "  Where," 
Asked  Walter,  patting  Lilia's  head,  (she  lay 
Beade  him,)  "  Uvea  there  such  a.  woman  now  ?  " 

Quick  answered  Lilia, "  There  are  thousands  now 
Sach  women,  but  convention  beats  them  down ; 
It  is  but  bringing  up_;  no  more  than  that : 
You  men  have  done  it :  how  I  hate  you  all ! 
Ah,  were  I  something  great !    1  wisli  I  were 
Some  mighty  poetp,as,  I  would  shame  you  then, 
That  love  to  keep  as  children  1     O,  I  wish 
That  I  wei*  some  great  Princess,  I  woald  bufld 
Far  off  from  men  a  (.■ollege  like  a  man's. 
And  I  would  teach  them  all  that  men  are  taught ; 
We  are  twice  as  quick  1"     And   hero  she  shook 

The  hand  that  played  the  patron  with  her  curis. 

And  one  said,  smiling,  "Pretty  were  the  sinht 
If  oar  old  halls  could  change  their  sex,  and  flaunt 
With  prudes  for  proctors,  dowagers  for  deans, 
And  sweet  girl-graduatea  in  their  golden-hair. 
I  think  they  should  not  wear  our  rusty  "owns, 
But  move  ^  rich  as  Emperor-moths,  or  Kalph 
Who  shines  so  in  the  corner ;  yet  I  tear, 
If  there  were  many  Lilias  in  the  brood. 
However  deep  you  inight  embower  the  neat. 
Some  boy  would  spy  it." 

At  this  upon  the  sward 
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PROLOOUE. 


She  tapt  bar  tiny  silken-sandaled  foot : 

■'  That's  your  li"ht  *vay ;  but  I  would  maie  it  death 

For  any  male  thing  but  to  peep  at  us." 


And  Bweet  as  English  air  could  make  her,  she : 
But  Walter  hailed  a  score  of  names  upon  her, 
And  "  petty  Ogress,"  and  "  ungrateful  Puss," 
And  swore  he  longed  at  college,  only  longed. 
All  else  was  well,  for  she-soeiety. 
They  boated  and  they  cricketed ;  they  talked 
At  -wine,  in  clubs,  of  art,  of  politics; 
They  lost  their  weeks ;  they  vest  the  souls  of  deans ; 
They  rcide ;  they  betted ;  made  a  hundred  friends, 
And  caught  the  blossom  of  the  flying  terms, 
But  nuesed  the  mignonette  of  Vivian-place, 
The  little  hearth-flower  Lilia.     Thus  he  spoke. 
Part  banter,  part  affection. 

"  True,"  she  said, 
"  We  doubt  not  that     0  yes,  you  missed  us  much, 
ru  stake  my  ruby  ring  upon  it  you  did." 

She  held  it  out ;  and  as  a  parrot  turns 
Up  through  mlt  wires  a  craity  loving  eye, 
And  takes  a  lady's  finger  with  all  care. 
And  bites  it  for  true  heart,  and  not  for  harm, 
So  he  with  Lilia's.    Daintily  she  shrieked 
And  wrung  it.     "  Doubt  my  word  again ! "  he  aaid. 
"  Come,  listen  I  here  is  proof  that  you  were  nusseds 
We  seven  stayed  at  Christmas  up  to  read ; 
And  there  we  took  one  tutor  as  to  i-ead : 
The  hard'^rwned  Muses  of  the  cube  and  square 
Were  out  of  season :  never  man,  I  think, 
So  mouldered  in  a  sinecure  as  he ; 
For  while  our  cloisters  echoed  frosty  feet. 
And  our  long  walks  were  stript  as  bare  as  hrocmiB, 
We  did  but  talk  yon  over,  pledge  you  all 
In  wassail :  often,  like  as  many  prls — 
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6Sck  for  the  hollies  and  the  yews  of  home — 

As  many  little  trilling  Lilias — played 

Charadee  and  riddles  as  at  Chrjstmas  here. 

And  tnkat's  my  thought  and  johen  and  where  and  Ttow, 

And  often  told  a  tale  from  mouth  to  moutti 

As  here  at  Christmaa." 

She  remembered  that: 
A  pleasant  game,  she  thought :  she  liked  it  more 
Than  magic  mugtc,  forfeite,  all  the  rest. 
But  these — ^wiiat  kind  of  tales  did  men  tell  men, 
She  wondered,  by  tbemeelTes  ? 

A  half-disdain 
Perched  on  the  pouted  blossom  of  her  lips ; 
And  Walter  nodded  at  me ;  "  He  began, 
The  rest  would  follow,  each  in  turn ;  and  so 
We  forged  a  seven-fold  story.     Kind  ?  what  kind  ! 
Chimeras,  crotchets,  Christmas  solecisms. 
Seven-headed  monsters  only  made  to  kill 
Yuas  by  the  lire  in  winter." 

"Kill  him  now. 
The  tyrant !  kill  him  in  the  summer  too," 
Said  Lilia ;  "  Why  not  now,"  the  maiden  Aunt. 
"  Why  not  a  summer's  as  a  winter's  tale  ? 
A  tale  for  summer,  as  befits  the  time ; 
And  something  it  should  be  to  suit  the  place. 
Heroic,  for  a  hero  lies  beneath, 
Grave,  solemn ! " 

Walter  warped  his  mouth  at  this 
To  something  so  mock-solemn,  that  I  laughed, 
And  Lilia  woke  with  sudden-drilling  mirth 
An  echo,  like  a  ghostly  woodpecker. 
Hid  in  the  ruins;  till  the  maiden  Aunt 
(A  little  sense  of  wrong  had  Ifluched  her  face 
with  color)  turned  to  me  with  "  As  you  will — 
Heroic  if  you  will,  or  what  you  will. 
Or  be  yourself  your  hero  if  you  will." 
■'  Take  Liha,  then,  for  heroine,"  clamored  he, 
'■  And  make  her  some  great  Princess,  six  feet  Mgh, 
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263  THE    PKINCEiiS  ; 

Grand,  epic,  homicidal ;  and  be  you 
Tiie  Prince  to  iviu  her ! " 

"  Then  follow  me,  the  Fi-ince, 
I  answered ;  "  each  be  hero  in  his  turn ! 
Seven  and  yet  one,  liie  shadows  in  a  dream. — 
Hoi-oic  seems  our  Prineess  as  retiuired.— 
But  aoniethiog  made  to  suit  -with  time  and  place, 
A  Gothic  ruin,  and  a  Grecian  house, 
A  talk  of  college  and  of  ladies'  righia, 
A  feudal  knight  in  alkon  masquerade, 
And,  yonder,  slirieks  and  stiange  esperiments. 
For  which  the  good   Sir  Kalph  hod  burnt  thei 

all,— 
This  leere  a  medley  I  we  should  have  him  back 
Who  told  the  '  Winter's  tale,'  to  do  it  for  us. 
No  matter :  we  will  say  whateTor  comes. 
And  let  the  ladies  ^ng  ua,  if  they  irill, 
From  time  to  time,  some  ballad,  or  a  song, 
To  give  us  breathing-space." 

So  I  began. 
And  the  rest  followed ;  and  the  women  sang 
Between  the  rougher  voices  of  the  men. 
Like  liniietB  in  the  panses  of  the  wind : 
And  here  I  give  the  story  and  the  songs. 

I. 

A  Pbikce  I  was,  blue-eyed,  and  fair  in  fiice, 
Of  temper  amorous,  as  the  first  of  May, 
W\\k  lengths  of  yellow  ringlet,  like  a  girl. 
For  on  my  cradle  shone  the  northern  star. 

There  lived  an  ancient  legend  in  our  house. 
Some  sorcerer,  whom  a  fer-off  grandsii-e  burnt 
Because  he  cast  no  shadow,  had  foretold, 
/Djinf,  that  none  of  all  our  blood  should  know 
/The  shadow  from  the  substance,  and  that  one      \ 
'  Should  come  to  fight  with  shadows,  and  to  fell.    ' 
For  so,  my  mother  said,  the  story  ran. 
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And,  truly,  waking  dreams  were,  more  or  less, 

An  old  and  strange  affection  of  the  house. 

Myself  too  had  weird  seizures,  Heaven  knows  what 

On  a  sadden,  in  the  midst  of  men  and  day, 

And  while  I  walked  and  talked  aa  heretofore, 

1  seemed  to  move  among  a  world  of  ghosts, 

And  feel  myself  the  shadow  of  a  dream. 

Our  great  eourt-Galen  poised  his  mlt-head  cane, 

And  pawed  his  beard,  and  mnttei^  oatalepsy. 

My  mother  pitying  made  a  thousand  prayers ; 

My  mother  was  a.i  mild  as  any  saint, 

Half-canonized  by  all  that  looked  on  her, 

So  gracious  was  her  tact  and  tenderness : 

But  my  good  father  thought  a  kin^  a  king ; 

He  eared  not  for  the  affection  of  the  house ; 

He  hdd  his  sceptre  like  a  pedant's  wand 

To  lash  offence,  and  with  long  arms  and  hands 

Beached  out,  and  picked  offenders  from  the  mass 

For  judgment. 

Now  it  chanced  that  I  had  been, 
While  life  was  yet  in  bud  and  blade,  beto>thed 
To  one,  a  neighboring  Princess ;  she  to  me 
Was  proxy-wedded  with  a  bootless  calf 
At  eight  years  old;  and  sljl!  from  time  to  time 
Came  murmurs  of  her  beauty  from  the  South, 
And  of  her  brethren,  youths  of  puissance; 
And  still  I  more  her  picture  by  my  heart. 
And  one  dark  tress ;  and  all  around  them  both 
Sweet  thoughts  would  swarm,  as  bees  about  their 
queen. 

But  when  the  days  drew  nigh  that  I  should  wed. 
My  father  sent  ambassadors  with  ftirs 
And  jewels,  ^fts,  to  fetch  her :  these  brought  back 
A  present,  a  great  labor  of  the  loom ; 
And  therewithal  an  answer  vague  as  wind : 
Beades,  they  saw  the  king ;  he  took  the  gifts ; 
He  sMd  there  was  a  compact ;  that  was  true : 
But  then  she  had  a  will ;  was  he  to  Wama  ? 
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That  morning  in  the  presence-room  I  stood 
With  Cyril  and  with  Fiorian,  my  two  friends : 
The  first,  a  gentleman  of  broken  means, 
(His  fether'a  fault,)  but  ^ven  to  starts  and  bursts 
Of  revel ;  and  the  last,  my  other  heart, 
And  almost  my  lialf^lf,  for  still  we  moved 
Together,  twinned,  as  horse's  ear  and  eye. 


Inflamed  with  wrath ;  he  started  on  his  feet. 
Tore  the  king's  letter,  snowed  it  down,  and  rent 
The  wonder  of  the  loom  through  warp  and  woof, 
From  skirt  to  skirt ;  and  at  tiie  last  he  swai-e 
That  he  would  send  a  hundred  thousand  men, 
And  bring  her  in  a  whirlwind;  then  he  cliewed 
The  thrice-turned  cttd  of  wrath,  and  cooked  Us 

Communing  with  his  captains  of  the  war. 

At  last  I  spoke.     "My  father,  let  me  go. 
It  cannot  be  but  some  gvcyss  error  lies 
In  this  report,  this  answer  of  a  king. 
Whom  all  men  rate  as  kind  and  hospitable : 
Or,  maybe,  I  myself,  my  bride  once  seen, 
Whate'er  my  grief  to  find  her  less  than  feme, 
May  rue  tjie  Wgain  made."     And  Fiorian  s^d : 
"  I  have  a  sister  at  the  ibreign  court, 
Who  mores  about  the  Princess ;  she,  you  know, 
Who  wedded  with  a  nobleman  from  thence : 
He,  dying  lately,  left  her,  as  I  hear. 
The  lady  of  three  castles  in  that  land. 
Through  her  this  matter  might  be  sifted  clean." 
And  GyA  whispered :  "  Take  me  with  you  too." 
Then,  laughjns,"  What  if  these  weird  seizures  come 
Upon  you  in  those  lands,  and  no  one  near 
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To  pmnt  yon  out  the  sliadow  from  the  truth  1 
Take  me ;  I'll  serve  you  better  in  a  strait ; 
I  grate  on  rasty  hinges  here : "  but  "  No ! " 
Roared  the  rough  king,  "jou  shall  not;  we  ourself 
Wll  crush  her  pretty  m^den  fencies  dead 
In  iron  gauntlets :  break  the  council  up." 

But  when  the  council  broke,  I  rose  and  passed 
Through  the  wild  woods  that  hung  about  the  town  j 
Found  a  stiU  place,  and  plucked  her  likeness  out ; 
Laid  it  on  flowers,  and  watched  it  lying  bathed 
In  the  green  gleam  of  dewy-ta^elled  trees : 
What  were   those   fhncies?   wherefore  break  her 

troth? 
Proud  looked  the  lips ;  but  while  I  meditated, 
A  wind  arose,  and  rushed  upon  the  South, 
And  shook  the  songs,  the  whispers,  and  the  shrieks 
Of  the  wild  woods  together;  and  a  Voice 
Went  with  it,  "  Follow,  follow,  thou  shalt  win." 

Then,  ere  the  ^ver  Mckle  of  that  month 
Became  her  golden  shield,  I  stole  from  tourt 
With  Cyril  and  with  Floriaa,  unoerceived, 
Cat-footed  through  the  town,  and  half  in  dread 
To  hear  my  lather's  clamor  at  our  backs, 
With  Hoi  from  some  bay-window  shake  the  night; 
But  all  was  quiet ;  ftom  the  baadoned  wails 
Like  threaded  spiders,  one  by  one,  we  dropt. 
And  flying  reached  the  frontier :  then  we  erost 
To  a  liyeher  land ;  and  so,  by  tilth  and  grange. 
And  vines,  and  blowing  boslw  of  wilderness. 
We  gained  the  mother-city  thick  with  towers, 
And  in  the  imperial  palace  found  the  kin^. 
His  name  was  Gama;  cracked  and  small  hia  voice. 
But  bland  the  smile  tiiat  like  a  wrinkluig  wind 
On  glassy  water  drove  hia  cheek  in  Unee ; 
A  Uttle  dry  old  man,  without  a  star. 
Not  like  a  king :  three  days  he  feasted  us, 
And  on  the  fourth  I  spake  of  why  we  came, 
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And  my  betroUied.     "  Ton  do  us,  Priuee,"  ha  said, 


In  our  sweet  youth :  there  did  a  compact  pass 

Long  summers  back,  a  kind  of  ceremony— 

I  think  the  year  in  which  our  olives  failed. 

I  would  you  had  her,  Prince,  with  all  my  heart, 

With  my  full  heart :  but  there  were  widows  here. 

Two  widows,  Lady  Psyche,  Lady  Blanche ; 

They  fed  her  theories,  in  and  out  of  place, 

Maintiuning  that  with  eqnal  husbandry 

^e  woman  were  an  equal  to  the  man. 

They  harped  on  this ;  with  this  our  banquets  rang  | 

Our  dances  broke  and  buzzed  in  knots  of  talk ; 

Noliiing  but  this;  my  very  ears  were  hot 

To  hear  them ;  knowledge,  so  my  daughter  held, 

Was  all  in  ail ;  they  bad  but  been,  she  thought. 

As  children ;  they  must  lose  the  child,  assume 

The  woman;  then,  Sir,  awful  odes  she  wrote. 

Too  awfijl,  sure,  for  what  they  treated  o^ 

But  all  she  is  and  does  is  awful;  odes 

About  this  loang  of  the  child ;  and  rhymes 


No  critic  I — would  call  them  masterpieces : 

They  mastered  me.     At  last  she  begged  a  boon, 

A  certMu  summer  palace  which  I  have 

Hard  by  your  father's  frontier :  I  said  no, 

Yet  being  an  easy  man,  ^are  it ;  and  there, 

All  wild  to  found  an  tJmversity 

For  maidens,  on  the  spur  she  fled ;  and  more 

We  know  not, — only  this :  They  see  no  men. 

Not  even  her  brother  Arac,  nor  the  twins 

Her  brethren,  though  they  love  her,  look  upon  bei 

As  on  a  kind  of  paragon  ;  and  I 

(Pardon  me  saying  it)  were  much  loth  to  breed 

Di»puto  betwixt  myself  aiid  mine :  but  since 
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-And  I  confess  with  right)  you  tliinli;  me  bound 
In  some  sort,  I  c<in  give  you  lettere  to  Jier; 
And  yet,  to  speak  the  truth,  I  rate  your  chanoe 
Ahnost  at  naked  nothing." 

Thus  the  king; 
And  I,  though  nettled  that  he  seemed  to  slur 
With  gan-ulous  ease  and  oily  courtesies 
Our  forma!  compact,  yet,  not  less  (all  frets 
But  chafinir  me  on  fire  to  find  my  bride) 
Went  fortb  again  with  both  my  fnends.    We  rodu 
Many  a  long  league  back  to  the  North.     At  last 
From  hills  that  lotA:ed  across  a  land  of  hope 
We  dropt  with  evening  on  a  rustic  town 
Set  in  a  gleaming  river's  creseenWurve, 
Close  at  tlie  boundaij-  of  the  libertiea ; 
There  entered  an  old  hostel,  called  mine  host 
To  council,  plied  him  with  his  richest  wines, 
And  showed  the  late-writ  letters  of  the  king. 

He,  with  a  long,  low  sibilation,  stared 
As  blank  as  death  in  marble ;  then  exclaimed. 
Averring  it  was  clear  gainst  all  rules 
For  any  man  to  go :  but  as  his  brain 
Btsan  to  mellow,  "  If  the  king,"  he  said, 
"  lEid  given  u8  letters,  was  be  bound  to  speat  ? 
The  king  would  bear  him  out ; "  and  at  the  laat — 
The  summer  of  the  vine  in  all  his  veinB— 
"  Ho  doubt  that  we  might  make  it  worth  his  while. 
She  once  had  passed  that  way ;  be  beard  her  speak ; 
She  scared  him ;  life  I  he  never  saw  the  like ; 
She  looked  as  gi-and  as  doomsday,  and  as  grave : 
And  he,  be  reverenced  his  liege-lady  there ; 
He  always  made  a  point  to  post  with  mares ; 
His  daughter  and  his  housemaid  were  the  b(^; 
The  land  he  understood  for  miles  about 
Was  tilled  by  women;  all  the  swine  were  sows 
And  ajl  the  dogs  " — 
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Remembering  how  we  three  presented  Maid, 
Or  Nymph,  or  Goddess,  at  high  tide  of  feast, 


He  brought  it,  and  himself,  a  sight  to  shake 
The  midriff  of  despair  with  kughter,  holp 
To  lace  us  up,  till,  each,  in  maiden  plumM 
We  rustled ;  him  we  gave  a  costly  bribe 
To  guerdon  silence,  mounted  our  good  steeds, 
And  boldly  ventured  on  the  liberties. 

We  followed  tip  the  river  as  we  rode. 
And  rode  till  midnight,  when  the  collie  lights 
Began  to  glitter  firefly-like  in  copse 
And  linden  alley ;  then  we  past  an  arch. 
Whereon  a  woman-statue  rose  with  wings 
From  four  winged  horses  dark  against  Se  stars. 
And  some  inscription  ran  along  Uie  front, 
But  deep  in  shadow :  fcrther  on  we  gained 
A  little  street,  half  garden  and  half  house; 
But  acarce  could  hear  each  other  speak  for  noiee 

Of  clocks  and  chimes,  like  silver  hammers  felling 

On  alver  anvils,  and  the  splash  and  stJr 

Of  fountains  spouted  up  and  showering  down 

In  meshes  of  lie  jasmine  and  the  rose : 

And  all  about  us  peaied  the  nightingale, 

Eapt  in  her  song,  and  careless  of  the  snare. 

There  stood  a  bust  of  Pallas  for  a  sign, 
By  two  sphere  lamps  blazoned  like  Heaven  and 

Eartii 
With  constellation  and  with  continent, 
Above  an  entry ;  riding  irt,  we  called  ; 
A  plump-armed  Ostleress  and  a  stable  wench 
Came  running  at  the  call,  and  helped  us  down. 
Then  stept  a  ouxom  hostess  forth,  and  sailed 
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Full-blown  before  us  into  rooms  which  gave 
Upon  a  pillared  porch,  the  bases  lost, 
In  laurel:  her  wa  asked  of  that  and  this, 
And  who  were  tutors.     "  Lady  Blanche,"  she  s^d, 
"  And  Lady  Psyche."     "  Which  was  prettiest, 
Best-nalured  'i "     "  Lady  Psyche."    "  Hers  are  we," 
One  voice,  we  cried ;  and  I  sat  down  and  wrote, 
In  such  a  hand  as  when  a  field  of  corn 
Bows  all  its  ears  before  the  roaring  East; 

"  Three  ladies  of  the  Northern  empire  pray 
Your  Highness  would  enroll  them  with  your  own, 
Aa  Lady  Psyche's  pupils." 

This  I  sealed : 
The  seal  was  Cupid  bent  above  a  scroll, 
And  o'er  his  head  Uranian  Venus  hun". 
And  raised  the  blinding  bandage  from  his  eyes : 
I  gave  the  letter  to  be  sent  with  dawn ; 
And  then  to  bed,  where  half  in  doze  I  seemed 
To  float  about  a  glimmerin"  night,  and  watch 
A  full  sea  glazed  with  muffled  moonlight,  swell 
On  some  dark  shore  just  seen  that  it  was  rich. 


As  through  the  land  at  eve  we 

And  plucked  the  ripened  ears 

We  Pall  out,  my  wifa  and  I, 

0,  we  fell  out,  I  know  nol  why. 

And  kissed  a^ii  with  tsiiis. 

For  whan  we  ofime  where  lies  tl 

Wb  lost  in  other  years. 
There  above  the  little  gi'ava, 
O,  ihare  above  the  little  grave, 
We  kissed  again  with  tears. 
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iT  break  of  day  the  Colle«^e  Fortress  came ; 

She  brought  lis  Academic  silks,  in  hue 

The  lilac,  with  a  Mlken  hood  to  each, 

And  zoned  with  gold ;  and  now  when  these  were 

And  we  as  rich  as  molhs  from  dusk  cocoons. 
She,  cnrtsejiiis  her  obeisance,  let  us  know 
The  Princess  Ha  wMted :  out  we  paced, 
I  first,  and  following  through  the  porch  that  sang 
All  round  with  laurel,  issued  in  a  court 
Compact  of  lucid  marbles,  bossed  with  lengths 
Of  classic  fi^eze,  with  ample  awnings  gay 
Betwixt  the  pillars,  and  with  great  urns  of  flowers. 
The  iluses  and  the  Graces,  grouped  in  threes, 
Enringed  a  billowing  fountain  in  the  midst ; 
And  here  and  there  on  lattice  edges  lay 
Or  book  or  Ivite ;  but  hastily  we  past, 
A.n(Fup  a  flight  of  stairs  into  the  hiJl. 

There  at  a  board  by  tome  and  paper  sat, 
With  two  tame  leiMras  crouched  beside  her  throne. 
All  beauty  compassed  in  a  female  form. 
The  Princess ;  fiker  to  the  inhabitant 
Of  some  clear  planet  close  upon  the  Sun, 
Than  our  man's  earth :  such  eyes  were  in  her  head. 
And  so  much  grace  and  power,  breathing  down 
From  over  her  arched  brows,  mth  every  turn 
Lived  through  her  to  the  tips  of  her  long  hands 
And  to  her  feet.     She  rose  her  height,  and  said : 

"  We  give  yon  welcome :  not  without  redound 
Of  use  and  glory  to  yourselves  ye  come, 
The  first-fruits  ot  the  stranger :  aftertime. 
And  that  full  voice  which  circles  round  the  grave, 
Will  rank  you  nobly,  mingled  up  with  me. 
What  I  are  the  ladies  of  your  laud  so  tall  ?  "  ' 
"  We  of  the  court,"  sud  Cyril,  "  From  the  court '/ " 
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She  answered, "  then  ye  know  tlie  frince  ?  "iiudhe; 
"  The  climax  of  his  age :  as  though  there  wei* 
One  Tose  in  tUl  the  world,  your  Highness  that, 
He  woiships  your  ideal : "  she  repUed ; 
"  We  scarcely  thought  in  our  own  hall  to  hear 
This  bairen  yerbiage,  current  amonc  men, 
Light  coin,  the  tinsel  clink  of  compEment. 
Your  flight  from  out  your  bookless  wilds  would  seem 
As  armung  love  of  knowledge  and  of  power; 
Your  language  proves  you  still  the  child.     Indeed 
We  dream  not  of  him ;  when  we  set  our  hand 
To  this  great  work,  we  puiyosed  with  ourselves 
Never  to  wed.     You  likewise  will  do  well, 
Ladies,  in  entering  here,  to  cast  and  flin^ 
The  tricks,  which  make  ua  toys  of  men,  that  so, 
Some  future  time,  if  m  indeed  you  will. 
You  may  with  those  selt^ityled  our  lords  ally 
Your  fortunes,  justlier  balanced,  scale  with  scale." 

At  those  high  words,  we,  conscious  of  ourselves. 
Perused  the  matting ;  then  an  officer 
Rose  up  and  read  uie  statutes,  such  as  these : 
Not  for  three  years  to  correspond  with  home ; 
Not  for  fliree  years  to  crosa  the  liberties ; 
Not  for  three  years  to  speak  with  any  men; 
And  many  more,  which  hastily  subscribed. 
We  entered  on  the  boards ;  and  "  Now,"  she  cried, 
"  Ye  are  green  wood,  see  je  warp  not.    Look,  onr 

hau! 
Our  statues !— not  of  those  that  men  desire. 
Sleek  Odalisques,  or  oracles  of  mode. 
Nor  stunted  squaws  of  West  or  East ;  but  she 
That  taught  the  Sabine  how  to  rule,  and  she 
The  foundress  of  the  Babylonian  wall, 
The  Carian  Artemisia  strong  in  war, 
The  Ehodope  that  buiit  the  pyramid, 
Clelia,  Cornelia,  witli  the  Palmyrene 
That  fought  Aurelian,  and  the  Roman  brows 
Of  Agrippina.     Dwell  with  these,  and  lose 
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Convention,  since  to  look  on  Dobie  forms 
Makes  noble  through  the  senauoua  organism 
That  which  ia  higher.     0,  lift  your  natures  up : 
Embrace  our  aims ;  work  out  your  freedom.    Girln, 
Knowledge  is  now  no  more  a  fountain  sealed : 
Drink  deep,  uutil  the  habits  of  the  slave, 
The  sina  d"  emptiness,  gosap,  and  spite. 
And  slander,  die.    Better  not  be  at  ail 
Than  not  be  noble.     Leave  ua ;  you  may  go : 
To-day  the  Lady  P^che  will  harangue 
The  freak  ^'rivals  of  the  week  before ; 
For  they  preaa  in  from  all  the  provinces, 
And  fill  tke  hive." 

She  spoke,  and,  bowing,  waved 
IMsmlssal ;  back  again  we  croat  the  court 
To  Lady  Psyche's :  as  we  entered  in, 
There  sat  along  the  forma,  like  morning  doves 
That  sun  their  milky  bosoms  on  the  thatch, 
A  patient  range  of  pupils ;  ahe  herself 
Erect  behind  a  desk  of  satin-wood, 

Ided,  falcon-ey 
10  she  looked. 
Of  twenty  summers.     At  her  left,  a  child, 
In  shining  draperies,  headed  hke  a  star. 
Her  mMden  babe,  a  double  April  old, 
Aglai'a  slept.     We  sat :  the  Lady  glanced ; 
Then  Morian,  but  no  livelier  than  the  dame 
That  whispered  "  Asses  ears  "  among  the  aed^, 
"My  sister."     "  Comely  too  bv  all  that's  fiur,"' 
SEud  Cyril.     "  O,  hush,  hush  t"  and  she  began. 

"  This  world  was  once  a  fluid  haze  of  light, 
Till  toward  the  centre  set  the  starry  tides 
And  eddied  into  suns,  that  wheeling  cast 
The  planets :  then  the  monster,  then  the  man ; 
Tattooed  or  woaded,  winter-clad  in  sktns, 
Baw  from  the  prime,  and  crushing  down  his  mati 
As  yet  we  find  in  bai'barous  isles,  and  here 
Among  the  lowest." 
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Thereupon  ahe  took 
A  bird'a-eye-view  of  all  the  ungracious  past; 
Glanced  at  the  legeudan'  Amazon 
Ab  emblematic  of  a  nobler  age ; 
Apprised  the  Lydan  custom,  spoke  of  those 
That  lay  at  wine  with  I.-ar  and  Lueumo ; 
Ran  down  llie  Persian,  Grecian,  Roman  lines 
Of  empire,  and  the  woman's  state  in  each, 
How  fc  from  just ;  till  warming  with  her  theme, 
She  fulminod  out  her  scorn  of  kws  Salique 
And  little-fboted  China,  touched  on  MMiomet 
With  much  contempt,  and  came  to  chivalry : 
When  some  respect^  however  slight,  was  paid 
To  woman,  superstition  all  awry ; 
However,  then  commenced  the  dawn :  a  beam 
Had  slanted  forward,  feUin"  in  a  land 
Of  promise ;  froit  would  fbUow.     Deep,  indeed, 
Their  debt  of  thanks  W  her  who  first  had  dared 
To  leap  the  rotten  pales  of  prejui^ce, 
Disyoke  their  necks  from  custom,  and  assert 
None  lordlier  than  themselves  but  tliat  which  made 
Woman  and  man.     She  had  founded;  they  must 

build: 
Here  might  tbey  leam  whatever  men  were  taught: 
Let  them  not  fear :  some  said  their  heads  were  less : 
Some  men's  were  small;  not  they  the  least  of  men; 
For  often  fineness  compensated  size : 
Beades,  the  brain  was  like  the  hand,  and  grew 
With  uang :  thence  the  man's,  if  more  was  more ; 
He  took  advantage  of  his  strength  to  be 
First  in  the  field  r  some  ages  h^  been  lost ; 
Bnt  woman  ripened  earlier,  and  her  life 
Was  longer ;  and  albeit  their  glorious  names 
Were  fewer,  scattered  stars,  yet  since  in  truth 
Tlie  highest  is  the  measure  of  the  man, 
And  not  the  Caffre,  Hottentot,  Malay, 
Sor  those  hom-handed  breakers  of  the  glebe, 
But  Homer,  Plato,  VernWi;  even  so 
With  wonian ;  and  in  arts  of  government, 
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Elizabeth  and  othera ;  arts  of  war, 

The  peasant  Joan  aail  otliera ;  arts  of  grace, 

Sappho  and  othera  vied  with  any  inim  : 

AdiJ  last  not  least,  she  who  had  left  har  place, 

And  bowed  her  state  to  them,  that  thej-  might  grow 

To  use  and  power  oa  this  Oasis,  lapt 

la  the  arms  of  leisure,  aacred  from  the  blight 

Of  ancient  influence  and  ("COin. 

At  last 
She  rose  upon  a  wind  of  prophecy, 
Dilating  on  the  future ;  "  everywhere 
Two  hea^ls  in  council,  two  beside  the  hearth, 
Two  in  the  tangled  buaness  of  the  world. 
Two  in  the  liberal  ofSces  of  life, 
Two  plummets  dropt  for  one  to  sound  the  abjrss 
Of  science,  and  the  secrets  of  the  mind : 
Musician,  painter,  sculptor,  critic,  more: 
And  everywhere  the  WTOid  and  bounteous  Earth 
Should  bear  a  double  growth  of  those  rare  souls. 
Poets,  whose   thoughts   enrich  the   blood   of    die 

She  ended  here,  and  beckoned  ua :  the  rest 
Parted ;  and,  glowing  full-faced  welcome,  she 
Begin  to  address  us,  and  was  moying  on 
Li  gratulaiion,  till  as  when  a  boat 
Taws,  and  the  slackened  sail  flaps,  all  her  voice 
iSiltering  and  fluttering  in  her  throat,  she  cried, 
"My   brother  1"     "Well,  my   sister."     "0,"   she 

"  What  do  you  here  ?  and  in  this  dress  ?  and  these  ? 
Why,  who  are  these  ?  a  wolf  within  the  fold  I 
A  pack  of  wolves  I  the  Lord  be  gracious  to  me  1 
A  plot,  a  plot,  a  plot  to  ruin  all  I " 
"  No  plot,  no  plot,"  he  answered.    "  Wretched  boy, 
How  saw  you  not  the  inscription  on  the  gate. 
Let  no  man  ester  dj  os  pais  ov  death  ?  " 
''  And  if  I  had,"  be  answered,  "  who  could  think 
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The  softer  Adams  of  jmir  Academe, 

O,  sister,  Sirens  tliough  tliey  be,  were  such 

As  chanted  on  the  blanciMng  bones  of  men  ?  " 

"  But  you  will  find  it  otherwise,"  she  aaid. 

"  You  jest;  ill  jesting  with  edge-tocJa  I    Myvow 

Binds  me  to  speak,  and  O,  that  iron  will, 

That  axe-like  edge  nnturaable,  our  Head, 

The  Prince*!.''    "  Well,  then,  Psyche,  take  my  life. 

And  nail  me  like  a.  weasel  on  a  grange 

For  waminn; ;  bury  me  beside  the  gate. 

And  cut  this  epitaph  above  my  bones ; 

Here  lies  a  brother  by  a  sister  slain. 

All  for  the  common  good  of  womankind." 

"  L«t  me  die,  too,"  said  Cvril,  "  having  seen 

And  heard  the  Lady  Psyche." 

I  struck  in : 
"  Albeit  so  maakod,  Madam,  T  love  the  truth ; 
Receive  it ;  and  in  me  behold  the  Prince 
Yonr  countryman,  affianced  years  ago 
To  the  Lady  Ida ;  here,  for  here  she  was. 
And  thus  (what  other  way  was  left)  I  came," 
"  O  Sir,  oh  Prince,  I  have  no  country ;  none ; 
If  any,  this ;  but  none.     Wliate'er  I  was 
Disrooted,  what  I  am  is  graflsd  here. 
Affianced,  Sir  ?  love-whispers  may  not  breathe 
Within  this  vestal  limit,  and  how  should  I, 
Who  am  not  mine,  say,  live :  the  thundtrbolC 
Hangs  silent ;  but  prepare :  I  speak ;  it  fidls." 
"  Yet  pause,"  I  said ;  "  for  that  inscription  there, 
I  think  no  more  of  deadly  lurks  therein, 
Than  in  a  clapper  dapping  in  a  gai-th. 
To  scare  the  fowl  from  fruit :  if  more  there  be, 
If  more  and  acted  on,  what  follows  ?  war ; 
Your  own  work  marred ;  for  this  your  Academe, 
Whichever  side  be  Victor,  in  the  halloo 
Will  topple  to  the  trumpet  down,  and  pans 
With  all  feir  theories  only  made  to  gild 
A  stormleas  summer."     "Let  the  Princess  judge 
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Of  that,"  she  said:  "  ferewell,  Sir— and  to  you. 
I  shudder  at  tlie  sequel,  but  I  go." 

"  Are  you  that  Lady  Psyche,"  I  rejoined, 
"  The  fifth  in  line  from  that  old  Florian, 
Yet  hangs  his  portrait  in  my  fetlier's  hall 
(The  gaunt  old  Baron  with  his  heetle  brow 
Sun-shaded  in  the  heat  of  dusty  fights) 
As  he  bostrode  my  Grandsire,  when  he  ftll, 
And  all  else  fled :  we  point  to  it,  and  we  say. 
The  loyal  warmth  of  Florian  is  not  cold, 
But  branches  current  yet  io  kindred  Teina." 
"  Are  you  that  Psyche,"  Florian  added,  "  she 
With  whom  I  sang  about  the  morning  bills. 
Flung  ball,  flew  kite,  and  raced  the  purple  fly. 
And  snared  the  squiii-el  of  the  glen  !  are  you 
That  Psyche,  wont  to  bind  my  tlirobbin«  brow. 
To  smooth  my  pillow,  mis  the  foaming  draught 
Of  fever,  tell  me  pleasant  tales,  and  read 
My  suekness  down  to  happy  dreams?  are  you 
That  brother-sister  Psyche,  both  in  one  ? 
You  were  that  Psyche,  but  wliat  are  you  now  ?  " 
"  You  are  that  Psyche,"  Cj'ril  said,  "  for  wh«a 
I  would  be  that  forever  which  I  seem, 
Woman,  if  I  might  sit  beside  your  feet. 
And  glean  your  scattered  sapience." 

Tben  once  more, 
"  Are  you  that  Lady  Psyche,"  I  began, 
"  That  on  her  bridal  morn  before  she  past 
From  all  her  old  companions,  when  the  king 
Kissed  her  pale  cheek,  declared  that  ancient  ties 
Would  alill  be  dear  beyond  the  southern  hills ; 
That  were  there  any  of  our  people  there 
In  want  or  peril,  there  was  one  to  hear 
And  help  them  ?  look !  for  such  are  these  and  i. 
"  Are  you  that  Psyche,"  Florian  asked,  "  to  whom. 


In  gentler  days,  you 
Came  flying  while  y 
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The  treatnre  Isud  his  muzzle  on  your  lap, 

And  sobbed,  and  jon  sobbed  with  it,  ana  the  blood 

Was  sprinkled  on  your  kirtle,  and  you  wept. 

That  was  fiiwn's  blood,  not  brother's,  yet  you  wept 

0  by  the  bright  head  of  my  little  niece, 

You  were  that  Psyche,  and  what  are  you  now  ?  " 

"  Tou  are  that  Psyche,"  Cyril  said  again, 

"  The  mother  of  the  sweetest  little  nwd 

That  ever  crowed  for  kisses." 

"Out  upon  it  1 " 
She  answered,  "  peace  I  and  why  should  I  not  plav 
The  Spai-tan  Moflier  with  emotion,  be 
The  Lucius  Junius  Brutus  of  my  kind  ? 
Him  you  call  ^^t :  he  for  the  common  weal. 
The  fading  pTitics  of  morial  Rome, 
As  I  might  shy  this  child,  if  good  need  were, 
Slew  both  hi^  sons :  and  I,  stall  I,  on  whom 
The  secular  «nancipatioQ  turns 
Of  half  this  Tiorld,  bo  swerved  from  ri^bt  to  Bare 
A  prince,  a  brother  ?  a  litUe  will  I  yiiSd. 
Best  so,  perciance,  foi'  us,  and  well  for  you. 
O  hard,  wher  love  and  duty  clash  I    I  ftar 
My  conscience  will  not  count  me  fleckless ;  yet — 
Hear  my  conlitions :  promise  (otlierwise 
Tou  perish)  ss  you  came  to  slip  away. 
To-day,  to-morrow,  soon :  it  fihall  be  said, 
These  wanen  were  too  barbarous,  would  not  learo ; 
They  fleJ,  who  might  have  shamed  us ;  promise, 
all" 

What  ;ould  we  else,  we  promised  each ;  and  she, 
Ijte  sone  wild  creature,  newly-caged,  commenced 
A  to-ant-fra,  so  pacing  till  she  paused 
By  Flotan ;  holding  out  her  lily  arms, 
look  bdh  his  hands,  and  smilins  feintly  smd : 
"  I  knef  you  at  the  first :  though  you  have  grown, 
Ton  sca^e  have  altered ;  I  am  sad  and  glad 
To  seeyou,  Plorian.    /  give  thee  to  death, 
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My  brother  !  it  was  duty  spoke,  not  I, 
My  iieedfal  seeming  harshness,  pai-doQ  it. 
Our  mother,  is  she  wnli  ?  " 

With  that  she  kissed 
His  forehead,  tlen,  a  moment  after,  oiung 
About  him,  and  betwixt  them  bloaaomed  up 
From  out  a,  common  vein  of  memory 
^■weet  household  talk,  and  phrases  <€  tte  hearth, 
And  far  allusion,  till  the  gracious  dews 
Began  to  glisten  and  to  mil :  and  while 
ITjey  stood,  so  rapt,  we  gazing,  came  a  voice, 
"  I  brought  &  messi^e  here  from  Lady  Blanche." 
Back  started  she,  and  turning  round  we  saw 
The  Lady  Blanclie's  daughter  where  she  stood, 
Melissa,  with  her  hand  upon  the  lock, 
A  rosy  blonde,  and  in  a  college  gown 
That  dad  her  like  an  April  daffodilly, 
(Her  mother's  color,)  with  her  lips  apirt, 
And  all  her  thoughts  i^  fair  within  bet  eyes. 
As  bottom  agates  seem  to  wave  and  fl«it 
In  crystal  currents  of  clear  morning  seas. 

So  stood  that  same  fidr  creature  at  the  door. 
Then  Ladj'  Psyche,  "  Ah— Melissa — pu  1 
You  beard  us  r  "  and  Melissa,  "  O  paTdon  me  1 
I  heard,  I  could  not  help  it,  did  not  wish ; 
But,  dearest  Lady,  pray  you  fear  me  not, 
Nor  think  I  bear  that  heart  within  my  breast, 
To  give  three  gallant  gentlemen  to  death.' 
"  I  &uat  you,"  siud  the  other,  "  for  we  two 
Were  always  fiiends,  none  closer,  elm  and  vine : 
But  yet  your  motbet's  jealous  temperament- 
Let  not  your  prudence,  dearest,  droiree,  or  prove 
The  Danaid  of  a  leaky  vase,  for  fear 
This  wliole  foundation  ruin,  and  I  lose 
My  honor,  these  tlieir  lives."     "  Ah,  fear  mcnot," 
Replied  Mehssa,  "  no — I  would  not  tell. 
No,  not  for  all  Aspa^a's  cleverness. 
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No  not  to  anEwer,  Madam,  all  those  han.1  things 

That  SlieLa  caiae  to  ask  of  Solomon." 

'•  Be  it  so,"  the  other,  "  that  we  etill  may  lead 

The  new  light  up,  and  cuhninate  in  peace, 

For  Solomon  may  come  to  Sheba  yet." 

Sdd  Cviil,  "  Madam,  he  the  -wisest  man, 

Feasted  the  woman  -wisest  then,  in  halls 

Of  Lebanonlan  cedar:  nor  should  you 

(Though  madam  gou  should  answer,  wc  would  ask) 

Less  -welcome  find  among  us,  if  you  eanie 

Among  Tis,  debtors  for  our  lives  to  you, 

Myself  for  something  moi-e,"     He  said  not  what. 

But  "  Thanks,"  she  answered,  "  go:  we  have  been 
too  bng 

Tog  ither :  keep  your  hoods  about  the  race ; 

They  do  eo  that  afi'ect  absti-aotion  here. 

Bpeak  litde ;  mix  not  ivith  the  rest ;  and  hold 

Tour  promse :  aU,  I  trust,  may  yet  be  well. 

We  tui-aed  to  go,  but  Cj-ril  took  the  child,^ 
And  heiil  her  round  the  knees  ai?«nst  his  waist, 
And  bleiv  the  swollen  cheek  of  a  trumpeter, 
WHiile  Pfvohe  watched  them,  smiling,  and  the  ehud 
Pushed  h,ir  Hat  hand  against  his  face  and  laughed  ; 
And  that  our  conference  closed. 

And  then  we  strolled 
U'tlie  dav  through  stately  theatres 


Benihed  crescent -w 


The  gra-re  Prolessor.     On  the  lecture  slate 
The  Srcl.!  rounded  under  female  hands 
With  flawleffi  demonstration  :  followed  then 
A  claaaiu  lecture,  rich  in  aenriment, 
With  sc]-apa  of  thundrous  Epic  hlted  out 
By  violet-hooded  Doctors,  elegies 
And  quoted  odes,  and  jewels  rive-words-long, 
That  on  the  stretched  forefinger  of  all  Eime 
Sparkle  fiirevev :  then  we  dipt  in  all 
That  treate  of  whatsoever  is,  the  state, 
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The  total  chroniclca  of  man,  the  mind, 
The  morals,  something  of  tlie  frame,  the  iiick. 
The  star,  the  hird,  the  fish,  the  shell,  the  fiower, 
Electric,  cheoiic  laws,  and  all  the  rest, 
And  whatsoever  can  be  taught  and  known ; 
T^U  like  three  horses  that  liave  broken  fence. 
And  glutted  ail  night  long  breasNdeep  in  coin, 
Wo  issued  goiged  with  knowledge,  and  I  sp»ke ; 
Why,  Sirs,  they  do  all  this  as  well  as  we." 
They  hunt  old  trdls,"  said  Cyril,  "  very  vail ; 
Bnt  when  did  woman  everyet  invent  ?  " 
"  Ungracious ! "  answered  Ilorian, "  have  you  learnf 
No  more  from  Psyche's  lecture,  yon  that  talked 
The  trash  that  made  me  aek,  and  almost  spd  ?  " 
"  O  trash,"  he  said,  "  but  with  a  kernel  in  it 
Should  I  not  call  her  irise  who  made  me  wise  ? 
And  learnt  ?     I  learnt  more  flwn  her  in  a  flash. 
Than  if  my  brainpan  were  an  empty  hull, 
And  every  Muse  tumbled  a  science  in. 
A  thousand  hearts  lie  fellow  in  these  halla 
And  round  these  halls  a  thousand  baby  loves 
Ply  twan^ng  headless  arrows  at  the  hearts, 
Wuence  Ibllows  many  a  vacant  pang ;  but  0 
With  me,  Sir,  entered  in  the  bigger  boy, 
The  Head  of  all  the  mlden-ishafted  firm, 
The  long-liuibed  lad  that  had,  a  j^yche  too ; 
He  cleft  me  through  the  stomacher ;  and  now 
What  think  you  of  it,  Florian  ?  do  I  chase 
The  substance  or  the  shadow  ?  wiE  it  hold  ? 

No  ghostly  hauntings  like  his  Highness.    I 
Flatter  myself  that  always,  everywhere, 
I  know  (he  substance  when  I  see  iti     Wei!, 
Are  castles  shadows  ?    Three  of  them  ?    t  she 
The  sweet  proprietress  a  shadow  ?    If  not, 
Shall  those  three  castles  patch  my  tattered  coat  ? 
For  dear  are  those  three  castles  to  my  wants, 
And  dear  is  sister  Psyche  to  my  heart. 
And  two  dear  things  are  one  of  double  worth. 
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And  much  1  might  have  said,  hat  that  my  zone 
Uamaniied  me :  then  the  I>octoi'3 1     0  to  hear 
The  DoiitOFB  !     O  to  watch  tbe  thiraty  pbnls 
Imbibing  I  once  or  twice  I  thought  to  roar, 
To  break  my  eliain,  to  shake  my  mano :  but  thou, 
Modulate  me,  Soul  of  mincing  mimicry ! 
Make  liquid  treble  of  that  ba^ou,  my  throat ; 
Abaae  thoae  eyes  that  ever  loved  to  meet 
Star-isisters  anewerin"  under  orescent  brows ; 
Abate  the  stride,  which  speaks  at  mau,  and  loose 
A  flying  charm  of  blushes  o'er  thia  cheek, 
Where  they  like  swallows  coming  out  of  time 
Will  wonder  why  they  came :  but  hark  the  bell 
For  dinner,  let  us  go ! " 

And  in  we  streamed 
Among  the  columns,  pacing  staid  and  alill 
By  twos  and  threes,  till  alt  from  end  to  end 
With  beauties  every  shade  of  brown  and  lair. 
In  colors  gayer  than  the  mornimr  mist, 
The  long  hall  ghttered  like  a  baS  of  flowers. 
How  might  a  man  not  wander  from  his  wits, 
Pierced  through  with  eyes,  hue  that  I  kept  mbe 

Intent  on  her,  who  rapt  in  glorious  dreams 
The  second-sight  of  some  Astraan  a"e. 
Sat  compassed  with  professors :  they"  the  while, 
Diseuaaed  a  doubt,  and  tossed  it  to  and  fro : 
A  clamor  thickened,  mixed  with  inmost  terms 
Of  art  and  Bcience ;  Lady  Blanche  alone. 
Of  faded  form  and  haughtiest  lineaments. 
With  all  her  Autumn  tresses  falsely  brown, 
Shot  sidelong  daggers  at  us,  a  tjirer-cat 
In  act  (0  spring. 

At  last  a  solemn  grace 
Concluded,  and  we  sought  the 'gardens :  there 
One  walkwl  reciting  by  herself  and  one 
&»  this  hand  held  a  volnme  aii  to  read. 
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And  smoothed  a  petted  peacock  down  with  tliat : 

Some  to  a  low  3oiig  oared  a  shallop  by, 

Or  under  arches  <ri'  the  marble  bridge 

Hunir,  shadowed  from  the   beat  :    some   hid    and 

Bought 
In  the  oi-ange  thickets ;  others  tost  a  ball 
Above  the  fountain-jets,  and  back  again 
With  laughter ;  others  lay  about  the  lawns, 
Of  the  oHer  sort,  and  murmured  that  their  May 
Was  passing :  what  was  learning  unto  them  ? 
They  wished  to  many ;  they  could  rule  a  house ; 
Men  hated  learned  women :  but  we  three 
Sat  muffled  like  the  Fates ;  and  often  came 
Melissa,  hitting  all  we  saw  with  shafts 
Of  gentle  satire,  kin  to  charity, 
That  harmed  not:  then  day  droopt ;  the  chapel 

bells 
Called  us :  we  left  the  walks ;  we  mist  with  those 
Sis  hundred  m^dens,  ckd  in  purest  white. 
Before  two  streams  of  light  ftum  wall  to  wall, 
While  lie  great  organ  ahnost  burst  his  pipes, 
(Jroaning  for  power,  and  rolling  through  the  court, 
A  long  melodious  thunder  to  the  sound 
Of  soSimn  psalms  and  silver  litanies. 
The  work  oT  Ida,  to  call  down  from  Heaven 
A  blessing  on  her  labors  for  the  world. 


Sweet  and  low,  sweet  and  low, 
Wind  of  the  weBtoru  sea. 

Low,  low,  breathe  and  blow, 
Wind  of  the  waatem  sea  I 

Over  the  rolling  waters  go. 

Come  from  the  dying  moon,  and 


rii,y  Google 


Fathat  will  come  to  tJiee  sooq; 
Father  wUl  come  to  his  babe  in  the  nest, 
Silver  sails  all  out  of  the  west, 

Under  the  silver  moon; 
Sleep,  my  little  one,  Bleep,  my  prutty  one,  sleep. 


III. 
MoKN  in  the  white  vrake  of  the  morning  star 
Came  furrowing  all  the  orient  into  ^old. 
We  rose,  and  each  by  other  drest  with  care 
Descended  to  the  court  that  lay  three  parts 
In  shadow,  but  the  Muses'  heads  were  touched 
Above  the  darkness  from  their  native  East. 

There   while   we   stood   beside   the   fount,  and 
watched 
Or  seemed  to  watch  the  dancing  bubble,  approached 
Melissa,  tinged  with  wan  from  lack  of  sleep. 
Or  gri^',  and  glowing  round  her  dewy  eyes 
The  circled  Iris  of  a  night  of  tears ; 
"  And  fly,"  she  cried,  "  O  fly,  while  yet  you  may  1 
5fy  mother  knows : "  and  when  I  asked  her  "  how," 
"  My  fault,"  she  wept,  "  my  fault '.  and   yet   nol 

Yet  mine  in  part.     O  hear  me,  pardon  me  ! 
My  mother,  'tis  her  wont  from  ni"ht  to  night 
To  rwl  at  Lady  Psycho  and  her  side. 
She  says  the  Mneess  should  have  been  the  Head, 
Herself  and  Lady  Payche  the  two  arms ; 
And  so  it  was  i^reed  when  first  they  came ; 
But  Lady  Psyche  was  the  right  hand  now, 
And  she  the  left,  or  not,  or  seldom  used ; 
Hers  more  than  half  the  students,  all  the  love. 
And  so  last  night  she  fell  to  canvas  you : 
'Her  countrywomen !  she  did  not  envy  her. 
Who  ever  saw  snch  mild  barbarians '.' 
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Girb  f — more  lite  men  I '  and  at  these  words  the 

snake, 
My  secret,  seemed  to  stir  within  my  breast ; 
And  oh.  Sirs,  c-ould  I  help  it,  but  my  cheek 
Began  to  burn,  and  burn,  and  her  lynx  eye 
To  fix  and  make  me  hotter,  till  she  laughed ; 
'  O  marvellously  modest  maiden,  you ! 
Men  I  girls,  like  men !  why,  if  they  had  been  men, 
you  need  not  set  your  tlioughts  in  rubric  thus 
For  wholesale  comment.'     Pardon,  I  am  shamed 
That  I  must  needs  repeat  for  my  excuse 
What  looks  so  httte  graceful :  '  men '  (for  still 
My  mother  went  revolving  on  the  wora) 
'  And  so  they  are, — very  IJte  men  indeed — 
And  with  that  woman  closeted  for  hours.' 
Then  came  these  dreadiul  words  out  one  by  one, 
'  Why — these— are — men  : '  I  shuddered  :    '  and 

you  know  it ! ' 
'  0  ask  me  nothing,'  I  said :  '  And  she  knows  too, 
And  she  conceals  it  I '     So  my  mother  clutched 
The  truth  at  once,  but  with  no  word  from  me ; 
And  now  thus  early  risen  she  ^oes  to  inform 
The  Princess ;  Lady  Psyche  will  be  crushed ; 
But  you  may  yet  be  saved,  and  therefore  fly : 
But  heal  me  with  your  pardon  ere  you  gc." 

"  What  pardon,  sweet  Melissa,  for  a  blush  ?  " 
Said  Cyril :  "  Pale  one,  blush  ^ain ;  than  wear 
iiiose  hlies,  better  blush  our  lives  away. 
Yet  let  us  breathe  for  one  hour  more  in  Heaven," 
He  added,  "  leist  some  classic  Angel  speak 
In  scorn  of  us,  '  They  mounted,  Ganymedea, 
To  tumble,  Vulcans,  oa  the  second  mom,' 
But  I  will  melt  this  marble  into  wax 
To  yield  us  further  furlough : "  and  he  went. 

Melissa  shook  her  doubl&l  curis,  and  thought 
He  scarce  would  prosper.  "  Tell  us,"  Fiorian  asked, 
"  How  grew  this  feurl  betwixt  the  right  and  left." 


rii,y  Google 


A    MEDJ-EY.  28fi 

"  O  long  i^,"  she  said,  "  betwixt  these  two 
Diviaon  smoulders  hidden :  'tis  m_v  mother, 
Too  jealous,  often  fretful  as  the  mnd 
Pent  in  a  erevice ;  much  I  bear  with  her : 
I  never  knew  my  fether,  but  she  sajs 
(God  help  her !)  she  was  wedded  to  a  fool ; 
And  sfill  she  raUed  against  the  state  of  things. 
She  had  the  care  of  Lady  Ida's  youth. 
And  from  the  Queen's  decease  die  broun;ht  her  up 
But  when  your  sister  came  she  won  the  heart 
Of  Ida :  they  were  slill  ti^ther,  grew 
(For  60  they  Siud  themselves)  inosculated; 
Consonant  chorda  that  shiver  to  one  note : 
One  mind  in  all  things ;  yet  my  mother  still 
Affirms  your  Psyche  thieved  her  theories, 
And  angled  with  them  for  her  pupil's  love : 
She  ealfi  her  pWiarist ;  I  know  not  what : 
But  I  must  go :  f  dai-e  not  tariy,"  and  fight 
As  flies  the  shadow  of  a,  bird  she  fled. 

Then  murmured  Florian,  gazing  after  her; 
"  An  open-hearted  maiden,  true  and  pure. 
If  I  could  love,  why  this  were  she :  how  pretty 
Her  blushing  was,  and  how  she  blushed  agiun, 
As  if  to  dose  with  Cyril's  random  wish  r 
Not  like  your  Princess  crammed  with  erring  pride, 
Nor  like  poor  Psyche  whom  she  drags  in  tow." 

"  The  crane  "  I  said,  "  may  chatter  of  the  crane, 
The  dove  may  murmur  of  the  dove,  but  I 
An  ea«le  clang  an  ea^le  to  the  sphere. 
My  Princess,  oh  my  Princess !  true  she  errs. 
But  in  her  own  grand  way  ;  being  herself 
Three  times  more  noble  than  threescore  of  men 
She  sees  herself  in  every  woman  else, 
And  so  she  wears  her  error  like  a  crown 
To  blind  the  truth  and  me :  for  her,  and  her, 
Hebea  are  they  to  hand  ambrosia,  nux 
The  nectar ;  but — ah  she — whene'er  she  moves 
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So  Sitting,  from  the  court  we  paced,  and  gidned 
The  terrace  ranged  along  the  Northern  front, 
And  leaning  there  on  those  balusters,  high 
Abore  the  empurpled  chainpsugn,  drank  the  gde 
That  blown  about  the  foliage  undemeatli, 
And  sated  with  the  innumerable  rose. 
Beat  balm  upon  our  eyelids.     Hither  came 
Cyril,  and  yawning,  "  O  hard  task ! "  he  cried, 
"  Bo  fighting  shadows  here !     I  fi)rced  a  way 
Through  sohd  opjjOMtion,  crabbed  and  "narled. 
Belter  to  clear  prime  forests,  heave  and  thump 
A  league  of  sti'cet  in  summer  solstice  down. 
Than  nammer  at  this  reverend  gentlewoman. 
I  knotked,  and  bidden,  entei-ed ;  found  her  there 
At  point  to  move,  and  settled  in  her  eyes 
The  green  malignant  hght  of  coming  storm. 
Sir,  f  was  courteous,  every  phrase  well-oiled, 
As  man's  could  be ;  yet  maiden-meek  I  prayed 
Concealment ;  she  demanded  who  we  were, 
And  wjiy  we  came  ?  I  fabled  nothing  &ir. 
But,  your  example  pilot,  told  her  all. 
Up  went  the  hushed  amaze  of  hand  and  eye. 
But  when  I  dwelt  upon  your  ohi  affiance, 
She  answered  sharply  that  I  talked  astray. 
I  urged  the  fierce  inscription  on  the  gate, 
Andour  three  Uvea.  True — wehad  limetiourselTea 
With  open  eyes,  and  we  must  take  the  chance. 
But  such  extremes,  I  told  her,  well  jnight  harm 
The  woman's  cause.  '  Not  more  than  now,'  she  said. 
So  puddled  as  it  is  with  favoritism.' 
[  tried  the  mother's  heart     Shame  might  befall 
Melissa,  knowing,  saying  not  she  knew : 
Her  answer  was,  '  Leave  me  to  deal  with  that' 
I  spoke  of  war  to  come  and  many  deaths, 
And  she  rephed,  her  duty  was  to  speak, 
And  duty  duty,  clear  of  consequences. 
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I  grew  diacoTiraged,  Sir;  but  since  I  knew 

Ho  rock  so  hard  but  that  a  little  wave 

May  beat  admisaion.  in.  a  tbousaud  jenra, 

I  recommenced ;  '  Decide  not  ere  you  pause. 

I  find  you  here  but  m  the  second  place, 

Stane  say  the  third — the  authentic  foundress  you. 

I  offer  boldly :  we  will  seat  you  highest ; 

Wink  at  our  advent :  help  my  Prince  to  gain 

Hia  rightful  bride,  and  here  I  pronuse  you 

Some  piaco  in  oar  own  land,  whore  you  shall  reigu 

The  head  and  heart  of  ^  our  fidr  she-world, 

And  your  great  niune  flow  on  with  broadening  time 

Forever.'     Well,  she  balanced  this  a  little, 

And  told  me  she  would  answer  us  to-ilay. 

Meantime  be  mute :  thus  much,  nor  more,  I  gained  " 

He  ceasing,  came  a  message  from  ilie  Head, 
"  That  afternoon  the  Princess  rode  to  take 
The  dip  of  certain  strata  to  the  North. 
Would  we  go  mth  her  ?  we  should  find  the  land 
Worth  seeing ;  and  the  river  made  a  fiill 
Out  yonder : "  then  she  pointed  on  to  where 
A  double  hill  ran  up  hia  furrowy  forks 
Beyond  the  thick-leaved  platans  of  the  vale. 

Agreed  to,  tins,  the  day  fled  on  through  all 
Its  range  of  duties  to  the  appointed  hour. 
Then  sunnnoned  to  the  porch  we  went    She  stood 
Among  her  iniudens,  higher  by  the  head, 
Her  back  against  a  pillar,  her  fixit  on  one 
Of  those  tame  leopards.     Kittenlike  he  rolled 

4nd  pawed  about  her  sandal.     I  drew  near ; 
I  gazed.     On  a  sudden  my  strange  seizure  oame 
Upon  me,  the  weii-d  vision  of  our  house : 
The  Princess  Ida  seemed  a  hollow  show. 
Her  gay-furred  cats  a  painted  fantasy. 

Her  college  and  her  maidens  empty  masks, 

Andlmyselfthealiadowof  adream, 

Ifor  all  things  were  and  were  not.     Yet  I  felt 
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My  heart  beat  thick  with  passion  and  with  awe, 
Then  from  my  breast  the  involuntary  sigh 
Brake,  as  she  smot«  me  with  the  light  of  eyes 
That  lent  my  knee  desire  to  kneel,  and  shook 
My  pulses,  till  to  horse  we  got,  and  so 
Went  forth  in  long  retinue  following  up 
The  riyer  as  it  narrowed  to  the  hilH. 


loo  harsh  to  your  companion  yestermorn  ; 
Unwillingly  we  spafee."    "  No — not  to  her," 
I  answered,  "  but  to  one  of  whom  we  spake 
Your  Highness  might  have  seemed  the  thing  you 

"  Again  ?  "  she  cried ;  " 
Prom  him  to  me  ?  we  gi 
A  license :  speak,  and  fe 

I  stammered  that  1  knew  him— could  hdve 

"  Our  king  expects— was  there  no  precontract — 

There  is  no  truer-hearted — ah,  you  seem 

All  he  prefigured,  and  he  could  not  see 

The  bird  of  passage  flying  south  but  longed 

To  follow ;  surely,  if  your  Highness  keep 

Your  purport,  you  will  shock  him  even  to  death, 

Or  baser  courses,  children  of  despair." 

"  Poor  boy,"  she   said,  "  can   he  not  read — no 
books?. 
Quoit,  tennis,  bali — ao  games  ?  nor  deals  in  that 
Which  men  delight  in,  martial  exercise  ? 


.  _..jai,  like  a , 

Methinks  he  seems  no  better  than  a  girl ; 
As  girls  were  once,  as  we  ourselves  have  been : 
We  had  our  dreams ;  perhaps  he  mixt  with  them : 
We  touch  on  our  dead  self,  nor  shun  to  do  it, 
Being  other — since  we  learnt  oar  meaning  here, 


rii,y  Google 


To  lift  the  woman's  fellen  diyinity 
Upon  an  even  pedestal  with  man." 

She  paused,  and  added  with  a  haughtier  smile 
"  And  as  to  precontracts,  we  move,  my  Mend, 
At  no  man's  Deck,  but  know  ourselves  and  thee, 

0  Tashti,  noble  Vaehli  I  Summoned  out 
She  kept  her  state,  and  left  the  drunken  king 
To  brawl  at  Shushan  underneath  the  palms." 

"  Alas  I  your  Higliness  breathes  full  East,"  I  said, 
"  On  that  which  leans  to  you.    I  know  the  Prinee, 

1  prize  his  truth ;  and  then  how  vast  a  work 
To  ass^  this  gray  preeminence  of  man ! 
You  grant  me  license :  might  I  use  it  ?  tUnk, 
Ere  half  be  done,  perchance  your  life  may  fail ; 
Then  comes  (lie  feebler  heires  of  your  plan, 
And  lakes  and  ruins  all ;  and  thns  your  pcuns 
May  only  make  that  footprint  upon  sand 
winch  dd-recurring  waves  of  prejudice 
Resmooth  to  nothing :  might  I  dread  that  you, 
With  only  Fame  for  spouse  and  your  great  deeds 

Meanwliile,  what  every  woman  counts  her  due. 
Love,  chiidren,  happiness  ?  " 

And  she  excl^med, 
"  Peace,  you  young  savage  of  the  Norihem  wild  I 
What !  though  your  Prince's  love  were  like  a  God's, 
Have  we  not  made  ourself  the  sacrifice  ? 
Tou  are  bold  indeed :  we  are  not  talked  to  thus : 
Yet  will  we  say  for  children,  would  they  grew 
Like  field-flowers  everywhere  I  we  like  them  well ; 
But  children  die ;  and  let  me  teU  you,  girl, 
Howe'er  you  babble,  great  deeds  cannot  die : 
They  with  the  sun  and  moon  renew  thdr  light 
Forever,  blessing  those  that  look  on  them : 
Children — that  men   may   pluck   them   from  onr 

Kill  us  with  jutj-,  break  us  with  ourselves — 
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O — chilOren — there  is  notliinir  upon  earth 
More  miserable  than  slie  that  lias  a  son 
And  sees  him  err :  nor  would  ive  work  for  iame ; 
Though  she  perhaps  might  reap  the  applause  of 

Who  learns  the  oue  pou  sto  whence  after-hancis 

May  move  the  world,  though  she  herself  effect 

But  little;  wherefore  up  and  act,  nor  shrink 

For  fear  oar  solid  aim  he  disapated 

By  frail  suuceasora.     Would,  indeed,  we  had  been. 

In  lien  of  many  mortal  flies,  a  race 

Of  giants,  living,  each,  a  thousand  years, 

That  W8  mi"ht  see  our  own  work  oat,  and  watch 

The  sandy  tootprint  harden  into  stone." 

I  answered  nothing,  doubtful  in  mj-self 
If  that  strange  Poet-princess  with  her  grand 
Imaginations  might  at  ail  be  won. 
And  she  broke  out,  interpreting  my  thoughts : 

"  No  doubt  we  seem  a  kind  of  monster  to  yon ; 
We  are  used  to  that ;  for  women,  up  till  this 
Cramped  under  worse  than  Souch-sea-isle  taboo, 
Dwarik  of  the  gvneoieum,  fail  so  far 
In  high  deare,  they  know  not,  cannot  gness 
How  much  their  weliare  is  a  passion  to  us. 
If  we  could  give  them  surer,  quicker  proof — 
O,  if  our  end  were  less  achievable 
By  slow  approaches  than  by  single  act 
Of  immolation,  any  phase  of  death, 
We  were  aa  prompt  to  spring  against  the  pikea. 
Or  down  the  fiery  gulfj  as  t^k  of  it, 
To  compass  our  dear  sisters'  liberties." 

She  bowed  as  if  to  veil  a  noble  fear; 
And  up  we  earae  to  where  the  river  sloped 
To  plunge  in  calaraet,  shattering  on  black  blocks 
A  Iweadth  of  thunder.     Cer  it  shook  the  woods, 
And  dai:iced  the  color,  and,  below,  stuck  out 
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The,  bones  of  some  vast  bulk  that  Hvod  and  roared 
Before  man  was.     She  ganed  a  while  jind  said, 
"  As  theae  rade  bones  to  as,  are  we  to  her 
That  will  be."    "  Dare  we  dreara  of  that "  I  asked, 
"  "Which  wrought  us,  as  the  workman  and  bia  work 
That  practice  betters  ?  "     "  How,"  she  cried,  "  you 

The  melapbjsics  I  read  and  earn  our  prize, 
A  golden  broach  r  beneath  an  emerald  plane 
Sits  Diotjma,  teaching  him  tbat  died 
Of  hemlock ;  our  device ;  wrought  lo  the  life ; 
She  rapt  upon  her  auWect,  he  on  her; 
For  tiere  are  schools  for  ^,"    "  And  yet,"  I  stud, 
"  Methinks  I  have  not  found  amon^  them  all 
One  anatomic."     "  Nay,  we  thought  of  that," 
She  answered,  "  bat  it  pieced  us  not ;  in  tmth 
We  shudder  but  to  dream  our  maids  should  ape 
Those  monstrous  males  that  carve  the  living  hound, 
And  cram  him  with  the  fragments  of  the  grave. 
Or  ia  the  dark  dissolving  human  heart, 
And  holy  secrets  of  this  microcosm, 
Dabblins  a  shameless  'hand  with  shameful  jest, 
Bncamdize  their  spirits ;  yet  we  know 
Knowledge  is  knowledge,  and  tliis  matter  hangs ; 
Ilowbeit  ourself,  foreseeing  casualty. 
Nor  willing  men  should  come  among  us,  learnt, 
For  many  weary  moons  before  we  came. 
This  craft  of  haling.    Were  you  ^ck,  ouraelf 
Would  tend  upon  you.     To  your  question  now. 
Which  touches  on  the  workman  and  his  work. 
Let  there  be  light,  and  there  was  light ;  'tis  so : 
For  was,  and  is,  and  will  be,  are  but  is ; 
And  aU  creation  is  one  act  at  once, 
The  buth  of  light :  but  we  that  are  not  all, 
■  As  parts,  can  see  but  parts,  now  this,  now  that, 
And  live,  perforce,  from  thought  to  thought,  and 

make 
One  act  a  phantom  of  succession :  thus 
Our  weakness  somehow  shapes  the  shadow,  Time ; 
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Bat  in  the  shadow  will  we  work,  and  mould 
The  woman  to  the  tiiiler  day." 

She  spake 
Wilii  kindled  eyes  :  we  rode  a  league  beyond, 
And  o'er  a  bmdae  of  pinewood  crossing,  came 
On  flowery  levels  undemeatli  the  era". 
Fall  of  all  beauty.     "  O  liow  sweet,"  I  said, 
(For  I  was  half  obli-rious  of  my  mask,) 
•'  To  linger  here  with  one  that  loved  ua  I "    "  Yea," 
She  answered,  "  or  with  iair  pMlosopliies 
That  lift  the  fiincy ;  for  indeed  these  fields 
Are  lovely,  lovelier  not  the  Elyaan  lawns, 
Where  paced  the  Demigods  of  old,  and  aaw 
The  soft  white  vapor  streak  the  crowned  towers 
Built  to  the  Sua  i "  then,  turning  to  her  maids, 
"  Fitch  our  pavilion  here  upon,  the  sward ; 
Lay  out  the  -riands."     At  die  word,  they  raised 
A  tent  of  aatin,  elaborately  wrought 
With  iair  Corinna's  triumph :  here  she  stood, 
En^rt  with  many  a  florid  maiden-cheek. 
The  woman-conqueror ;  woman-conquered  there 
The  bearded  Victor  of  ten  thousand  hymns. 
And  all  the  men  mourned  at  his  side :  but  we 
Set  forth  to  climb ;  then,  climWng,  Cyril  kept 
With  Psyche,  with  Melissa  Florian,  I 
With  mine  affianced.     Many  a  little  hand 
Glanced  like  a  touch  of  sunsliine  on  the  rocks, 
Many  a  hght  foot  shone  like  a  jewel  set 
In  the  daA  crag :  and  then  we  turned,  we  wound 
About  the  cliffs,  the  copses,  oat  and  in. 
Hammering  and  clinldng,  chattering  stony  names 
Of  shale  and  hornblende,  rag  and  trap  and  tufi". 
Amygdaloid  and  trachyte,  till  the  Sun 
Grew  broader  toward  his  death  and  fell,  and  all 
The  rosy  heights  came  out  above  the  lawns. 
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0  hark,  0  hearl  how  tMa  and  c  ear 

And  thinnei',  oleacBr,  farthe   go  net 
0  SWBBC  snd  for,  from  diff  a  d  soar 
The  horns  of  Elfliind  faint  y  blow  ngl 
Blow,  let  us  hear  the  purple  glana    ep  yl  ig 
Blow,  bngle;  anawer,  eohoea,  dy  ng  dyin^  dying 


0  loTe,  they  die  in  yoQ  rich  sky, 

They  faint  on  hill  or  field  or  nWi 
Our  echoes  roD  from  aoul  to  soul, 

And  gi-ow  forever  and  forever. 
Blow,  bugle,  blow,  set  the  ivild  echoes  flying. 
And  answer,  eotioes,  answer,  dying,  dying,  3yii 


"  There  sinks  the  nebulous  starwe  c^  the  Sun, 
If'  (hat  hypothesis  of  theii^a  ha  sound," 
Said  Ida ;  "  let  us  down  and  rest : "  and  we 
Down  from  the  lean  and  wriniled  precipices. 
By  every  coppiee-featliered  ehaam  and  fieft, 
Dropt  through  the  ambrosial  gloom  to  where  below, 
No  bi^er  than  a  ^low-wonii,  shone  the  tent 
Lamp-Kt  from  the  inner.     Once  she  leaned  on  me, 
Descending;  once  or  twice  she  lent  her  band, 
And  blissful  palpitation*  in  the  blood. 
Stirring  a  sudden  transport,  rose  and  fell. 

But  when  we  planted  level  feet,  and  dipt 
Beneath  the  satin  dome  and  entered  in. 
There  leaning  deep  in  broLdered  down  we  sank 
Our  elbows :  on  a  tiipod  in  the  midst 
A.  fragrant  flane  rose,  and  befoi*  us  glowed 
Fruity  blossom,  viand,  ambei'  wine  and  gold. 
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The  minutes  fledlged  with  music ; "  and  a  niaid, 
Of  tiiose  beside  her,  smote  her  harp,  and  sang. 

"  Tears,  idle  tears,  I  linow  not  what  they;  mean. 
Tears  from  the  depth  of  some  divine  deap^ 
Rise  in  the  heart,  and  gather  to  the  eyes, 
In  looking  on  the  happy  Autumn-fieltls, 
And  thinking  of  the  days  that  are  no  more. 

"  Fresh  as  the  first  beam  glittering  on  a  sail. 
That  brings  our  friends  up  from  the  underworld, 
Sad  aa  the  last  which  reddens  over  one 
That  sinks  with  all  we  love  below  the  vei^ ; 
So  sad,  BO  ft^sh,  the  days  that  are  no  more. 

"  Ah,  sad  and  strange  as  in  dark  summer  dawns 
The  earliest  pipe  of  half-awakened  birds 
To  dying  ears,  when  unto  dying  eyes 
The  casement  slowly  grows  a  gfimmering  square ; 
So  sad,  so  strange,  the  days  that  are  no  more. 

"  Dear  as  Temembered  kisses  after  death. 
And  sweet  as  those  by  hopeless  fiincY  fagned 
On  lips  that  are  for  others ;  deep  as  loye. 
Deep  as  first  love,  and  wild  with  all  regret ; 
0  Death  in  ijfe,  the  days  that  are  no  more." 

She  ended  with  such  passion  that  the  tear, 
She  sang  of,  shook  and  tell,  an  erring  pearl 
Lost  in  her  bosom :  but  with  some  disdain 
Answered  the  Princess,  "  If  indeed  there  hannt 
About  the  mouldered  lodges  of  the  Past 
80  sweet  a  voice  and  vague,  fatal  to  men, 

WeU  needs  it  we  should  eram  our  ears  with  wool 

And  so  pace  by :  bat  thine  are  fancies  batched 

In  silken-tblded  idleness ;  nor  is  it 

Wiser  to  weep  a  true  occasion  bst, 
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Bill;  tvita  our  sails,  and  let  old  bygones  be, 
While  down  the  streams  that  float  us  each  and  all 
To  ttie  issue,  goes,  like  "littering  beras  oF  ice, 


Throne  after  throne,  and  molten  01 

Becomes  a  cloud :  for  all  things  serve  lieir  time 

Toward  that  n;reat  year  of  equal  nughta  and  rights. 

Nor  would  I  fight  with  iron  laws,  in  the  end 

Found  golden :  let  the  past  be  pastj;  let  be 

Their  cancelled   Babels :   though   the   rough   ken 

break 
The  starred  mosaic,  and  the  wild  goat  hang 
Upon  the  shaft,  and  the  mid  lig-tree  split 
Their  monatroas  idols,  care  not  while  we  hear 
A  trumpet  in  the  distance  pealing  news 
Of  better,  and  Hope,  a  poising  eagle,  hams 
Above  the  unrisen  morrow : "  then  to  me ; 
"  Know  you  no  song  of  your  own  land,"  she  asaH, 
"  Not  such  as  moans  about  the  retrospect, 
But  deals  with  the  other  distance  and  the  hues 
Of  promise ;  not  a  death's  head  at  the  wine." 

Then  I  remembered  one  m)'self  had  ina<le 
What  time  I  watched  the  swallow  winging  south 
From  mine  own  laud,  part  made  long  smce,  and 

Now  while  I  Ban" ;  and  maidenlike  as  iar 
As  I  could  ape  their  treble,  did  I  sing. 

"  O  Swallow,  Swallow,  flying  South, 
Fly  to  her,  and  fall  upon  her  gilded  eaves. 
And  tell  her,  tell  her  wliat  I  tell  to  thee. 

"  O  tell  her,  Swallow,  thou  that  knowest  each, 
That  bright  and  fierce  and  fickle  is  the  South, 
And  dark  and  true  and  tender  is  the  North. 

"  O  Swallow,  Swallow,  if  I  could  follow,  and  light 
Upon  her  lattice,  I  would  pipe  and  trill, 
Aiid  cheep  and  twitter  twenty  million  loves. 
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"  0  Here  I  thou  that  she  might  take  me  in, 
And  lay  me  on  her  bosom,  and  her  heart 
Would  rock  the  snowy  cradle  till  I  died. 

"  Why  lingereth  she  to  clothe  her  heart  witi  iove, 
Delaying  aa  the  tender  ash  delays 
To  clothe  herself,  when  all  the  woods  are  green  t 

"  0  t«ll  hej,  Swallow,  that  thy  brood  is  flown ; 
Bay  to  her,  I  do  but  wanton  in  the  South, 
But  in  the  North  long  aittce  my  nest  is  made. 

"  O  tell  her,  brief  is  life  but  love  is  lonw. 
And  brief  the  sun  of  summer  in  the  NorSi, 
And  brief  the  moon  of  beauty  in  the  South. 


And  tell  her,  tell  her,  that  I  follow  thee." 

I  ceased,  and  all  the  ladies,  each  at  each. 
Like  the  Ithacensian  suitors  in  old  time. 
Stared  with  great  eyes,  and  laughed  with  alien  lips, 
And  knew  not  what  they  meant;  for  still  my  voice 
Ran"  false :  but  smiling,  "  Not  for  thee,"  she  said, 
"  0  Bulbul,  any  rose  of  Gulistan 
Shall  burst  her  veil :  marah-divers,  rather,  maid. 
Shall  croak  thee  aster,  or  the  meadow-crake 
Grate  her  harsh  kindred  in  the  grass :  and  this 
A  mere  bve-poem !     0  for  such,  my  friend. 
We  hold  them  shght ;  they  mind  us  of  the  time 
When  we  roade  bricks  in  Egypt.   Knaves  are  men, 
That  lute  and  flute  fantastic  tenderness, 
And  dress  the  vietim  to  the  ofierin^  up, 
And  paint  the  gates  of  Hell  with  Paradise, 
And  play  the  shve  to  gain  the  tyranny. 
Poor  soul  I    I  had  a  miud  of  honor  once ; 
She  wept  her  true  eyes  bhud  for  saoh  a  one, 
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—  ta  aiid  serenades, 
1  loved  her.     Peace  be  with  her.     She  is  dead. 
So  they  blaspheme  the  muse  I  hat  great  is  song 
Used  to  great  ends :  oureolf  have  often  fried 
Valkyrian  hyDiiia,  or  into  rhytlim  have  dashed 
The  pasaion  of  the  proplietess ;  for  song 
Is  duer  unto  freedom,  force,  and  groivth 
Of  spirit,  than  tojimieting  and  love. 
Love  is  it  ?    Would  this  same  moek-love  and  tiis 
Moek-Hymen  were  laid  up  like  winter  hats, 
nil  all  men  grew  fo  rate  us  at  our  worth. 
Not  vassals  to  be  beat,  nor  pretty  babes 
To  be  dandled,  no,  but  living  wills,  and  sphered 
Whole  in  ourselves,  and  owed  to  none.     Enough  1 
But  now  to  leayen  play  with  profit,  you. 
Know  you  no  song,  the  true  growth'  of  your  soil. 
That  gives  the  mannera  of  your  countrywomen  ?  " 

She  spoke,  and  turned  her  sumptuotis  head  with 

eyes 
Of  shininn;  expectation  fist  on  mine. 
Then  while  I  draped  my  brains  for  such  a  song, 
Cyril,   with    whom    the    bell-mouthed    flask    had 

wrought, 
d  by  tl 

arelees, .,„ 

Of  Moll  and  Meg,  and  strange  experiences 

Unmeet  tor  ladies.    Florian  nodded  at  him, 

I  frowning ;  Psyche  flushed  and  wanned  and  shook,- 

The  hly-iike  Melissa  drooped  her  brows ; 

" Forbear,"  the  Princess  cried;  "Forbear,  Sir,"  I; 

And  heated  through  and  through  with  wrath  and 

love. 
I  smote  him  on  the  breast ;  he  started  up  ; 
There  rose  a  shriek  as  of  a  city  sacked ; 
Melissa  clamored,  "  Flee  the  death ! "  "  To  horse  I " 
Said  Ida ;  "  home !  to  horse ! "  and  fled,  as  flies 
i  troop  of  snowy  doves  athwart  the  dusk, 
When  some  one  hatters  at  the  dovecote  doors, 
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Disorderij'  thu  women.     Alone  I  stood 

Wiih  Florlau,  cursing  Cyril,  vext  at  heart, 

la  the  pavilion :  there  like  parting  hopes 

I  heard  them  passing  from  mo :  hoof  By  hoof, 

And  every  hoof  a  knell  to  my  desires. 

Clanged  on  tlie  bridge ;  and  then  another  shriek, 

"  The  Head,  the  Head,  the  Prineeaa,  oh  the  Head ! " 

For  blind  with  rage  she   mi^ed  the   plank,  and 

In  the  river.     Out  I  sprang  from  glow  to  gloom  r 
There  whirled  her  white  robe   like   a  blossonicd 

branch 
Rapt  to  the  homble  fall  ■■  a  glance  I  gave, 

Plunged;  and  the  flood  drew;  yet  I  caught  her; 

Oaring  one  arm,  and  bearing  in  my  left 

The  weight  of  all  the  hopes  of  half  the  world, 

Strove  to  buffet  to  land  in  v^n.     A  tree 

Was  haltnlisrooted  from  bia  place,  and  stooped 

To  drench  his  dark  locks  in  tlie  guttling  wave 

Mid-ohanneL     Eight  on  this  we  tti-ova  and  caught, 

And  grasping  down  the  boughs  I  gained  the  shore. 

There  stood  her  maidens  gUmmeringly  grouped 
In  the  hollow  biink.  One  reaehin"  forward  drew 
My  burthen  from  mine   arms ;   tk&y  cried   "  She 

lives!" 
They  bore  her  baisk  into  the  tent ;  but  I, 
So  much  a  kind  of  shame  within  me  wrought, 
Not  yet  endured  to  meet  her  openin"  eyes. 
Nor  found  my  friends ;  but  pushed  done  on  fbot 
fFor  since  her  horse  waa  lost  I  left  her  mine) 
Across  the  woods,  and  lees  from  Indian  craft 
Than  beelike  instinot  hiveward,  found  at  length 
The  garden  portals.     Two  great  statues,  Art 
And  Science,  Caryatids,  lifted  up 
A  weight  of  emblem,  and  betwixt  were  valves 
Of  open-work  in  winch  the  hunter  rued 
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His  rash  intrusion,  manlike,  but  his  brows 
Had  sproutfid,  and  the  branches  thereupon 
Spread  out  at  top,  and  grimly  spiked  the  gates. 

A  little  space  was  left  between  the  horns, 
Through  which  I  clambered  o'er  at  top  with  pMn, 
Dropt  on  the  sirard,  and  up  the  linden  walks, 
And,  tost  on  thoughts  that  changed  from  hue  to  hue, 
Now  poring  on  the  glow-worm,  now  the  star, 
I  paced  the  terraoe,  till  the  bear  had  wheeled 
lirough  a  great  arc  his  seven  slow  suns. 

A  step 
Of  lightest  echo,  then  a  loflier  form 
Than  female,  moving  through  the  uncertfun  gloom, 
Disturbed  me  with  4e  doubt  "  if  this  were  she," 
But  it  was  Florian.     "  Hist,  O  hist,"  he  s^d, 
"  They  seek  us ;  out  so  late  is  out  of  roles. 
Moreover,  '  seize  the  strangers '  is  the  cry. 
How  came  you  here  ?  "    I  told  him.     "  I,"  said  he, 
"  Last  of  the  train,  a  tooral  leper,  I, 
To  whom  none  spake,  half-sick  at  heart,  returned. 
Arriving  all  confused  among  the  rest, 
With  hooded  brows  I  crept  into  the  hall, 
And,  couched  behind  a  Judith,  underneath 
The  head  of  Holoferues  peeped  and  saw. 
Girl  after  girl  was  called  to  trial ;  each 
IHsclEumed  all  knowled^  of  us :  last  of  all, 
Melissa;  trust  me,  Sir,  I  pitied  her. 
She,  c^uestioned  if  she  knew  us  men,  at  first 
Waa  silent ;  ekiser  prest,  denied  it  not : 
And  then,  demanded  if  her  mother  knew, 
Or  Psyche,  she  affirmed  not,  or  denied : 
From  whence  the  Koyal  mind,  &miliar  with  her, 
Eai^ly  gathered  either  guilt    She  sent 
For  Psyche,  but  she  was  not  there ;  she  called 
For  Psyche's  child  to  cast  it  from  the  doors ; 
She  sent  for  Blanche  to  accuse  her  &ce  to  face ; 
And  I  slipt  out :  but  whither  will  you  now  I 
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And  where  are  Psyche,  Cyril  V  hoth  are  lied. 
What,  if  togedier  ?  tliat  were  not  so  well. 
Would  rather  we  had  never  come !    I  dread 
BGs  wildness,  and  the  chantea  of  the  dark." 

"  And  yet,"  I  smd,  "you  wrong  him  more  than  1 
That  struck  him ;  this  is  proper  to  the  down, 
Though  amouked,  or  furred  and  purpled,  still  the 

clown. 
To  harm  the  thing  that  trusts  him,  and  to  shame 
That  which  he  says  he  loves ;  for  Cyril,  howe'er 
He  deial  in  frolic,  aa  to-night— the  song 
Might  have  heen  worse  and  sinned  in  grosser  lipa 
Beyond  all  pardon — as  it  ia,  I  hold 
These  flashes  on  the  suriace  are  not  he. 
He  has  a  solid  hase  of  temperament : 
But  as  the  water-lil^  starts  and  slides, 

Xn  the  level  in  little  puffs  of  wind, 
ugh  anchored  to  the  bottom,  such  is  he." 

Scarce  had  I  ceased,  when  from  a  tamarisk  near 
Two  Proctors  leapt  upon  us,  crying,  "  Names." 
He,  standing  slill,  was  clutched ;  but  I  began 
To  thrid  the  musky-circled  mazes,  wind 
And  double  in  and  out  the  boles,  and  race 
By  all  the  fountains :  fleet  I  was  of  foot ; 
Before  me  showered  the  rose  in  flakes;  behind 
I  heard  the  puffed  pursuer ;  at  mine  ear 
Bubbled  the  niffhlingale  and  heeded  not. 
And  secret  lau^ter  tickled  all  my  soul. 
At  last  I  hooked  my  ankle  in  a  vine. 
That  claspt  the  feet  of  a  Mnemosyne, 
And  falling  on  my  face  was  caught  and  known. 

They  haled  us  to  the  Princess,  where  she  sat 
High  in  the  iiaU :  above  her  drooped  a  lamp. 
And  made  the  single  jewel  on  her  brow 
Burn  like  the  mystic  fire  on  a  mast-head, 
Prophet  of  storm :  a  handmaid  on  each  side 
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Rowed  toward  her,  combing  out  h«i-  loug  Hack  hair 
Damp  fixnn  the  river  ;  and  close  belmdher  stood 
Eight  daughters  of  the  plough,  stronger  than  men, 
Huge  women,  blowzed  with  health,  and  wind,  and 

And  labor.     Eaoh  was  Kke  a  Druid  rock ; 

Or  like  a  spire  of  land  that  stands  apart 

Cleft  irom  the  main,  and  wailed  about  with  mewa. 

Then,  as  we  came,  the  crowd  dividing  clove 
An  advent  to  the  throne ;  and  there  beside, 
Half-naked  as  if  caught  at  once  from  bed, 
And  tumbled  on  the  purple  fooidoth,  lay 
The  lil)--shiniug  child ;  and  on  the  Im, 
Bowed  on  her  palms  and  folded  up  from  wrong, 
Her  round  white  shoulder  shaken  vrith  her  bow, 
Melissa  knelt ;  but  Lady  Blanche,  erect, 
Stood  up  and  spake,  an  affluent  orator. 

"  It  was  not  thus,  oh  Princess,  in  old  days ; 
You  prized  my  counsel,  lived  upon  my  hps : 
I  led  you  then  to  all  the  CastaUes ; 
I  fed  you  with  the  milk  of  every  Muse ; 
I  loved  you  like  this  kneeler,  and  you  me. 
Tour  second  mother ;  those  were  gracious  limes. 
Then  came  your  new  friend :  you  began  to  change— 
I  saw  it  and  gi"ieved — to  slacken  and  to  cool ; 
"fill  taken  wiOi  her  seeming  openness 
You  turned  your  warmer  currents  all  to  her, 
To  me  you  froze :  this  was  my  meed  for  all. 
Yet  I  bore  up  in  part  from  ancient  love. 
And  partly  that  I  hoped  to  win  you  ba^i. 
And  partly  conscious  of  my  own  deserts, 
And  partly  that  you  were  my  civil  head. 
And  cMefly  you  were  bom  for  something  great 
In  which  1  might  your  fellow-worker  be. 
When  time  should  serve ;  and  thus  a  noble  schema 
Grew  up  from  seed  we  two  lon^  since  had  sown : 
In  us'true  growth,  in  her  a  Jonah's  gourd, 
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M2  THE    PLilNCESS; 

Up  in  one  night  and  ilue  to  sudden  sun : 
We  took  this  palace ;  but  even  from  the  first 
You  stood  in  youi-  own  liglit  aud  darkened  mine. 
What  Btudent  came  but  tnat  you  planed  her  path 
To  Lady  Psyche,  younger,  not  so  wise, 
A  foreigner,  and  I  your  countrywoman, 
I  your  dd  Mend  and  tried,  she  new  in  ail  ? 
But  BtJll  her  lists  were  swelled  and  mine  were  lean ; 
Yot  1  hore  up,  in  hope  she  would  be  known : 
Then   came  these   wolves :   they   knew   her :  they 

endured. 
Long-closeted  with  her  the  yestermorn, 
To  tell  her  what  they  were,  and  she  to  hear ; 
And  me  none  told :  not  less  to  an  eye  like  mine, 
A  lidiess  watcher  of  tlie  public  weal, 
lliast  night,  their  mask  was  patent,  and  my  foot 
Was  to  you :  but  I  thought  agtun :  I  feared 
To  meet  a  cold  '  We  thank  you,  we  shall  hear  of  it 
From  Lady  Psyche : '  you  had  gone  to  her, 
She  told,  perforce ;  and  winning  easy  grace, 
No  doubt  for  alight  delaj^,  remained  among  us 
In  our  young  nursery  still  imknown,  the  stem 
Less  gnunton  touchwood,  while  my  honest  heat 
Were  all  miscounted  as  malignant  haste 
To  push  my  rival  out  of  place  and  power. 
But  public  use  required  she  should  be  known ; 
And  since  my  oath  was  ta'en  for  public  use, 
I  broke  the  letter  of  it  to  keep  the  sense. 
I  spoke  not  then  at  first,  but  watched  them  well. 
Saw  that  they  kept  apart,  no  mischiel'  done ; 
And  yet  this  day  (though  you  should  hate  me  for 

it) 
[  came  to  tell  you ;  found  that  you  had  cone, 
Bidden  to  the  hills,  she  likewise  :  now,  I  thought. 
That  surely  she  will  speak ;  if  not,  then  I. 
Did  she  ¥  these  monsters  blaaoned  what  they  were, 
According  to  the  coarseness  of  their  kind, 
For  thus!  hear;  and  known  at  last  (my  woit) 
And  full  of  cowardioe  and  guilty  shame 
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(I  grant  in  her  some  sense  of  shame,)  ahe  flies ; 
Ana  I  remain  on  mhoni  to  wreak  your  rage, 
I,  that  bave  lent  my  life  to  build  up  youi-a, 
I,  that  liaTe  wasted  here  .health,  wealth  a,nd  time 
And  talents,  I — you  know  it— 1  will  not  boast; 
Dismiss  me,  and  I  prophesy  your  plan, 
DiToroed  from  my  experience,  ■will  be  chaff 
For  every  gust  of  chance,  and  men  will  say 
We  did  not  know  the  real  light,  hut  chased 
The  wisp  that  flickers  where  no  foot  can  tread." 

She  ceased :  the  Princess  answered  coldly, "  Good ; 
Tour  oath  is  broken :  we  dismiss  you :  go. 
For  this  lost  lamb  (she  pointed  to  the  child) 
Our  mind  is  changed :  we  take  it  to  ourselves." 

Thereat  the  Lady  stretched  a  vulture  throat, 
And  shot  from  crooked  lips  a  haggard  smile. 
"  The  plan  was  mine.    I  Duilt  the  nest,"  she  said, 
"To  hatch  the  cuckoo.      Kise!"   and  stooped  to 

npdrag 
Melissa  ;  she,  half  on  her  mother  propt, 
HalFdrooping  from  her,  turned  her  face,  and  east 
A  liquid  look  on  Ida,  full  of  prayer. 
Which  melted  Fiorian's  fancy  as  she  hung, 
A  Niobfian  daughter,  one  arm  out, 
Appealing  W  the  bolts  of  Heaven ;  and  while 
VVe  gazed  upon  her  came  a  little  stir 
About  die  doors,  and  on  a  sudden  rushed 
Among  us,  out  of  breath,  as  one  pursued, 
A  woman-post  in  flying  raiment.     Fear 
Stared   in   her   eyes,   and   chalked  her  face,  and 

winged 
Her  transit  to  the  throne,  whereby  she  fell 
Delivering  sealed  despatches,  which  the  Head 
Took  hattamazed,  and  in  her  lion's  mood 
Tore  open,  silent  we  with  blind  surmise 
Begariing,  while  she  read,  till  over  brow 
And  cheek  and  bosom  brake  the  wrathflil  bloom 
As  of  Eome  fii-e  against  a  stormy  cloud, 
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When  the  wild  peasant  rights  himselfi  the  nek 

Flames,  and  his  anger  reifiena  in  the  heavens ; 

For  anger  moat  it  seemed,  while  now  her  breast^ 

Beaten  with  some  (jreat  passion  at  her  heart. 

Palpitated,  her  hand  shook,  and  we  heard 

In  me  dead  hush  the  papers  that  she  held 

Rustle ;  at  once  the  lost  Iamb  at  her  feet 

Sent  out  a  bitter  bleating  for  its  dam; 

The  pl^ntive  cry  jarred  on  her  ire ;  she  crushed 

The  scrolls  together,  made  a  sudden  turn 

As  if  to  speak,  but,  utterance  failing  her, 

She  whirled  them  on  to  me,  as  who  should  say 

"  Read,"  and  I  read — ^two  letters — one  her  aire's. 

"  Fair  daughter,  when  we  sent  the  Prince  your 
way 
We  knew  not  your  ungracious  laws,  which  learnt. 
We,  conscious  of  what  temper  you  are  built. 
Came  all  in  haste  to  hinder  wron^,  but  ieli 
Into  his  fether's  hands,  who  has  this  nigbt, 
Yon  lying  close  upon  his  territory, 
Slipt  round  and  in  the  dark  invested  jou. 
And  here  he  keeps  me  hostage  for  his  son." 

The  second  was  my  fotber's,  running  thus : 
"  Ton  have  our  son  :  touch  not  a  hair  of  his  head ; 
Render  him  up  unscathed :  ^ve  him  jour  hand ; 
Cleave  to  your  contract :  though  indeed  we  hear 
You  hold  the  woman  is  the  better  man ; 
A  rampant  heresy,  such  as  if  it  spread 
Would  make  all  women  kick  agamst  their  Lords 
Through  all  the  world,  and  which  might  wel!  deserre 
That  we  this  night  should  pluck  your  palace  down 
And  we  will  do  it,  unless  you  send  us  back 
Gur  son,  on  the  instant,  whole." 

So  far  I  read ; 
And  then  stood  up  and  spoke  impetuously. 
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The  ciiild  of  regal  compact,  did  I  break 

Your  precinct ;  not  a  seomer  of  your  sei 

But  venerator,  zealous  it  should  be 

All  that  it  might  be ;  hear  me,  for  I  bear, 

Though  man,  yet  human,  whatsoe'er  your  wrongs, 

From  (he  flaxen  curl  to  the  gray  lock  a  life 

Loss  mine  than  yours :  my  nui-se  would  tell  me  of 

I  babbled  for  you,  as  babies  for  the  moon, 
Vague  brightness ;  when  a  boy,  you  stooped  to  me 
FroiJi  all  high  places,  lived  in  all  feir  lights. 
Came  in  long  breezes  rapt  from  inmost  south. 
And  blown  to  inmost  north ;  at  eve  and  dawn 
With  Ida,  Ida,  Ida,  rang  the  woods ; 
The  leader  wild-swan  in  aoiong  tlie  stars 
Would  elang  it,  and  lapt  in  wreaths  of  glow-worm 

light 
The  mellow  breaker  murmured  Ida.    Now, 
Because  I  would  have  reached  you,  bad  you  been 
Sphered  up  with  Cassiopeia,  or  the  entiironed 
Persephone  in  Hades,  now  at  length. 
Those  winters  of  abeyance  all  worn  out, 
A  man  I  came  to  see  you :  but,  indeed. 
Not  in  this  frequence  can  I  lend  full  tongue, 

0  noble  Ida,  to  those  thoughts  that  wait 
On  you,  their  centre ;  let  me  say  but  this. 
That  many  a  iamous  man  and  woman,  town 
And  landakip,  have  I  heai'd  of,  after  seen 

The  dwarfe  of  presage ;  though  when  known,  tiere 

Another  kind  of  beauty  in  detail 
Made  them  worth  knowing ;  but  in  you  I  (bund 
My  boyish  dream  involved  and  dazzled  down 
And  mastered,  while  tliat  alter-beauty  makes 
Such  head  from  act  to  act,  from  hour  to  hour, 
Within  me,  that  except  you  slay  me  here. 
According  to  your  bitter  statute-book, 

1  cannot  cease  to  follow  you  as  they  say 
The  seal  does  music ;  who  desire  you  more 
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Than  growing  boys  their  manhood ;  dying  Ups, 
With  many  thousand  matters  left  to  do, 
The  breath  of  life  ;  oh,  more  than  poor  men  wealth. 
Than  sick  men  health — yours,  yours,  not  mine— but 

half 
Without  you,  with  you,  wliole ;  and  of  those  halves 
You  worUiiest ;  and  howe'er  you  block  and  bar 
Your  heart  with  system  out  from  mine,  I  hold 
That  it  becomes  no  man  to  nurse  despair, 
But  in  the  teeth  of  clenched  antagonisnis 
To  follow  up  the  worthiest  till  he  die : 
Yet  that  I  came  not  all  unauthorized, 
Behold  your  father's  letter." 

On  one  knee 
Kjieeling,  I  gave  it,  whieh  she  caught,  and  dashed 
Unopened  at  her  feet ;  a  tide  of  fierce 
Inveetive  seemed  to  wait  behind  her  lips, 
As  waits  a  river  level  with  the  dam 
Ready  to  burst  and  flood  the  world  with  ibam : 
And  so  she  would  have  spoken,  but  there  rose 
A  hubbub  in  the  court  ot  half  the  m^ds 
Gathered  t<^ether ;  from  the  iUunuoed  hall 
Long  lanes  of  splendor  slanted  o'er  a  press 
Of  snowy  shoulders,  thick  as  herded  ewes. 
And  TMnbow  robes,  and  gems  and  gemlike  eyes. 
And  gold  and  golden  heads;  they  to  and  frti 
Fluctuated,  as  flowers  in  storm,  some  red,  some  pale, 
All  open-mouthed,  all  gazing  to  the  light. 
Some  cryin"  there  was  an  army  in  the  laud. 
And  some  ttat  men  were  in  the  very  walls. 
And  some  they  cared  not ;  till  a  clamor  grew 
As  of  a  new-world  Babel,  woman-built, 
And  worse^onfounded :  high  above  tbem  stood 
The  placid  marble  Muses,  looking  peace. 

Not  peace,  she  looked,  the  Head ;  but  rising  up 
Eobed  in  the  long  night  of  her  deep  hair,  so 
To  the  open  window  moved,  remfuning  there 
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Fixt  like  a  beacon-tower  above  the  waves 
Of  tempest,  when  the  crimson-rolling  eye 
Glares  ruin,  and  the  wad  birds  on  the  light 
Dash  themselvee  dead.     She   stretched   her  arms 

and  called 
Across  the  tumult,  find  the  tumult  fell : 

"  What  fear  ye,  brawlers  ?  am  not  I  your  Head  ? 
On  me,  me,  me,  the  storm  first  breaks ;  /  dare 
All  theae  male  thunderbolts :  what  is  it  ye  fear  ? 
Peace  I  (here  are  those  to  avenge  us,  and  tiey 

If  not, — myself  were  like  enou«h,  oh  girls. 
To  unflirl  the  maiden  banner  m  our  rights, 
And  clad  in  iron  burst  the  ranks  of  war. 
Or,  fyiing,  protomaxtyr  of  our  cause, 
Die :  yet  I  blame  ye  not  so  much  for  fear ; 
Sis  thousand  years  of  fear  have  made  ye  that 
From  which  I  would  redeem  ye :  but  for  those 
That  atir  this  habbub — you  and  yoa — I  know 
Tour  faces  there  in  the  crowd — to-morrow  mom 
We  hold  a  great  convention :  then  shall  they 
That  love  their  voices  more  than  duty,  learn 
With  whom  they  deal,  dismissed  in  shame  to  live 
No  wiser  than  then-  mothers,  household  stuff. 
Live  chattels,  mincers  of  each  other's  fame, 
Full  of  weak  poison,  turnspits  for  the  clown, 
The  dninfcanf  s  football,  laughing-stockg  of  l^e, 
Wliose  brains  are  in  their  hands  and  in  their  heels, 
But  fit  to  flaunt,  to  dress,  to  dance,  to  thrum. 
To  tramp,  to  scream,  to  burnish,  and  to  scour, 
Forever  slaves  at  home  and  fools  abroad ! " 

She,  ending,  waved  her  hands ;  thereat  the  crowd 
Muttering,  dissolved ;  then  with  a  smile,  that  looked 
A  stroke  of  cruel  sunshine  on  the  cliff 
When  al!  the  glens  are  drowned  in  azure  gloom 
Of  thunder-shower,  she  floated  to  us  and  stud : 
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"  You  bave  done  well  and  like  a  gentleman, 
And  like  a  prince ;  you  have  our  thanks  for  all: 
And  you  look  well  too  in  your  woman's  dresa : 
Wdl  have  you  done,  and  like  a  sentleman. 
You  saved  our  life :  we  owe  you  bitter  thanks ; 
Better  have  died  and  spEt  our  bones  in  the  flood- 
Then  men  had  said — but  now— What  hindera  me 
To  take  such  bloody  vengeance  on  you  both  V — 
Yet  Muce  our  father — Wasps  in  our  good  hive, 
You  would-be  quenchers  of  the  light  to  be, 
Barbarians,  grosser  than  your  nahve  bears — 

0  would  I  had  his  sceptre  for  one  hour  1 

You  that  have  dared  to  break  our  bound,  and  gulled 
Our  servants,  wronged  and  lied  and  thwarted  us — 
/  wed  with  thee !     7  hound  by  precontract 
Your  bride,  your  bondslave  I   not  though   all  the 

That  veins  the  world  were  packed  to  luake  your 

And  every  spoken  tongue  should  lord  you !     Sir, 
Your  felsehood  and  yourself  are  hateful  to  us : 

1  trample  on  your  offers  and  on  you  : 
Begone !  we  will  not  look  upon  you  more. 
Here,  push  them  out  at  gates  ! " 

In  wrath  she  spake. 
Then  those  raght  mighty  daughters  of  the  plough 
Bent  their  broad  faces  toward  us  and  addressed 
Their  motion :  tivice  I  sought  to  plead  my  cause, 
But  on  ray  shoulder  hung  their  heavy  hands. 
The  weight  of  destiny :  so  from  her  fece 
They  pushed  us,  down  the  steps,  and  through  the 

court. 
And  with  grhn  laughter  thrust  us  out  at  gates. 

We  crossed  the  street,  and  gained  a  petty  mound 
Beyond  it,  whence  we  saw  the  hghta  and  heard 
The  voices  murmuring.     While  I  listened  came 


■e  and  the  doubt ; 

I  seemed  io  move  among  a  world  of  ghosts ; 
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The  Princess  with  her  monstrous  woman-guard, 
The  jest  and  earnest  working  ^de  by  side, 
The  cataract,  and  the  tumult,  and  the  kiues 
Were  shadows ;  and  the  long  fentastic  night 
With  all  its  doings  had  and  had  not  been, 
And  all  things  were  and  were  not. 

This  -went  by 
As  strangely  as  it  came,  and  on  my  spirits 
Settled  a  gentle  cloud  of  melaucholy ; 
Not  long;  I  shook  it  off;  for  spit*  of  doubts 
And  sudden  ghostly  shadowings  I  was  one 
To  whom  the  touch  of  all  mischance  but  came 
As  night  to  him  that  sitting  on  a  hill 
Sees  tlie  midsummer,  midnight,  Norway  sun, 
Set  into  sunrise :  then  we  moved  away. 


Thyv 
Thu 


^e  is  heard  through  rolling  drums 


Thy  face  across  his  fonoy  comes, 
Aiid  gives  the  battle  to  his  hands; 

A  moment,  while  the  trnrapets  blow, 
Ho  sees  his  brood  about  tliy  knee: 

The  next,  like  fire  he  meets  the  foe, 
And  strikes  liim.  dead  Ibr  thine  and  thea- 

So  Lilia  sang :  we  thought  her  half-possessed, 
She  struck  such  warbling  fury  through  the  words; 
And,  after,  feigning  pique  at  what  ^e  caUed 
The  rffllle^,  or  grotesque,  or  false  sublime — 
Like  one  that  wishes  at  a  dance  to  change 
The  music — elapt  her  hands  and  cried  for  war, 
Or  some  grand  fight  to  kill  and  make  an  end : 
And  he  that  next  inherited  the  tale, 
Half  turning  to  the  broken  statue,  said, 
"  Sir  Ralph  has  got  your  colors :  if  1  prove 
Your  knbht  and  fight  your  battle,  what  for  me  ?  " 
It  chanced  her  empty  glove  upon  the  tomb 
Lay  by  her  like  a  model  of  her  hand. 
She  took  it  and  she  flung  it.    "  Fight,"  she  said, 
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"  And  make  us  all  we  would  be,  great  and  good." 
He  kniglidike  in  his  cap  instead  of  casque, 
A,  cap  of  Tyrol  borrowed  from  the  hall, 
Arranged  the  fiivor  and  assumed  tihe  I^ce. 


Now  scarce  three  paces  measm^d  from  the  mound 
We  stumbled  on  a  stationary  voice, 
And  "Stand,  who  goes?"     "Two  from  the  pal- 
ace," I. 
"  The  second  two ;  they  wait,"  he  said,  "  pass  on ; 
His  Highness  wakes : "  and  one,  that  clashed  in  arms 
By  glimmering  lanes  and  walls  of  canvas,  led 
Threading  the  soldier-city,  till  we  heard 
The  drowsy  folds  of  our  great  ensi^  shako 
From  blazoned  Rons  o'er  the  imperial  tent 
Whispers  of  war. 

Entering,  the  sudden  light 
Dazed  me  half-blind :  I  stood  and  seemed  to  hear, 
As  in  a  poplar  grove  when  a  light  wind  wakes 
A  Uaping  of  the  innumerous  leaf  and  dies, 
Each  hissing  in  his  neighbor's  ear ;  and  then 
A  stranded  titter,  out  of  which  there  brake 
On  all  sides,  clamoring  etiquette  to  death, 
Unmeasured  mirth ;  iriiile  now  the  two  old  kings 
Began  to  wag  their  baldness  up  and  down. 
The  fresh  young  captains  flashed  their  glittering 

The  huge  bush-bearded  Barons  heaved  and  blew, 
And  slain  with  laughter  rolled  the  gilded  Squire. 

At  length  my  Sire,  his  rough  cheek  wet  viith 

Panted  from  weary  sides,  "  King,  yon  are  free  1 
We  did  but  keep  you  surety  for  our  son, 
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If  tbis  be  bo,— or  a  drs^gled  mawkiii,  thou,  ^^ 
Tiiat  teads  ber  bristled  gruiitera  in  the  sludge : 
For  I  was  dreatlved  with  ooze,  and  torn  with  bners 
More  crumpled  than  a  poppy  from  the  sheath. 
And  all  one  rag,  disprinced  from  head  to  beel: 
Then  some  one  sent  beneath  his  vaulted  palm 

"  ■  It  him,  '^  Look, 

,„ _.      "  Satan  take 

_      _      and  their  shadows !  (thus  the  king 
Beared)  make  youiself  a  man  to  flgbt  with  men. 
Go :  Cyril  told  ua  all." 

As  boys  that  slink 
From  ferule  and  the  tresfxass-chidingeye, 
Away  we  stole,  and  transient  in  a  tnoe 
From  what  was  left  of  faded  woman-slough 
To  aheathins  splendors  and  the  golden  scale 
Of  harness,  issued  in- the  sun  that  now 
Leapt  from  the  dewy  shoulders  of  the  Earth, 
And  hit  the  northern  hills.     Here  Cyril  met  ne, 
A  little  shy  at  first,  but  by  and  by 
We  twain,  with  mutual  pardon  asked  and  given 
For  stroke  and  song,  resoldered  peace,  whereon 
Followed  his  tale.     Amazed  be  fled  away_ 
Through  the  dark  land,  and  later  in  Ihe  night 
Had  come  on  Psyche  weepin^ ;  "  then  we  fell 
Into  your  fiitiei-'a  hand,  and  there  ahe  lies, 
But  will  not  apeak,  nor  stir." 

He  showed  a  t«nt 
A  stone-shot  off:  we  entsred  in,  and  there 
Among  piled  arms  and  rou"h  accoutrements. 
Pitiful  sight,  wrapt  in  a  soldier's  cloak. 
Like  some  aweet  sculpture  draped  fix>m  head  to 

foot, 
And  pushed  by  rude  handa  from  its  pedestal, 
All  ber  fair  length  upon  the  ground  ahe  lay : 
And  at  her  head  a  follower  of  the  camp, 
A  charred  and  wrinkled  piece  of  womanhood, 
Sat  watching  Uke  a  watcher  by  the  dead. 
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Then  floriac  knelt,  aad  "  Come,"  he  whispered, 
to  her,  ^ 

"  Lift  up  your  head,  sweet  sister :  lie  not  thus. 
What  have  you  done  but  right '!  you  eould  not  slay 
Me,  nor  your  priiiee :  look  up :  be  comforted : 
Sweet  is  it  to  have  done  the  thing  one  ounht. 
When  fellen  in  darker  ways."     And  likewise  I: 
"  Be  comforted :  have  I  not  lost  her  too, 
In  whose  least  act  abides  the  nameless  chaam 
That  none  has  else  for  me."  She  heard,  she  moved. 
She  moaned,  a  folded  voice ;  and  up  she  sat, 
And  raised  the  cloak  from  brosss  as  pale  and  smooth 
As  those  that  mourn  half-shrouded  over  death 
In   deathless  marble,     "  Her,"    she   swd,    "  my 

Parted  from  her — betrayed  her  cause  and  mine — 
Where  shall  I  breathe  'I  why  kept  ve  not  vour 

feith?  ■'       i-    J  J 

0  base  and  bad !  what  comfort  V  none  for  mo ! " 
To  whom  remorseful  Cyril,  "  Yet  I  pray 
Take  comfort :  live,  dear  iady,  for  your  child," 
At  which  she  lifted  up  her  voice  and  cried. 

"  Ah  me,  my  babe,  my  blcesom,  ah  my  child. 

My  one  sweet  child,  whom  1  shall  see  no  more  I 

For  now  will  erue!  Ida  keep  her  back ; 

And  either  she  will  die  from  want  of  care, 

Or  sicken  mth  ill  usage,  when  they  say 

The  ehihi  is  hers — for  every  little  fault, 

The  child  is  hers ;  and  thoy  will  beat  my  girl, 

Eemembering  her  mother ;  oh  my  flower  \ 

Or  they  will  take  her,  they  will  make  her  hard. 

And  she  will  pass  me  by  ra  after-life 

With  some  cold  reverence  worse  than  were  she 

ni  mother  that  I  was  to  leave  her  tbere. 
To  kg  behind,  scared  by  the  ciry  they  made, 
The  horror  of  the  shame  among  them  all : 
But  I  will  go  and  At  beside  the  doors, 
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And  make  a  wild  petition  nigbt  and  Jay, 

Until  they  hate  to  hear  me  like  a  wind 

Wailing  forever,  till  they  open  to  me, 

And  lay  my  little  bloaeom  at  my  feet, 

My  babe,  my  sweet  Agltua,  my  one  child ; 

And  I  will  take  her  up  and  go  my  way. 

Anil  satisfy  my  Bonl  mth  kiaaing  her : 

Ah !  what  nught  that  man  not  deserve  of  me. 

Who  gave  me  back  my  child ? "     "Be  eomfbrted. ' 

Sfud  Cyril,  "  you  shall  have  it: "  but  agdu 

She  veiled  her  brows,  and  prone  she  sank,  and  so 

Uke  tender  ihin^  that  being  caught  feign  death, 

Spoke  not,  nor  stirred. 

By  tius  a  murmur  ran 
Through  aU  the  camp,  and  iuwai'd  raced  the  stouM 
With  rumor  of  Prince  Arac  hard  at  hand. 
We  left  her  by  the  woman,  and  without 
Found  the  gray  kings  at  parle :  and  "  Look  yon," 

My  fiiiher,  "  that  our  compact  be  fulfilled : 

Ton  have  spoilt  this  child;  she  laughs  at  you  and 

She  wrongs  herself,  her  sex,  and  me,  and  him. 
But  red-&ed  war  has  rods  of  steel  and  fire ; 
She  yields,  or  war." 

Then  Gama  turned  to  me : 
"  We  fear,  indeed,  you  spent  a  stormy  time 
With  our  strange  girl:  and  yet  they  say  that  still 
You  love  her.     Give  us,  then,  your  mind  at  large  ; 
How  say  you,  war  or  not  ?  " 

"  Not  war,  if  pos^Ue, 
O  King,"  I  said,  "  iest  from  the  abuse  of  war. 
The  desecrated  shrine,  the  trampled  year, 
The  smouldering  homestead,  and  the   household 

flower 
Tom  from  the  linlel— all  the  common  wrong— 
A  smoke  go  up  through  which  I  loom  to  her 
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Three  times  a  moaster :  now  she  lightena  soom 

At  him  that  mars  her  plan,  but  then  would  hate 

(And  every  voice  she  talked  mth  ratify  it, 

And  every  face  she  looked  on  jaatify  it) 

The  general  foe.    More  soluble  is  ttus  knot 

By  gentleness  than  war.     I  want  her  love. 

What  were  I  nigher  this,  although  we  dashed 

Your  cities  into  shards  with  catapults; 

She  would  not  love ; — or  brought  her  chained,  a 

The  lifling  of  whose  eyelash  is  my  lord. 
Not  ever  would  she  love ;  but  brooding  turn 
The  book  of  scorn,  tiU  all  my  little  chance 
Were  caught  within  the  record  of  her  wrongs, 
And  crushed  to  death ;  and  rather.  Sire,  than  this, 
I  wonld  the  old  God  of  war  himself  were  dead, 
Forgotten,  rusdng  on  his  iron  hills, 
Botting  on  some  wild  shore  with  ribs  of  wreck. 
Or  hke  an  old-world  mammoth  bulked  in  ice, 
Not  to  be  molten  out" 

And  roughly  spake 
My  father,  "  Tut,  you  know  them  not,  the  girls. 
Boy,  when  I  hear  you  prate  I  almost  think 
That  idiot  legend  credible.    Look  you,  Sir  I 
Man  is  the  hunter ;  woman  is  his  game ; 
The  sleek  and  shining  creatures  of  the  chase, 
We  hunt  them  for  the  beauty  of  (heir  skins ; 
They  lore  us  for  it,  and  we  ride  them  down. 
Wheedling  and  adin^  with  them !  Out  I  for  shame  1 
Boy,  there's  no  rose  Qiat's  half  so  dear  to  them 
As  he  that  does  the  thin^  they  dare  not  do. 
Breathing  and  sounding  oeauteoue  battle,  comes 
With  the  air  of  the  trumpet  round  him,  and  leaps  in 
Among  the  women,  snares  them  bj-  the  score, 
Flattered  and  flustered,  wins,  though  dashed  with 

death 
He  reddens  what  he  kisses ;  thus  I  won 
Your  mother,  a  good  mother,  a  good  wife, 
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Worth  winmng ;  but  this  firebrand— ^enlieness 

To  Buch  as  hei- !  if  Cyril  spake  her  true, 

To  eateh  a,  dragon  ia  a  cherry  net, 

To  trip  a  tigress  with  a  gossamer, 

Wei-e  wisdom  to  it."  . 

"  Yea,  but  Sire,    1  cned, 
"Wild  natures  need  -wise  curbs.      The   soldier? 

No: 
What  dares  not  Ida  do  that  she  shoaid  prize 
The  soldier  ?     I  beheld  her,  when  she  rose 
The  yesternight,  and  storming  in  extremes 
Stood  for  her  cause,  and  flung  defiance  dnwn 
Gagelike  to  man  and  had  not  shunned  the  death, 
No,  not  the  soldier's :  yet  I  hold  her,  King, 
True  woman :  hut  you  clash  them  all  in  one, 
That  have  as  many  difierences  as  me. 
The  -riolet  varies  from  tlie  lily  as  far 
As  oak  from  elm :  one  loves  the  soldier,  one 
The  alken  priest  of  peace,  one  this,  one  that, 
And  some  unworthily ;  their  unless  iiiith, 
A  maiden  moon  that  sparkles  on  a  sty. 
Glorifying  tlown  and  satyr ;  whence  they  need 
More  breadth  of  culture :  is  not  Ida  right  ? 
They  worth  it?  truer  to  the  law  within  ? 
Severer  in  the  lo^  of  a  life  ? 
Twice  as  magnetic  to  sweet  influences 
Of  Earth  and  Heaven  ?   and  she   of  whom  you 

speak. 
My  mother,  looks  aa  whole  as  some  serene 
Creation  minted  in  the  golden  moods 
Of  sovereion  MMiista ;  not  a  thought,  a  touch,  _ 
But  pure  as  lines  of  green  that  streak  the  white 
Of  the  first  snowdrop's  inner  leaves ;  I  say 
Not  like  the  piebald  miscellany,  man. 
Bursts  of  great  heart  and  slips  m  sensual  mire, 
But  whole  and  one :  and  take  them  all-in-a!l, 
Were  we  ourselves  but  half  as  good,  as  kind. 
As  truthful,  much  that  Ma  claims  as  right 
[lad  ne'er  been  mooted,  but  as  frankly  theirs 
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"  Nay,  nay,  yon  spake  but  sense," 
Said  Gama.    "  We  remember  love  oui-selves 
In  our  sweet  yonth ;  we  did  not  rate  him  then 
This  red-hot  iron  to  he  shaped  with  blows. 
You  talk  almost  like  Ida :  she  can  talk ; 
And  there  is  something  in  it  as  yon  say : 
But  you  talk  kindlier:  we  esteem  you  for  it. — 
He  seems  a  gradous  and  a  gallant  prince, 
I  would  he  had  our  daughter :  &r  the  rest, 
Our  own  detention,  why  the  causes  weighed, 
Fatherly  fears — you  used  us  courteously — 
We  would  do  much  to  gratify  your  Prince — 
We  pardon  it ;  and  for  your  ingress  here 
Upon  the  sldrt  and  flinge  of  our  fair  land, 
You  did  but  eome  aa  goblins  in  the  night, 
Nor  in  the  furrow  broke  the  ploughman's  head, 
Nor  burnt  the  grange,  nor  bussed  the  milHngHmaid, 
Nor  robbed  the  fiirmer  of  his  bowl  of  cream : 
But  let  your  Prinee  (our  roj'al  word  upon  it. 
He  cornea  back  safe)  ride  wilii  us  to  our  lines. 
And  speak  with  Arac :  Arae'a  word  is  thrice 
As  ours  with  Ida :  something  may  be  done — 
I  know  not  what — and  ours  shall  see  us  friends. 
You,  likewise,  our  late  guests,  if  so  you  will, 
Follow  us ;  who  knows  ?  we  four  may  build  some  plan 
Foursc[uare  to  opposition." 

Here  he  reached 
White  hands  of  ferewell  to  my  sire,  who  growled 
An  answer  which,  half-muffled  in  his  beard, 
Let  so  muth  out  as  gave  us  leave  to  go. 

Then  rode  we  with  the  old  king  across  the  lawna 
Beneath  huM  trees,  a  thousand  rmgs  of  Spring 
In  every  bole,  a  son«  on  every  spray 
Of  birds  that  piped  their  Yaientmee,  and  wt&e 
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De^re  in  mo  to  infuse  my  tale  of  love 

[n  the  old  king's  ears,  who  promised   uelp,  and 

oozed 
All  o'er  with  honeyed  answer  as  we  ivatle ; 
And  blossom-fragrant  slipt  the  heavy  duws, 
Gathered  by  nidit  and  pe^iiB,  with  eafli  li":lit  air 
Cii  our  mailed  heads .   tut  other  thoughts   Oian 

P?aoe 
Burnt  in  u^,  when  we  saw  the  embattled  squares, 
And  squadrons  of  the  Prince,  trampUng  the  flowers 
With  elamor:  for  among  them  rose  a  cry 
As  if  to  greet  the  kina ;  they  made  a  halt ; 
The  horses  yelled;  they  elaahed  their  arms;  the 

Beat  i  merrily-blowing  shrilled  the  martial  fife ; 

And  in  the  blast  and  bray  of  the  long  horn 

And  serpent-throated  bugle,  nndukted 

The  banner :  anon  to  meet  us  lightly  pranced 

Three  captains  out;  nor  ever  had  I  seen 

Such  thews  of  men :  the  midmost  and  the  highest 

Was  Amc :  all  about  his  motion  clung 

The  shadow  of  his  aator,  as  the  beam 

Of  the  East,  that  played  upon  them,  made  them 

glance 
Like  those  three  stars  of  the  iury  Giant's  Eone, 
That  glitter  burnished  by  the  frosty  dart ; 
And  as  the  fiery  Sirius  alters  hue. 
And  bickers  into  red  and  emerald,  shone 
Their  morions,  washed  with  morning,  as  they  came, 

And  I  that  prated  peace,  when  first  I  heard 
War-music,  felt  the  blind  wild  beast  of  force 
Whose  home  is  in  the  anews  of  a  man 
Stir  in  me  as  to  strike ;  then  took  the  king 
His  three  broad  sons;  with  now  a  wandermg  hand 
And  now  a  pointed  finger,  told  them  all : 
A  common  h"ht  of  smiles  at  our  disguise 
Broke  from  tieir  lips,  and,  ere  the  windy  jest 
Had  labored  down  within  his  ample  lungs. 
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The  gen;al  giant,  Arac,  roRed  bimseif 
Thrice  in  I'le  saddle,  then  burst  out  in  words. 

"  Onr  land  invaded,  'sdeath  I  and  he  hjiwelf 
Your  caplave.  yei  <nf  father  wills  not  war : 
And,  'sdeath  t  myself,  mnSt  care  I,  war  or  no? 
But  tlien  this  question  of  jonr  troth  remains ; 
And  there's  a  downright  honest  mspi'mrinherj 
She  flies  too  high,  she  flies  too  high !  and  yet 
She  asked  bus  space  and  feir  play  for  her  sdieme; 
She  prest  and  prest  it  on  me — I  myself, 
What  know  I  of  these  things  ?  but,  life  and  souL 
I  thought  her  half  ri"ht  talking  of  her  wrongs ; 
I  say  she  flies  too  hi^,  'sdeath !  what  of  that  ? 
I  take  her  for  the  flower  of  womankind, 
And  so  I  often  told  her,  right  or  wrong. 
Anil,  Prince,  she  can  be  sweet  to  tliose  she  loves. 
And,  right  or  wrong,  I  care  not :  this  is  all, 

I  stand  upon  her  side ;  she  made  me  swear  it 

'Sdeath  l—^nd  with  solemn  rites  by  candle-light — 
Swear  by  St  somethina— I  forget  hor  name — 
Her  that  talked  down  tbe  fifty  wisest  men ; 
She  was  a  princess  too ;  and  so  I  swore. 
Come,  tins  is  all ;  she  will  not ;  waive  your  claim ; 
If  not,  the  foughten  field,  what  else,  at  once 
Decides  it,  'sdeath !  against  my  fatJier's  will." 

I  la^ed  in  answer,  loth  to  render  up 
My  precontract,  and  loth  by  brainless  war 
To  cleave  the  rift  of  difference  deeper  yet ; 
Till  one  of  those  two  brothers,  half  aside 
And  fingering  at  the  hair  about  bis  lip. 
To  prick  us  on  to  combat,  "  Like  to  like  I 
The  woman's  garment  hid  tbe  woman's  heart," 
A  taunt  that  clenched  his  purpose  like  a  blow  1 
For  fiery-short  was  Cyril's  eountei^scoff, 
And  sharp  I  answered,  touched  upon  the  ptant 
Where  idle  boys  are  cowards  to  iteir  shame, 
"  Decide  it  here ;  why  not  ?  we  are  three  to  three." 
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Then  spake  the  tMrd,  "  But  tiree  to  three !  no 

No  more,  and  in  our  noble  aister'a  cause  ? 
More,'  more,  for  honor :  every  captain  waits 
Hangry  for  honor,  angry  for  his  king. 
More,  CHOI'S,  some  fifty  on  a  side,  that  each 
May  iDreathe  himself,  and  quick  I  by  overthrow 
Of  these  or  tioae,  the  question  aetued,  die." 

"  Tea,"  answered  I,  "  for  tins  ■nild  wreath  of  air, 
This  flake  of  rainbow  fl.ying  on  the  highest 
Foam  of  men's  deeds — this  honor,  if  ye  wilL 
It  needs  must  be  for  honor  if  at  all : 
Since,  what  decision  ?  if  we  fail,  we  fail. 
And  if  we  win,  we  f^l :  she  would  not  keep 
Her  compact,"     "  'Sdeath  1  but  we   will   send  to 

Said  Arac ;  "  worthy  reasons  why  she  should 
Bide  by  this  issue :  let  oar  miewve  through, 
And  you  shall  have  her  answer  by  the  word." 

"  Boys ! "  ehrieked  the  dd  king,  but  vainlier  than 

To  her  fidse  daughters  in  the  pool ;  for  none 
Regarded ;  neither  seemed  there  more  to  say : 
Ba^  rode  we  to  my  father's  camp,  and  found 
He  thrice  had  sent  a  herald  to  the  gates, 
To  learn  if  Ida  yet  would  cede  our  claim, 
Or  by  demal  fliaih  her  babbling  wella 
With  her  own  people's  life :  three  times  he  went : 
The  first,  he  blew  and  blew,  but  none  appeared. 
He  battered  at  the  doors ;  none  came ;  the  next, 
An  awful  voice  within  had  warned  him  thence : 
The  third,  and  those  eight  daughters  of  the  plougli 
Came  sallying  through  the  gates,   and  caught  hia 

And  so  belabored  him  on  rib  and  cheek 

They  made  him  wild :  not  less  one  glance  he  caught 

"Hirongh  open  doors  of  Ida  stationed  there 
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Unshaken,  elin^ng  to  tor  purpose,  firm 
Though  compassed  by  two  armies  and  the  nmse 
Of  arms;  and  standing  lilte  a  stately  pine 
Set  in  a  cataract  on  an  island-era^, 
When  storm  is  on  the  heights,  and  right  and  left 
Sucked  from  the  dark  heart  of  the  long  hilU  roll 


But  when  I  told  the  king  that  I  was  pledged 
To  fight  in  tourney  for  my  bride,  he  clashed 
His  iron,  palms  together  with  a  cry ; 
Himself  would  tilt  it  out  among  the  lads : 
But  overborne  by  all  his  beai-ded  lords 
With  reasons  drawn  from  age  and  state,  perfbrce 
He  yielded,  wroth  and  red,  with  fierce  demur : 
And  many  a  bold  knight  started  up  in  heat, 
And  sware  to  combat  for  my  claim  till  death. 

All  on  this  side  the  palace  ran  the  field 
Flat  to  the  garden-wall :  and  likewise  here. 
Above  the  "arden'a  glowing  blossom-belts, 
A  columned  entry  shone  and  marble  stairs. 
And  great  bronze  valves,  embossed  with  Tomjria 
And  what  she  did  to  Cyrus  after  fight, 
But  now  Cist  barred ;  so  here  upon  the  flat 
All  that  long  mom  the  lisls  were  hammered  up, 
And  all  that  morn  the  heralds  to  and  fl'o, 
With  message  and  defiance,  went  and  came ; 
liast,  Ida's  answer,  in  a  royal  hand. 
But  shaken  here  and  there,  and  rolling  words 
Oration-like.    I  kissed  it  and  I  read. 

"  O  brother,  you  have  known  the  pangs  we  felt^ 
What  heats  of  indignation,  when  we  heard 
Of  those  that  iron-cramped  their  women's  feet; 
Of  lands  in  which  at  the  altar  the  poor  bride 
Gives  her  harsh  groom  for  bridal-gift  a  scora^ ; 
Of  living  hearts  that  crack  within  the  firo 
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Where  smoulder  their  dead  despots  ;  and  of  those, — 

Mothers, — that,  all  prophetio  pity,  flinn 

Their  pretty  maids  in  the  ruaninn  flood,  and  swoops 

The  vulture,  beak  and  talon,  at  the  heart 

Made  for  all  nohle  motion  :  and  I  saw 

That  equal  baacneaa  lived  in  sleeker  times 

With  smoother  men :  thu  old  leaven  leavened  all ; 

Millions  of  throats  would  bawl  for  civil  rights, 

CTo  woman  named ;  thei-efove  I  set  my  face 

Against  all  men  and  lived  but  for  mine  own. 

Par  off  from  men  I  built  a  fold  for  them : 

[  stored  it  full  of  rich  memorial : 

t  fenced  it  round  with  gallant  institutes. 

And  biting  laws  to  scare  the  beasts  of  prey, 

And  prospered ;  till  a  rout  of  sauey  boys 

Brake  on  us  at  our  books,  and  marred  our  peace, 

Masked  like  our  maids,  blustering  I  know  not  what 

Of  insolence  and  love,  some  pretext  held 

Of  baby  trotli,  invalid,  since  my  ivill 

Sealed  not  the    bond — the   striplings !— for    their 

I  tamed  my  leopards ;  shall  I  not  tame  these  ? 
Or  you  ?  or  I  ?  for  since  you  think  me  touched 
In  honoi — what,  I  would  not  aught  of  fMae— 
Is  not  our  canse  pure  ?  and  whereas  I  know 
Tour  prowtes,  Arac,  and  what  mother's  Mood 
You  draw  from,  flght ;  you  failing,  I  abide 
What  end  soever,  fail  jou  will  not,     Sdll 
Take  not  his  life :  he  risked  it  for  my  own ; 
His  mother  lives  r  yet  whatsoe'er  you  do, 
Fight  and  fight  well ;  strike,  and  strike  home.    O 

Brothers,  the  woman'; 

The  sole  men  to  be  n    ^ 

The  sole  men  we  shall  prize  in  the  after  time. 

Your  very  armor  hallowed,  and  your  statues 

Reared,  sung  to,  when,  this  gad-fly  brushed  awde. 

We  plant  a  solid  foot  into  the  Time, 

And  mould  a  generation  strong  to  move 
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Witli  claim  on  claim  from  riglit  to  right,  till  she 
Whose  name  is  jjoked  with  children's,  know  herself; 
And  knowledge  in  our  own  land  make  her  ii-ee, 
And,  ever  following  those  two  crowned  twins, 
Commerce  and  conquest,  shower  the  fiery  grain 


Then  came  a  postcript  dashed  across  tlie  rest. 
"  See  that  there  be  no  traitors  In  jour  camp ; 
We  eeem  a  nest  of  tr^tora — none  to  trust 
Since  our  arms  fiuled — this  Egypt-plague  of  men  1 
Almost  our  maids  were  better  at  iheir  homes, 
Than  thus  man-girdled  here ;  Indeed  I  think 
Our  chiefest  comfort  is  the  little  child 
Of  one  unworthy  mother ;  which  she  left : 
She  shall  not  have  it  back :  the  child  shall  grow 
To  prize  the  authentic  mother  of  her  mind. 
I  took  it  for  an  hour  in  mine  own  bed, 
This  morning ;  there  the  tender  orphan  hands 
Felt  at  my  heart,  and  seemed  to  charm  fi'om  thence 
The  wrMh  I  nursed  agdnst  the  world :  forewell." 

1  ceased ;  he  aald :  "  Stubborn,  but  she  may  sit 
Upon  a  king's  right  hand  in  thunderstorms 
And  breed  up  warriors!  See  now,  though  yourself 
Be  dazzled  by  the  wildfire  Ixive  to  sloughs 
That  Bsrallow  common  sense,  the  spindling  king. 
This  Gama  swamped  in  lazy  tolerance. 
Wlien  the  man  wants  weight  the  woman  takes  it 

up. 
And  topples  down  the  scales ;  but  this  is  fixt 
Aa  are  the  roots  of  earth  and  base  of  all. 
Man  for  the  field,  and  woman  for  the  hearth : 
Man  for  the  sword,  and  for  the  needle  she  r 
Man  with  the  head,  and  woman  with  the  heart : 
Man  to  command,  and  woman  to  obey ; 
All  else  confusion.     Look  you :  the  gray  mare 
Is  ill  to  live  with,  when  her  whinny  shrills 
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From  tile  to  scullery,  and  hor  small  goodman 
Shrinks  in  Lis  aim-chair,  while  the  fires  of  Hell 
Mix  with  his  hearth ;  but  you — she's  yet  a,  colt — 
Take,  break   her:  strongly   groomed   and  atraitlj 

curbed, 
She  might  not  rank  with  those  detestable 
That  let  the  handing  scald  at  home,  and  brawl 
Their  rights  or  wrongs  like  pot-herba  in  the  street. 
They  say  she's  comely ;  there's  the  fairer  chance : 
/  like  her  none  tlie  less  for  rating  at  her  I 
Besides,  the  woman  wed  is  not  as  we, 
But  suffers  change  of  frame.    A  lusty  brace 
Of  twins  may  weed  her  of  her  folly.    Boy, 
The  bearing  and  the  trainmg  of  a  child 
Is  woman's  wisdom." 

Thus  the  hard  old  king ; 
I  took  my  leave,  for  it  was  nearly  noon : 
I  pored  upon  her  letter  which  1  held. 
And  on  the  little  clause,  "  take  not  his  life : 
I  mnaed  on  that  wild  morning  in  the  woods, 
And  on  the  "  Follow,  follow,  thou  slialt  win  ; " 
1  thought  on  all  the  wrathful  king  had  said. 
And  how  the  strange  betrothment  was  to  end ; 
Then  I  remembered  that  burnt  sorcerer's  curse, 
That  one  should  fight  with  shadows,  and  should  611 ; 
And  hke  a  flash  the  weird  affection  came : 
King,  camp  and  college  turned  to  hollow  bIiowb; 
I  seemed  to  move  in  old  memorial  tilts, 
And  doing  battle  with  foi^tten  ghosts. 
To  dream  myself  the  shadow  of  a  dream  ; 
And  ere  I  woke  it  was  the  point  of  noon. 
The  lists  were  ready.     Empanoplied  and  plumed 
We  entered  in,  and  waited,  fifty  there 
Opposed  to  fifty,  till  the  trumpet  blared 
At  the  barrier,  like  a  wild  horn  in  a  land 
Of  echoes,  and  a  moment,  and  once  more 
The  trumpet,  and  again :  at  which  the  storm 
Of  galloping  hooSi  bare  on  &e  ridge  of  speara. 
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And  riders  front  to  front,  until  they  closed 
In  conflict  witli  tlie  fraali  of  sliivering  points, 
And  thunder.    Yot  it  seemed  a  dream ;  I  dreamed 
Of  flaUtinf!.     On  his  liaunthea  rose  tlie  steed. 
And  into  fiery  sijliuters  leapt  the  lanee, 
And  out  of  Btrickeu  helmets  sprang  the  fire. 
Part  sat  like  rocka :  part  reeled  but  kept  their  seats: 
Part  rolled  on  the  eai-th  and  rose  again  and  drew : 
Part  stumbled,  mixt  with  floundering  horses.     Donn 
From  those  two  bulks  at  Arac's  ade,  and  down 
From  Amo's  arm,  as  fram  a  Rant's  flail. 
The  large  blows  rained,  aa  here  and  everj^where 
He  rode  the  mellay,  lord  of  the  ruigin^  hats, 
And  all  the  phdu,— brand,  mace,  and  sh^  and 

shield, 
Shocked,  like  an  iron-clanging  anvil  banged 
With  hammers ;  till  I  thought,  caji  tiiis  be  he 
From  Gama's  dwarfish  loins  ¥  if  this  be  so. 
The  mother  makes  U3  most — and  in  my  dream 
I  danced  aside,  and  saw  the  palati^fi-ont 


Between  a  cymbaled  Miriam  and  a  Jael, 
With  Psyche's  babe,  was  Ida  watching  ns, 
A  single  band  of  gold  about  her  hair, 
Like  a  Saint's  glory  up  m  heayen  :  but  she 
No  saiut — inexorable — no  tenderness — 
Too  hard,  too  erne! :  yet  she  sees  me  fight, 
Yea.  let  her  see  me  fall !  with  tliat  I  drave 
Aiiion^  the  thickest,  and  bore  down  a  Prince, 
Au<l  Cyril  one.     Yea,  let  me  make  my  di-eara 
All  that  I  would.     But  that  large-moulded  man, 
HiH  visage  all  agrin  aa  at  a  wake, 
Mivlc  at  me  through  the  press,  and  sta^^ring  back 
With  stroke  on  stroke  the  horse  and  horseman,  came 
Ag  comes  a  pillar  of  electric  cloud. 
Flaying  the  roofs  and  sucking  up  the  drains. 
And  shadowing  down  the  chatnpaign  till  it  strikes 


rii,y  Google 


On  a.  wood,  and  takes,  and  brtalis,  and  uraeks,  and 

splita, 
And  twists  the  gram  with  such  a  roar  that  Earth 
Keels  and  the  heiilsmen  cry,  for  every  thing 
Gave  way  hofore  liim;  onlv  Floriaji,  lie 
Tliat  loved  me  closer  tlian  liis  own  rir^lit  eye, 
Thrust  in  between ;  but  Arac  rode  Inm  down : 
And  Cyri!  seeing  it,  puslicd  against  the  Prince, 
Wth  Psyche's  color  round  his  helmet,  tough, 
Strong,  supple,  sinew-corded,  apt  at  arms ; 
Bat  tougher,  heaner,  stronger,  he  that  smote 
And  threw  liim :  last  I  spuired  f  I  felt  my  veins 
Stretch  with  fier(;e  heat ;  a  moment  hand  to  hand, 
And  aword  to  swoiil,  and  horse  to  horse,  we  hung, 
Till  I  struuk  out  and  shouted ;  the  blade  glanced ; 
I  did  but  shear  a  leather,  and  dream  and  truth 
Flowed  from  me ;  darkness  closed  me ;  and  I  ielL 


Then  they  pmisecl  him,  soil  and  low, 
ChUbiI  iiim  worthv  to  be  loved, 

Truest  ftiaml  aud  noblest  foe ; 
Yet  Bhe  neither  spoke  nor  moved. 

Stole  a  niiudeu  from  her  place, 

Ligbtiv  to  tbe  wanlor  stept, 

Took  the  faoa-clotli  fram  the  fiica: 


Is  cbild  upon  tier  knee — 
let  my  clilld,  I  live  for  thee." 


rii,y  Google 


Y3. 
My  dream  had  never  died  or  lived  again. 
As  in  som«  mystic  middle  state  I  lay ; 
Seeing  I  saw  not,  hearing  not  I  heard; 
Though,  if  I  saw  not,  yet  they  told  me  all 
So  often,  that  I  speak  as  having  seen. 

For  BO  it  seemed,  or  so  they  said  to  me, 
That  all  things  grew  more  tragic  and  more  strange ; 
That  when  our  side  was  vanquished,  and  my  cause 
Forever  lost,  there  went  up  a  great  cry, 
The  Prince  is  sldn.    My  father  heard  and  ran 
In  on  the  lists,  and  there  unlaced  my  casque 
And  grovelled  on  my  body,  and  after  him 
Came  Psyche,  sorrowing  lor  Aglaia. 

But  high  upon  the  palace  Ida  stood 
With  Psyehe's  babe  in  arai ;  there  on  the  roofe 
Like  that  great  dame  of  Lapidoth  she  sang. 

"  Our  enemies  have  fellen,  have  fallen  r  the  seed, 
The  little  seed  they  laughed  at  in  the  dark, 
Has  risen  and  cleft  the  soil,  and  grown  a  bulk 
Of  spanless  girth,  that  lays  on  every  side 
A  thousand  arms  and  rut^es  to  the  Sun. 

"  Our  enemies  Lave  fallen,  have  fallen ;  they 

The  leaves  were  wet   with   women's  tears;  they 

A  noise  of  songs  they  would  not  understand. 
They  marked  it  with  the  red  cross  to  the  fell. 
And  would  have  strowtt  it,  and  are  fallen  then^ves, 

"  Our   enemies   have   fallen,  have  fallen ;   they 

The  woodmen  with  their  axes :  lo  the  tree  ! 
But  we  will  make  it  fagots  for  tbe  hearth, 
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And  shape  it  plank  and  beam  for  roof  and  floor, 
And  boats  and  bridges  for  the  use  of  men. 

"  Our  enemies  have   fallen,  have   fiiUen :   they 
Btruck ; 
With  their  own  blows  they  hurt  themseWes,  nor 

There  dwelt  an  iron  nature  in  the  grain : 
The  glittering  axe  was  broken  in  their  arms, 
Their  arms  were  shattered  to  the  shoulder  blade. 

"  Our  enemies  have  feUen,  but  this  shall  grow 
A  night  of  Summer  from  the  heat,  a  breadth 
Of  Autumn,  dropping  fruits  of  power ;  and  rolled 
With  music  in  the  growing  breeze  of  Time, 
The  tops  shall  strike  from  star  to  star,  the  fangs 
Shall  move  the  stony  hases  of  the  world. 

"  And  now,  O  maids,  behold  our  sanctuary 
Is  violate,  our  laws  broken ;  fear  we  not 
To  break  them  more  in  their  behoof,  whose  arms 
Championed  our  cause  and  won  it  with  a  day 
Blanched  in  our  annals,  and  perpetual  feast, 
When  dames  and  heroines  of  the  golden  year 
Shall  strip  a  hundred  hollows  bare  of  Spring, 
To  rain  an  April  of  ovation  round 
Their  statues,  borne  aloft,  the  three ;  but  eome. 
We  will  be  liberal,  wnee  our  rights  are  won. 
Let  them  not  lie  in  the  tents,  with  coarse  mankind, 
III  nurses ;  but  descend,  and  proffer  these, 
The  brethren  of  our  blood  and  cause,  that  there 
Lie  bruised  and  maimed,  the  tender  ministries 
Of  female  hands  and  hospitality," 

She  spoke,  and  with  the  babe  yet  in  her  arms, 
Descending,  burst  the  great  bronze  valves,  and  led 
A  hundred  maids  in  triun  across  the  Park. 
Some  cowled,  and  some  bareheaded,  on  they  came, 
Th^  feet  in  flowere,  her  loveUest :  by  them  went 
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Tlio  enajnored  air  sieluna,  and  on  their  curia 
Prom  the  high  tree  the  blossom  wavering  fell, 
And  over  them  the  tremulous  isles  of  light 
Slided,  they  moving  under  shade :  hut  Blanche 
At  distance  followed  ;  so  they  came :  anon 
Through  open  field  into  the  lists  they  wound 
Emorously ;  and  as  the  leader  of  the  herd 
That  holds  a  stately  fretwork  to  the  Sun, 
And  followed  up  by  a  hundred  airy  does, 
Steps  irith  a  tender  foot,  light  as  on  air. 
The  kively,  lordly  creature  floated  on 
To  where  her  wounded  brethren  lay ;  there  stayed ; 
Knelt  on  one  knee, — the  ehjld  on  one, — and  prest 
Their  liands,  and  called  them  dear  doliverera. 
And  happy  wari'iora,  and  immortal  names, 
And  said,  "  You  shall  not  lie  in  the  tents,  hut  here, 
And  nulled  hy  those  for  whom  you  fought,  and 

served 
With  female  hands  and  hospitality." 

Then,  whether  moved  by  this,  or  was  it  chance, 
She  past  my  way.     Up  started  from  my  side 
The  old  lion,  glarin"  with  his  whelpless  eye, 
Silent  i  hut  when  bSo  saw  roe  lying  stark, 
Dishelmed  and  mute,  and  mottonlessly  pale, 
Cold  even  to  her,  she  sighed ;  and  when  she  saw 
The  haggard  father's  fiice  and  reverend  beard 
Of  griiay  twine,  all  dabbled  with  the  blood 
Of  bis  own  son,  shuddered,  a  twitch  of  pain 
Tortured  her  mouth,  and  o'er  her  forehead  past 
A  shadow,  and  her  hue  changed,  and  she  said : 
"  He  saved  my  life :  my  brother  slew  him  for  it" 
No  more :  at  which  the  king  in  bitter  scorn 
Drew  from  my  neck  the  painting  and  the  tress. 
And  held  them  up :  she  saw  them,  and  a  day 
Rose  from  tlie  distance  on  her  memory. 
When  the  good  queen,  hei'  mother,  shore  the  trees 
With  kisses,  ere  the  days  of  Lady  Blanche : 
And  then  once  more  she  looked  at  my  pale  &ce : 
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Tilt  Tinderstanding  all  the  foolish  work 

Of  Fancy,  and  tlie  bitter  cloae  of  all. 

Her  iron  will  irae  broken  in  her  mind ; 

Her  noble  heart  was  molten  in  her  breast ; 

She  bowed,  she  set  the  child  on  tlie  earth ;  she  laid 

A  feeling  finger  on  my  brows,  and  presently 

"  0  Sire,"  she  said,  "  he  lives :  he  is  not  dead : 

0  let  me  hare  him  with  my  brethren  liere 

In  our  own  palace  ;  we  wiU  tend  on  bim 

Like  one  of  these;  if  so,  by  any  means. 

To  lighten  this  great  clog  of  thanks,  that  make 

Our  progress  falter  to  the  woman's  goal." 


o  those  two  foes  above  my  Mien  life, 
With  brow  to  brow  like  night  and  evening  mist 
Their  dark  and  gray,  wliile  Psyehe  ever  stole 
A  little  nearer,  till  the  babe,  that  by  us, 
Half-lapt  in  glowing  gauze  and  golden  brede, 
Lay  like  a  new-fallen  meteor  on  the  grass, 
Uncared  for,  spied  its  mother,  and  began 
A  blind  and  babbling  laughter,  and  to  dance 
Its  body,  and  reach  its  feuing  innocent  arms, 
And  lazy  lingering  fingers.     She  the  appeal 
Brooked  not,  but  clamoring  out   "  Mine — miuo — 

not  yours, 
It  is  not  yours,  but  mine  r  ^ve  me  the  child," 
Ceased  all  on  tremble  :  piteous  was  the  cry ; 
So  stood  the  unhappy  mother  open-mouthed. 
And  turned  each  face  her  way;  wan  was  her  ehoeli 
With  hoDow  watch,  her  blooming  mantle  lorn. 
Red  grief  and  mother's  hunger  in  her  eye. 
And  down  dead-heavy  sank  her  curls,  and  li!|lf 
The  sacred  mother's  bosom,  panting,  burst 
The  laces  toward  her  babe ;  but  she  nor  cared 
Nor  knew  it,  clamoring  on,  till  Ida  heard. 
Looked  up,  and  rising  slowly  from  me,  stood 
Erect  and  silent,  striking  with  her  glance 
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aso  J 

The  mother,  me,  the  child ;  but  he  that  lay 

Beside  us,  Cyril,  battered  as  he  was, 

Trailed  himself  up  on  one  knee ;  then  he  drew 

Her  robe  to  meet  his  lips,  and  down  she  looked 

At  the  armed  man  adeways,  pitying,  as  it  seemed, 

Or  self-inyolved ;  but  when  she  learnt  his  face, 

Remembering  his  ill-omened  son^,  arose 

Onee  more-  through  all  her  height,  and  o'er  bim 

grew 
Tall  aa  a  figure  lengthened  on  the  sand 
When  the  tide  ebbs  in  sunshine,  and  he  said; 

"  0  fair  and  strong  and  terrible  !     Lioness 
That  with  your  long  locks  play  the  Lion's  mane  I 
But  Love  and  Nature,  these  are  two  more  terrible 
And  stronger.     See,  your  foot  is  ou  our  necka, 
We  vanquished,  you  the  Viutor  of  your  will. 
What  would  you  more  ?  give  her  the  child  1  remain 
Orbed  in  your  isolation :  he  is  dead. 
Or  all  as  dead :  henceforth  we  let  you  be : 
Win  you  the  hearts  of  women ;  and  beware 
Lest,  where  you  seek  the  common  love  of  these. 
The  common  hate,  with  the  revolving  wheel, 
Should  drag  you  down,  and  some  great  Nemeafl 
Break  from  a  darkened  fiiture,  crowned  with  fire, 
And  tread  you  out  forever :  but  howsoe'er 
Fixed  in  yourself,  never  in  your  own  arms 
To  hold  your  own,  deny  not  hers  to  her, 
Give  her  the  child  I     O  if,  I  say,  you  keep 
One  pulse  that  beats  true  woman,  if  you  loved 
The  breast  that  fed  or  arm  that  dandled  you, 
Or  own  one  part  of  sense  not  flint  to  prayer. 
Give  her  the  ehild !  or  If  you  scorn  to  lay  it, 
Yourself,  in  hands  so  lately  clasped  with  yours, 
Or  apeak  to  her,  your  dearest,  her  one  fault 
The  tenderness,  not  yours,  that  could  not  kill, 
Give  me  it;  1  will  give  it  her." 

He  sidd: 
At  first  her  eye  with  slow  dilation  coUed 
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Dry  flame,  she  listeniag ;  after  sank  and  sank, 
And,  into  mournful  twflight  melloiying,  dwelt 
Full  on  the  ohild ;  she  took  it :   "  Pret^  bud  I 
Lily  of  the  vale  I  half-opened  bell  of  the  wooda 
Sole  comfort  of  my  dark  hour,  when  a  world 
Of  tTMtoroua  friend  and  broken  system  made 
No  purple  in  the  distance,  mysten-. 
Pledge  of  a  love  not  to  be  mine,  farewell ; 
These  men  are  hard  upon  ns  aa  of  old, 
We  two  mast  part :  and  yet  how  fain  was  I 
To  dream  thy  cause  embraced  in  mine,  to  think 
I  might  be  something  to  thee,  when  I  felt 
Tbyhelpless  warmth  about  my  barren  breast 
la  the  dead  prime ;  but  may  thy  mother  prove 
As  true  to  thee  as  false,  felse,  false,  to  me !  _ 
And,  if  thou  needs  must  bear  the  yoke,  I  wish  it 
Geade  as  freetlom" — here  she  ki^d  it:  then — 
"  All  good  "o'with  thee  !  take  it.  Sir,"  and  so 
Lwd  the  s<^  babe  in  his  hard-mailed  hands, 
Who  turned  half-round  to  Psyebe  as  she  sprang 
To  meet  it,  with  an  eye  that  swam  in  thanks. 
Then  felt  it  sound  and  whole  from  head  to  foot. 
And  hugged  and  never  hu^ed  it  close  enough, 
And  in  her  hunger  mouthed  and  mumbled  it, 
And  hid  her  bosom  with  it ;  after  that 
Put  on  more  calm,  and  added  suppliantly ; 

"  We  two  were  friends :  I  go  to  mine  own  land 
Forever ;  find  some  other :  as  for  me, 
I  scarce  am  fit  for  your  great  plans :  yet  speak  to 

Say  one  soft  word,  and  let  me  part  forgiven." 

But  Ida  spoke  not,  rapt  upon  the  child. 
Then  Arac.    "  Ida— 'silcaLh !  you  blame  the  man  ; 
You  wrong  yourselves — the  woman  is  so  hard 
Upon  the  woman.     Come,  a  grace  to  me ! 
I  am  your  warrior ;  I  and  mine  have  fought 
Tour  battle :  kiss  her ;  take  her  hand,  she  weeps : 
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'Sdeatii !  I  would  sooner  fight  thrice  o'er  than  s 


And  moved  beyoad  his  custom,  Gama  said : 

"  Tve  heard  that  there  is  iron  in  the  blood. 
And  I  believe  it.     Not  one  word  ?    Not  one  ? 
Whence  drew  Jim  this  steel  temper  ?  not  from  me, 
Not  from  your  mother,  now  a  saint  with  saints. 
She  said  you  had  a  heart — I  heard  her  say  it — 
'  Our  Ida  has  a  heart,'— just  ore  she  died — 
'  But  see  that  some  one  with  authority 
Be  near  her  still,"  and  I— I  sought  for  one- 
All  people  said  she  had  authority — 
The  Lady  Blanoho:  much  profit!     Not  one  word; 
No !  though  your  fathcj  sues :  see  how  you  stand 
Stiff  as  Lot's  wife,  and  all  the  good  knights  maimed, 
I  trust  that  ihei-e  is  no  one  hurt  to  death. 
For  your  wild  whim :  and  was  it,  then,  for  this. 
Was  it  for  this  wo  gave  our  palace  up, 
Where  we  withdrew  from  swnmer  heats  and  state, 
And  had  our  wine  and  chess  beneath  the  planes. 
And  many  a  pleasant  hour  with  her  that's  gone. 
Ere  you  were  bom  to  vex  us  ?     Is  it  kind  ? 
Speak  to  her,  I  say :  is  this  not  she  of  whom. 
When  first  she  came,  all  flushed  you  siud  to  me, 
Now  had  you  got  a  friend  of  your  oivn  age. 
Now  could  you  share  your  thought ;  now  should 

Two-  women  faster  welded  in  one  love 
Than  pairs  of  wedlock ;  she  you  walked  with,  she 
You  talked  with,  whole  nights  long,  up  in  the  tower. 
Of  sine  and  are,  spheroid  and  azimuth, 
'     ■    '  ■  '   1,  Heaven  knows  what;  and  now 

ne  little  kindly  word. 
Wot  one  to  spare  her :  out  upon  you,  flint  I 
Yoa  love  nor  her,  nor  me,  nor  any ;  nay, 


or  J,  but 
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You  shame  your  motlier's  judpnent too.     "Not  one! 

You  will  not  'I  well— no  heart"  have  you,  or  auch 

As  fenuiea,  like  the  vermin  in  a  imt, 

Have  fretted  all  to  dust  and  bitterness  I " 

So  3£ud  the  small  king,  moved  buyoud  his  wont 

But  Ida  stood  nor  apoke,  drained  of  her  force 
By  many  a  varying  influence  and  bo  long : 
Down  throudi  lior  iimba  a  drooping  languor  wept ; 
Her  head  a  Tittle  bent  \  and  on  her  mouth 
A  doubtful  smile  dwelt  liice  a  clouded  moon 
In  a  sdll  water :  then  brake  out  my  aire. 
Lifting  Ilia  giTin  head  from  my  womids ;  "  0  you. 
Woman,  whom  we  thought  woman  even  now. 
And  were  hall-fooled  to  let  you  tend  our  son, 
Because  he  might  liave  wished  it — but  we  see 
The  accomplice  of  your  madness  unfordven, 
Ami  think  that  you  might  nux  his  draugbt  with 

death, 
When  your  skies  change  again :  the  rougher  hand 
la  aafei- :  oa  to  the  tents :  take  up  the  Prinee." 

He  rose,  and  while  each  ear  waa  pricked  to  attend 
A  tempest,  through  the  cloud  timt  dimmed  her 

A  genial  warmth  and  light  once  more,  and  shone 
Through  glittering  drops  on  her  aad  friend. 

"  Come  hither, 

0  Psyche,"  she  cried  out,  "  embrace  me,  come, 
Quick,  while  I  melt;  make  reconcilement  sure 
With  one  that  cannot  keep  her  mind  an  hour : 
Come  to  the  hollow  heart  they  slander  ao  1 
Kiss  and  he  friends  like  children  being  chid  1 

1  aoem  no  more :  /  want  fot^iveness  too ; 

I  should  have  had  to  do  with  none  but  m^ds. 
That  have  no  Unka  with  men.     Ah  false  but  dear. 
Dear  ti-iutor  too  much  kived,  why? — why?— Yet 
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Before  these  Isinj^s  we  emiDraoc  you  yet  once  more 
With  aU  foi^veness,  all  obliyion, 
And  trust  not  love  you  less. 

And  now,  O  Sire, 
Grant  me  yout  son  to  nurse,  lo  wait  mxin  him, 
Like  mine  owa  brother.     For  my  debt  to  him, 
This  nightmare  weight  of  gratitude,  I  know  it ; 
Taunt  me  no  more ;  yom-self  and  yours  shall  hare 
Free  adit;  we  will  scatter  all  our  maids 
Till  happier  times,  each  to  her  proper  hearth ; 
What  use  to  keep  them  here,  now  ?  grant  my 

prayer. 
Help,  father,  brother,  help;  speak  te  the  king: 
Thaw  this  niale  nature  to  some  touch  of  that 
Which  kills  me  with  myself;  and  drags  me  down 
From  my  fixt  height  to  mob  me  up  with  all 
The  soft  and  milky  rabble  of  womankind. 
Poor  weakling  even  as  they  are." 

PasMonate  tears 
Followed :  the  king  replied  not :  Cyril  said ; 
"  Your  brother,  Laily, — -Florian, — ^  for  him 
Of  your  great  head — for  he  is  wounded  too — 
That  you  may  tend  upon  iiim  with  the  Prince." 
"  Ay  so,"  said  Ida,  with  a  bitter  smile, 
"  Our  laws  are  broken ;  let  him  enter  too." 
Then  Violet,  she  that  sang  the  mournful  song 
And  had  a  cousin  tumbled  on  the  plain, 
Petitioned  too  for  him.     "  Ay  so,"  she  said, 
"  I  stagger  in  the  stream :  I  cannot  keep 
My  heart  an  eddy  &om  the  brawling  hour ; 
We  break  our  kws  with  ease,  but  let  it  be." 
"  Ay  so  ?  "  said  Blanche :  "  amazed  am  1 1  j  hear 
Your   Highness:  but  your  Highness  breaks   with 

Tlie  law  your  Ifighness  did  not  make:  'twas  L 
I  had  been  wedded  wife,  I  knew  mankind, 
And  blocked  them  out ;  hut  tliese  men  came  to  woo 
Your  Highness— verily  I  think  to  win," 
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So  she,  and  turned  askance  a  wintry  eye : 
But  Ida,  witl  a  voiuo  that  like  a  hell 
Tolled  by  an  earthquake  in  a  trembling  tower 
Rai^  ruin,  answered  full  of  grief  and  ecom : 

"  Fling  our  doora  wide  I  all,  all,  not  one,  hut  all, 
Not  only  be,  hut,  by  my  mother's  soul, 
Whatever  man  lies  wounded,  friend  or  foe. 
Shall  enter,  if  he  wilL     Let  our  girU  flit 
Till  the  storm  die !  but  had  jtju  stood  by  ub. 
The  roar  that  breaks  the  Pharos  from  his  base 
Had  left  us  rock.    She  fain  would  sting  us  too, 
But  shall  not.     Pass,  and  mingle  with  your  likes. 
We  brook  no  further  insult,  hut  are  gone." 

She  turned;  the  very  nape  of  her  white  neck 
Was  rosed  with  indignation ;  but  the  Prince 
Her  brothel'  vame ;  ■  the  king  her  father  charmed 
Her  wounded  soul  witii  words;  nor  did  mine  own 
Refuse  hur  prolTer,  lastly  gave  his  hand. 

Then  us  they  lifted  up,  dead  wei^hls,  and  bare 
Straight  to  tJie  doors :  to  them  the  doors  ^ve  way 
Groaning,  and  in  llie  vestal  entry  shrieked 
The  yii^in  inarble  under  iron  heels : 
And  on  they  moved  and  gained  the  halt,  and  there 
Bested :  but  great  the  crush  was,  and  each  base, 
To  lefl  and  right,  of  those  tall  columns  drowned 
In  silken  fluctuation  and  the  swarm 
Of  female  whispereru :  at  the  further  end 
Was  Ida  by  the  throne,  the  two  great  cats 
Close  by  bur  like  supporters  on  a  shield 
Bow-backed  with  fear;  but  in  the  centre  stood 
The  common  men  with  rolling  eyes ;  amazed 
They  glared  upon  the  women,  and  aghast 
The  women  stared  at  Uiese,  all  silent,  save 
When  armor  clashed  or  jingled,  while  the  day, 
Desoendin",  struck  athwart  the  hall,  and  shot 
A.  flying  s^endor  out  of  brass  and  st«el, 
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That  o'er  the  statues  leaped  from  head  to  head, 

Now  fired  an  angn-  Pallas  on  the  hejra, 

Now  set  a  wrathful  IMan'3  moon  on  flame, 

And  now  and  then  an  echo  started  up, 

And  shuddering  fled  from  rooni  to  room,  and  died 

Of  fright  in  fiir  apartmenta. 

Then  the  voiee 
Of  Ida  sounded,  issuing  ordin^inte ; 
And  me  they  bore  up  the  broad  stairs  and  through 
The  lonjT-laid  Balleries  past  a  hundred  doors 
To  one  deep  chamber  shut  from  sound,  and  due 
To  languid  limbs  and  sickness ;  left  me  in  it ; 
And  ofliers  otherwhere  they  lajd ;  and  all 
That  afternoon  a  sound  arose  of  hoof 
And  chariot,  many  a  siaiden  passing  home 
IjE  happier  times ;  but  some  were  left  of  those 
Held  sagest,  and  the  great  lords  out  and  in, 
From  those  two  hosts  tliat  lay  beside  the  walls. 
Walked  at  their  will,  and  every  thing  was  changed. 


The  cloud  may  stoop  from  hsaTen  and  tabt 

WiOi  S'to  fold  of  mountam  or  of  enpB; 
But,  0  too  fond,  when  have  I  iinsweted  ihue? 


I  love  not  hollow  olieek  or  faded  eye ; 

Yet,  0  my  friend,  I  will  not  have  tliee  di 

Ask  me  no  more,  lest  I  shonid  bid  thee  livi 
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So  was  their  sanctaary  violated, 
So  their  fiiir  college  turned  to  hospital ; 
At  first  with  all  confusion :  by  anJ  by 
Sweet  order  lived  again  with  otliw  laws : 
A  kindlier  influence  reigned;  and  everywhere 
Low  voices  with  die  ministering  hand 
Hung   round   the   sick :  the   maidens  came,   tlii-y 

talked, 
TLey  sang,  they  read  r  till  she  not  fair,  began 
To  gather  li^h^  and  ahe  that  was,  became 
Her  former  beauty  treble ;  and  to  and  fro 
"With  books,  with  flowers,  with  Angel  offices. 
Like  creatures  naiive  unto  gracious  act, 
And  in  their  own  clear  element,  they  moved. 

Bat  sadness  on  the  soul  of  Ida  fell. 
And  hatred  of  her  weakness,  blent  with  shame. 
Old  studies  fiuled :  seldom  she  spoke ;  but  oft 
Clomb  to  the  roofs,  and  gazed  alone  for  honra 
Oa  that  disastrous  leaguer,  swarms  of  men 
Darkening  her  iemale  field :  void  was  her  use  j 

And  she  as  one  that  climbs  a  peak  to  gaze 
O'er  land  and  main,  and  sees  a  great  black  cloud 
Drag  inward  from  the  deeps,  a  wall  of  night, 
Biot  out  the  slope  of  sea  ii-om  vwge  to  shore, 
And  suck  the  blinding  splendor  from  the  sand. 
And  quenching  lake  By  lake  and  tam  by  tarn 
Sxpunge  the  world :  so  &red  she  gazing  there ; 
So  olailened  all  her  world  in  secret,  blank 
And  waste  it  seemed  and  vain ;  till  down  she  came 
And  found  fair  peace  once  more  among  the  sick. 

And  twilight  dawned;  and  morn  by  mom  the 
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And   twiligit  gloomed ;  and   broader  grovm    the 

bowers 
Drew  the  great  night  into  themselves,  and  Heaven 
Star  after  star  arose  and  fell ;  but  I, 
Deeper  than  those  weird  doubts  could  reach  me,  laj 
Quite  sundered  from  the  moving  Universe, 
Nor  knew  what  eye  was  on  me  nor  the  hand 
Tliat  nursed  me,  more  than  infants  in  their  sleep. 

But  Psyche  tended  Florian :  with  her  oft 
Melissa  came ;  for  Blanche  had  gone,  but  left 
Her  child  among  us,  willing  she  should  keep 
Court-&7or :  here  and  there  the  smaO  bright  head, 
A  IJaht  of  healing,  glani^ed  about  the  couch, 
Or  throuah  the  parted  silka  the  tender  face 
Peeped,  sbiniu"  in  upon  the  wounded  man 
With  Mush  and  smile,  a  modicine  in  Ihemselves 
To  wile  the  length  from  languorous  hours  and  draw 
The  sting  from  pain ;  nor  seemed  it  strange  that 

He  rose  up  whole,  and  those  fiur  charities 
Joined  at  her  side ;  nor  stranger  seemed  that  hearts 
So  gentle,  so  employed,  should  close  in  love. 
Than  when  two  dew-dropa  on  the  petal  shake 
To  the  same  sweet  air  and  tremble  deeper  down, 
And  slip  at  once  all-fragrant  into  one. 

Less  pnwperously  the  second  suit  obtained 
At  first  with  Psyche.    Hot   though  Blanche   had 

That  after  that  dark  night  among  the  fields. 
She  needs  must  wed  hmi  for  her  own  good  name ; 
Not  though  he  built  upon  the  babe  restored ; 
Nor  though  she  liked  him,  yielded  she,  but  feared 
To  incense  the  Head  once  more ;  till  on  a  day 
When  Cyril  pleaded,  Ida  came  behind 
Seen  but  of  Psyche.     On  her  foot  she  hung 
A  moment  and  she  heard,  at  which  her  face 
&.  littie  flushed  and  she  past  on;  buteach 
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Assumed  teiym  thence  a  half-consent  involved 
In  stillness,  plighted  troth,  and  were  at  peace. 

Nor  onlv  these ;  Love  in  the  sacred  halls 
Held  carnival  at  will,  and  flying  struck 
With  showers  of  random  gweot  on  maid  and  man. 
Nor  did  her  father  cease  to  press  my  claim, 
Nor  did  mine  own,  now  reconciled ;  nor  yet 
Did  those  twin  brothers,  risen  again  and  whole ; 
Nor  Arac,  saliate  with  his  victory. 

But  I  lay  still,  and  with  me  oft  she  sat : 
Then  came  a  chanM ;  for  sometimes  I  would  catch 
Her  hand  in  wild  delirium,  gripe  it  hard, 
And  fling  it  like  a  viper  ofl',  and  shriek 
"  You  are  not  Ida ; "  clasp  it  once  again, 
And  call  her  Ida,  though  I  knew  her  not, 
And  call  her  sweet,  as  if  in  irony. 
And  call  her  hard  and  cold  which  seemed  a  truth : 
And  Blill  she  feared  that  I  should  lose  my  mind, 
And  oHen  she  believed  that  I  should  die : 
Till  out  of  long  frustration  of  her  care. 
And  pensive  tendance  in  the  all-weary  noons, 
And  watches  in  the  dead,  the  dark,  when  clocks 
Throbbed   thunder   through  the   palace  floors,  or 

called 
On  flying  Time  from  all  their  silver  tongues — 
And  out  of  memories  of  her  kindlier  days, 
And  sidelong  glances  at  my  lather's  grief, 
And  at  the  happy  lovers  heart  in  heart — 
And  out  of  hauntings  of  my  spoken  love. 
And  lonely  listening  to  my  muttered  dream, 
And  oilen  feeUng  of  the  helpless  hands. 
And  wordless  broodings  on  the  wasted  cheek — 
From  all  a  closer  interest  flourished  up 
Tenderness  touch  by  touch,  and  last,  to  these, 
Love,  like  an  Alpine  harebeU  hun^  with  tears 
By  some  coU  morning  glacier ;  frail  at  first 
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And  feeble,  all  uneonseioiis  of  itself, 
But  such  as  gathered  color  day  by  day. 

Last  I  woke  sane,  but  wellnigh  close  to  death 
For  weakness :  it  waa  evemng; :  silent  light 
Slept  on  the  painleil  walla,  wherein  wei-e  wpoughli 
Two  grand  designs ;  for  on  one  side  arose 
The  women  up  m  wild  revolt,  and  stonned 
At  the  Oppian  law.    Titanic  shapes,  they  crammed 
The  forum,  and  half-crushed  among  the  rest 
A  dwarf-like  Cato  cowered.     On  &e  other  ade 
Hortensia  spoke  against  the  tax ;  behind, 
A  train  of  damea ;  by  axe  and  ea^  sat. 
With  ail  their  foreheads  drawn  in  fioman  scowls, 
And  half  the  wolfs-milk  curdled  in  their  veins, 
The  fierce  triumvira ;  and  before  them  paused 
Hortenaa,  pleading ;  angry  was  her  face. 

I  saw  the  forms :  I  knew  not  where  I  was : 
They  did  but  look  like  hollow  shows ;  nor  more 
Sweet  Ida :  palm  to  palm  she  sat :  the  dew 
Dwelt  in  her  eyea,  and  aofter  all  her  ahape 
And  rounder  seemed :  I  moved :  I  sighed ;  a  touch 
Came  round  my  wrist,  aod  tears  upon  my  hand: 
Then  all  for  languor  and  self-pity  ran 
Mine  down  my  &ce,  and  with  what  life  I  bad, 
And  like  a  flower  that  cannot  all  unfold. 
So  drenched  it  ia  with  tempeat,  to  the  sun, 
Yet,  as  it  may,  turns  toward  him,  I  on  her 
Fbtt  my  lynt  eyes,  and  uttered  whiaperingly : 


d  but  ask  you  to  fulfil  youraeli'; 
But  if  you  be  that  Ida  whom  I  knew, 
1  ask  you  nothing :  only,  if  a  dream, 
Sweet  dream,  be  perfect,     I  shall  die  to-night. 
Stoop  down  and  seem  to  kiss  me  ere  I  die." 


I  could  no  more,  bat  lay  like  o 
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That  hears  hia  burial  talked  of  by  his  ftienda, 
And  uannot  speak,  nor  move,  rior  make  one  sign, 
But  litid  and  dreads  his  doom.     She  turned ;  she 

paused ; 
She  stooped ;  and  out  of  hwMor  leapt  a  cir, 
Leapt  fleiT  Paaaon  from  the  Drinks  of  death ; 
And  I  beheved  that  in  the  living  world 
My  spirit  closed  with. Ida's  at  the  lips ; 
'nil  Muk  I  fell,  and  from  mine  arms  she  rose 
Glowing  all  over  noble  shame ;  and  all 
Her  folser  self  slipt  fi-om  her  like  a  robe, 
And  left  her  woman,  loveher  in  her  mood 
Than  In  her  mould  that  other,  when  she  earns 
From  barren  deeps  to  conquer  all  with  bve; 
And  down  the  streaming  crystal  dropt,  and  she 
Far-fleeted  by  the  purple  island-ddes, 
Naked,  a  double  light  in  a,iT  and  wave, 
To  meet  her  Gravies,  wliero  they  decked  her  out 
For  worship  without  end ;  nor  end  of  mine. 
Stateliest,  for  thee  !  but  muto  she  glidud  forth. 
Nor  glanued  behind  her,  and  I  sank  and  slept, 
Filled  through  and  through  with  Love,  a  happj 

sleep. 


There  to  herself,  all  iu  low  tones,  she  r( 


The  fire-fly  waSens:  waken  thou  with  n: 
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"  Now  slides  the  silent  meteor  on,  and  leaves 
A  sliining  furrow,  aa  t!iy  thoughts  in  me. 

"  Now  folds  the  lily  all  ier  sweetness  up, 
And  Blips  into  the  bMOin  of  the  lake : 
So  fold  thyself,  my  dearest,  thou,  and  slip 
Into  my  Ixisom  and  be  lost  in  me." 

^  I  heard  her  turn  the  page ;  she  found  a  small 
Bweet  Idyl,  and  once  more,  aa  low,  she  read : 

"  Come  down,  oh  maid,  from  yonder 

What  pleasure  lives  in  height,  (the  shepherd  sang,) 

In  height  and  cold,  the  splendor  of  the  hills  'I 

But  cease  to  move  so  near  the  Heavens,  and  cease 

To  ^lide  a  sunbeam  by  the  blasted  pine, 

To  ait  a  star  upon  the  sparkling  spire ; 

And  come,  for  Love  is  of  the  vaifey,  come, 

For  Love  is  of  the  valley,  come  thou  down 

And  find  him ;  by  the  happy  threshold,  he. 

Or  hand  in  hand  with  Plenty  in  the  maize. 

Or  red  with  spirted  purple  of  the  vats. 

Or  foxlike  in  the  vine  ;  nor  cares  to  walk 

With  Death  and  Morning  on  the  Silver  Horns, 

Nor  wilt  thou  snare  him  in  the  white  ravine, 

Nor  find  him  dropt  upon  the  firths  of  ice, 

That  huddling  slant  in  furrow-cloven  falls 

To  roll  the  torrent  out  of  dusky  doors: 

But  follow ;  let  the  torrent  dance  thee  down 

To  find  him  in  the  valley ;  let  tLe  wild 

Lean-headed  Eagles  yelp  alone,  and  leave 

The  monstrous  ledges  there  to  slope,  and  spill 

Their  thousand  wreaths  of  dangling  water-smoke. 

That  like  a  broken  purpose  waste  in  air : 

So  waste  not  thou ;  but  come ;  for  all  the  vales 

Await  theo ;  azure  pillars  of  the  hearth 

Arise  to  thee ;  the  children  call,  and  I 

Thy  shepherd  pipe,  and  sweet  is  every  sound, 
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CONCLUSION. 

So  closed  our  tale,  of  whicli  I  give  you  all 
The  ranJom  sclieme  as  wildly  as  it  rose : 
The  words  are  mostly  mine :  for  when  we  ceased 
There  came  a  minute's  pause,  and  Walter  said, 
"  I  wish  she  had  not  yidded  I "  then  to  me, 
"  What,  if  you  drest  it  up  poetically  7  " 
So  prayed  the  men,  the  women :  I  gave  assent : 
Yet  how  to  hind  the  scattered  scheme  of  seven 
Together  in  one  sheaf?   What  style  could  suit  ? 
The  men  reqmred  that  I  should  ^re  throughout 
TTie  sort  of  mock-heroic  gigantesque, 
With  which  we  bantered  htUe  LiSa  first : 
The  women — and  perhaps  they  felt  (heir  power, 
For  something  in  the  ballads  which  they  sang, 
Or  in  their  dient  iufluence  as  tiiey  sat, 
Had  ever  seemed  to  wrestle  with  burlesque, 
And  drove  us,  last,  to  quite  a  solemn  close — 
They  liated  banter,  wished  for  somethmg  real, 
A  gallant  fight,  a  noble  princess— why 
Not  make  her  true-heroic — true^ublime  7 
Or  all,  they  stud,  as  earnest  as  the  close  ? 
Which  yet  with  such  a  framework  scarce  could  be, 
Then  rose  a  little  feud  betwixt  the  two. 
Betwixt  the  mockers  and  the  realists : 
And  I,  betwixt  them  both,  to  please  them  both. 
And  yet  to  give  the  story  as  it  rose, 
I  moved  as  m  a  strange  di^onal, 
And  maybe  neither  pleased  myself  nor  them. 

But  Lilia  pleased  me,  for  she  took  no  part 
In  our  dispute :  the  sequel  of  the  tale 
Had  touched  her;  and  she  sat,  she   pludicd  the 

She  flung  it  from  her,  thinking:  last,  she  fixt 

A  showery  glance  upon  her  aunt,  and  said, 

"  You — tell  us  what  we  are ; "  who  might  have  told, 
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For  SQe  was  crammed  with  theories  out  of  books, 
But  that  there  rose  a  shout :  the  gates  were  closed 
At  sunset,  anil  the  ci'owd  were  swarming  now. 
To  take  tinur  leave,  ahout  the  gai'den  rails. 

So  I  and  some  went  out  to  these ;  we  dhnfoed 
The  slope  to  Vivian-place,  and  turning  saw 
The  happy  valleys  half  in  Ught  and  half 
Far-fihacloiving  from  the  west,  a  land  of  peace ; 
Gray  halls  alone  among  their  massive  groves ; 
Trim  hamletfl ;  here  and  there  a  rustic  tower 
Half-lost  in  belts  of  hop  and  breadths  of  wheat ; 
The  sliimmering  "Umpses  of  a  stream ;  the  seas ; 
A  rod  sail,  or  a  ivhite ;  and  iar  beyond. 
Imagined  more  than  seen,  tie  skirts  of  France. 

"  Look  there,  a  garden  I "  said  mj-  eoUege  friend, 
The  Tory  member  a  elder  son,  "  and  there ! 
God  hleas  the  narrow  sea  which  keeps  her  off, 
And  keeps  our  Briton,  whole  within  herself, 
A  nation  yet,  the  rulers  and  the  ruled — 
Some  sense  of  duty,  something  of  a  f^th. 
Some  revere  11 M  for  the  lawa  ouraelvea  have  made, 
Some  patient  force  to  change  them  when  we  will. 
Some  civic  manhood  firm  against  the  crowd — 
But  yonder,  whiff  I  there  comes  a  sudden  heat. 
The  gravest  citizen  seems  to  lose  his  head, 
The  king  is  scared,  the  soldier  will  not  fight, 
The  little  boys  begin  to  shoot  and  stab, 
A  kingdom  topples  over  with  a  shriek 
Like  an  old  woman,  and  down  rolls  the  world 
In  mock  heroics  stranger  than  our  own ; 
Revolts,  republics,  revolutions,  most 
"So  graver  than  a  school-hoys'  barring  out ; 
Too  comic  for  the  solemn  things  they  are, 
Too  solemn  for  the  comic  touches  in  them. 
Like  our  wild  Princess  with  as  wise  a  dream 
As  some  of  theirs— -God  bless  the  narrow  seas  1 
[  msh  they  were  a  whole  Atlantic  broad." 
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"  Have  patience,"  1  replied,  "  omselTes  are  full 
Of  aocid  wrong ;  and  maybe  wildest  dreams 
Are  but  the  needful  preludes  of  the  truth : 
For  me,  the  genial  day,  the  bappy  crowd, 
The  sport  haff-science,  fill  me  with  a  faith. 
Tbis  hue  old  world  of  ours  is  but  a  child 
Yet  in  the  go-cart.     Patience  1     Give  it  time 
To  learn  its  limbs :  there  ia  a  hand  that  guidea." 

In  sueh  discourse  we  gained  the  garden  rails, 
And  there  we  saw  Sir  Walter  where  be  stood, 
Before  a  tower  of  crimsoa  holly-oaks, 
Amon"  MJt  boys,  head  under  head,  and  looked 
No  litUe  lily-handed  Baronet  he, 
A  great  broad-shouldered  genial  Eaglishnian, 
A  ford  of  fet  prize-oxen  and  of  sheep, 
A  raiser  of  huge  melons  and  of  pine, 
A  patron  of  some  thirty  charities, 
A  pamphleteer  on  guano  and  on  grain, 
A  quartei'-sessions  chairman,  abler  none ; 
Fair-haired  and  redder  than  a  wmdj;  mom ; 
Now  shaking  hands  with  lum,  now  him,  of  those 
That  stood  tiie  nearest^-now  addressed  to  speech — 
Who  spoke  few  words  and  pithy,  sui:h  as  closed 
Welcome,  ferewell,  and  welcome  for  the  year 
To  follow :  a  shout  rose  ag^n,  and  made 
The  long  line  of  the  approaching  rookery  swerve 
From  the  elms,  and  shook  the  branches  of  the  deer 
From  slope  to  slope  through  distant  ferns,  and  rang 
Beyond  the  bourn  of  sunset;  O,  a  shout 
More  joyfiil  than  the  city-roar  that  hsuls 
Pramer  or  king  I     Why  should  not  these  great  Sirs 
Give  up  their  parks  some  dozen  times  a  year 
To  let  the  people  breathe  ?     So  thrice  they  cried, 
I  likewise,  and  in  groups  they  streamed  away. 

But  we  went  back  to  the  Abbey,  and  sat  on, 
So  much  the  gathering  darkness  charmed :  we  sat 
But  spoke  not,  rapt  in  nameless  revene. 
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Perchance  upon  the  future  man :  the  walls 
Blackened  about  vis,  bats  wheeled,  and  owla 

whooped, 
And  gradually  the  powers  of  the  night, 
That  range  above  the  region  of  the  wind, 
Deepeaiug  the  courts  of  twilight  broke  them  up 
Through  all  the  silent  spaces  of  the  worlds, 
Beyond  all  thought  into  the  Heaven  of  Heavens. 

Last  Kttle  Lilia,  riang  quietly, 
Disrobed  the  glimmering  statue  of  Sir  Ralph 
From  those  rich  silks,  and  home  well  pleased  we 
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IN  MBMOKIAM. 


Stkokg  Son  of  God,  immortal  Love, 

Whom  we,  that  have  not  seen  tliy  face. 
By  fajtii,  and  feith  alone,  embrace. 

Believing  where  we  cannot  prove  I 

Thine  are  these  orbs  of  liglit  and  shade  ; 

Thou  madest  Life  in  man  and  brute ; 

Thou  madest  Death  ;  and  lo  1  thy  foot 
Is  on  the  skull  which  thou  hast  made. 

Thou  wilt  not  leave  us  in  the  dust : 

Thou  madest  man,  he  knows  not  why ; 
He  thinks  he  was  not  made  to  die ; 

And  thou  hast  made  him :  thou  art  just. 

Thou  seemeat  human  and  divine, 

The  highest,  hoUest  manhood,  thou ; 
Our  wUls  are  ours,  we  know  not  how ; 

Our  wills  are  ours,  to  make  them  thane. 

Our  little  systems  have  their  day ; 

They  have  their  day  and  cease  to  be ; 

They  are  but  broken  lights  of  thee, 
And  thou,  O  Lord,  art  more  than  they. 
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We  have  hut  faith :  we  cannot  know ; 

For  knowledge  is  of  things  we  see  ; 

And  yet  we  trust  it  tomes  from  thee, 
A  beam  in  darkness :  let  it  grow. 

Let  knowledge  grow  from  more  to  more, 


That  mind  and  60ul,  according  well. 
May  make  one  music,  as  before, 

But  vaster.     We  are  fools  and  slight ; 

We  mock  thee  when  we  do  not  fear : 
But  help  thy  foolish  ones  to  bear ; 

Help  thy  vain  worlds  to  bear  thy  light. 


e  I  began ; 
For  merit  lives  fi'om  man  to  man. 
And  not  from  man,  O  Lord,  to  thee. 

Foi^vc  my  grief  for  one  removed. 

Thy  creature,  whom  I  found  so  fdr. 
I  trust  he  lives  in  thee,  and  there 

1  Bnd  him  worthier  to  be  toved. 

Forgive  these  wild  and  wandering  cries, 
Confusions  of  a  wasted  youth ; 
Forgive  them  where  they  fail  in  truth, 

And  in  thy  wisdom  make  me  wise. 
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1  E  ELI)  it  trutli,  'with  him  who  sings 
To  one  clear  harp  in  divers  tones, 
That  men  may  rise  on  atepping-etoncs 

Of  their  dead  selves  to  higher  things. 

But  who  shall  so  forecast  the  years. 
And  find  in  loss  a  gain  to  match  ? 
Or  reach  a  hand  through  time  to  eateh 

The  far-off  interest  of  tears  ? 

Let  Love  clasp  Grief,  lest  both  be  drowned, 
Let  darkness  keep  her  raven  gloss ; 
Ah !  sweeter  to  be  drunk  with  loss, 

To  dance  with  death,  to  heat  the  ground, 

Than  that  the  violor  Hours  should  soorn 
The  long  result  of  love,  and  boast : 
"  Behold  the  man  that  loved  and  bst, 

But  all  he  w; 


OiJ)  Yew,  which  graspest  at  the  stones 
That  name  the  underlying  dead, 
Thy  fibres  net  the  drearaleas  head ; 

Thy  roots  are  wjapped  about  the  bones, 
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The  seasons  bring  the  flower  again, 

And  bring  the  firstling  to  the  flock  ; 
And  in  the  dusk  of  thee,  the  clock 

Beata  out  the  litUe  lives  of  men. 

O,  not  for  thee  the  glow,  the  bloom, 
Who  changest  not  in  any  gale  1 
Nor  branding  summer  suns  avail 

To  touch  thy  thousand  years  of  gloom. 

And  gazina  on  thee,  sullen  tree. 

Side  for  thy  stubborn  hardihood, 
I  seem  to  fiiil  from  out  my  blood. 

And  grow  incorporate  into  thee. 


O  SOKROW,  cruel  fellowship! 

O  Priestess  in  the  vaults  of  Death ! 

0  sweet  and  bitter  in  a  breath. 
What  whispers  from  thy  lying  lip  ? 

"  The  stars,"  she  whispers,  "  blindly  run ; 

From  out  waste  places  comes  a  cry, 
And  murmurs  from  the  dying  sun  r 

"And  all  tha  phantom,  Nature,  stands, — 
With  all  tlie  music  in  her  tone, 
A  hollow  echo  of  my  own, — - 

A  hollow  form  with  empty  hands." 

And  shall  I  take  a  thing  so  blind, 

Embrace  her  as  my  natural  good ; 
Or  crush  her,  like  a  vice  of  blood, 

Upon  the  threshold  of  the  mind  ? 
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To  Sleep  I  give  my  powers  away, 
My  will  13  bondsmaa  to  the  dait ; 
I  sit  within  a  heluiless  bark, 

And  witli  my  heart  I  muse,  and  say  : 

O  heart,  how  fares  it  with  thee  now. 

That  thou  shouldst  fail  from  thy  desire, 
Who  scarcely  darest  to  inquire 

"  WhM  is  it  makes  me  heat  so  low  ?  " 

Something  it  is  which  thou  hast  lost, 

Some  pleasure  from  thine  early  years. 
Break,  thoo  deep  vase  of  chilling  tears. 

That  grief  hath  shaken  into  fr<et  I 

Such  clouds  of  nameless  trouble  cross 
All  night  below  (he  darkened  eyes; 
With  morning  wakes  th6  wiU,  and  cries, 

«  Thou  shalt  not  be  the  fool  of  Iraa  I " 


I  SOMETIMES  hold  it  half  a  sin 

To  put  in  words  the  grief  I  feel, 
For  words,  like  nature,  half  reveal 

And  half  conceal  the  Soul  within. 

But,  for  the  imquiet  heart  and  brain, 
A  use  in  measured  language  lies ; 
The  sad  mechanic  exercise. 

Like  dull  narcotjcs,  numbing  pain. 

In  words,  like  weeds,  I'll  wrap  me  o'er. 
Like  coarsest  clothes  against  the  cold ; 
But  that  large  grief  which  these  infold 

Is  given  in  outline  and  no  more. 
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Ohe  writes,  that  "  Otlier  fiiends  remain,' 
That "  Loss  is  common  to  tlie  race," — 
And  common  is  tlie  commonplace. 

And  vacant  chaff  well  meant  for  gran. 

That  loss  is  common  would  not  make 
My  own  less  hitter,  rather  more  : 
Too  common  1     Never  morning  wore 

To  evening,  but  some  heart  did  break. 

0  father,  wheresoe'er  thou  he, 

Who  pledgest  now  thy  gallant  son  ; 
A  shot,  ere  half  thy  draught  be  done, 

Hath  stilled  the  life  that  beat  from  thee. 

O  mother,  prayinj;  God  will  save 

Thy  sajlor,  while  thy  head  is  howed, 
lEs  heavy-shotted  Irammock-shroud 

Drops  in  his  vast  and  wandering  grave. 

Ye  know  no  more  than  I  who  wrought 
At  that  last  hour  to  please  him  well ; 
Who  mused  on  all  I  had  to  tell. 

And  something  written,  something  thought 

Expecting  stiU  his  advent  home ; 
And  ever  met  hmi  on  his  way 
With  wishes,  thinking,  here  tOKlay, 

Or  here  to-morrow  will  he  come. 

O,  somewhere,  meek  unconscious  dove. 
That  sittest  'ranging  golden  hair ; 
And  glad  to  find  thyself  ao  fair, 

Poor  chilcC  that  waitest  for  thy  love  ? 

For  now  her  fiither's  chunney  glows 
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For  be  will  gee  them  on  to-niglit ; 

And  witli  (he  thought  hei'  color  burns; 
And,  having  left  the  glass,  she  turns 


And,  even  when  she  turned,  the  curse 
Had  fiilien,  and  ber  future  Lord 
Waa  drowned  in  paasing  tbrough  the  ford, 

Or  kflled  in  falling  from  bis  horse. 

0,  what  to  her  shall  be  the  end  ? 

And  what  to  me  remains  of  good  ? 

To  her,  perpetual  maidenhood, 
And  unto  me,  no  second  friend. 


Dabk  house,  by  which  onee  more  I  stand, 
Here  in  the  long  unlovely  street, 
Dgora,  where  my  heart  was  nsed  to  beat 

So  quietly,  waiting  for  a  band, 

A  hand  that  can  be  clasped  no  more, — 

Behold  me,  for  I  cannot  sleep. 
And  like  a  guilty  thin^  I  creep 
At  earliest  morning  K>  the  door. 

He  ia  not  here ;  but  far  away 

The  noise  of  life  begins  again. 

And  ghastly  through  the  drizzling  rain 

On  the  bald  street  hre^s  the  blank  day. 


A  HAPPY  lover  who  has  come 

To  look  on  her  that  loves  him  well. 
Who  bghls,  and  rings  the  gateway  bell, 

And  learns  her  gone,  and  iar  from  home. 
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He  saddens,  all  the  ma^c  light 

Iftes  off  at  once  from  bower  and  hall, 
And  all  the  place  is  dark,  and  all 

The  chamhers  emptied  of  delight. 

So  find  I  esery  pleasant  spot 

In  which  we  two  were  wont  to  meet, 
The  field,  the  chamber,  and  the  street, 

For  all  is  dark,  where  thou  art  not. 

Tet  as  that  other,  wanderiog  there 
In  those  deserted  walks,  may  find 
A  flower  beat  with  r^n  and  wind, 

Which  one*  she  fostered  up  with  care ; 

So  seems  it  in  my  deep  regret, 

0  my  forsaken  heart,  with  thee, 
And  this  poor  flower  of  poesy, 

Which,  httle  eared  for,  fades  not  yet. 

But  ance  it  pleased  a  vanished  eye, 

1  go  to  plant  it  on  his  tomb. 
That  if  it  oan  it  there  may  bloom, 

Or  dying  there  at  least  may  die. 


Fair  ship,  that  from  the  Italian  shore 
Sailest  the  placid  ocean  plains, 
With  my  lost  Arthur's  loved  remains. 

Spread  thy  full  wings,  and  waft  him  o'er  1 

So  draw  him  home  to  those  that  mourn. 
In  vain;  a  tavorahle  speed 
Euffie  thy  mirrored  mast,  and  lead 

Through  prosperous  floods  his  holy  urn  I 

All  night  no  ruder  air  perplex 

:fliy  sliding  keel,  till  Phosphor,  bright 
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Sphere  aE  your  lights  around,  aboTe ; 

Sleep,  gentle  neavens,  before  the  prow ; 

Sleep,  gentle  winds,  as  he  sleeps  now. 
My  fliend,  the  brother  of  ray  loie  f 

My  Arthur  I  whom  I  shall  not  see 

Till  all  my  widowed  raoe  be  run ; 
Dear  as  the  mother  to  the  son, 

More  than  my  brothers  are  to  me  ! 


I  HEAB  the  noise  about  thy  keel ; 

1  hear  the  bell  struck  in  the  night; 

I  see  the  eabin-window  bright ; 
I  see  the  sailor  at  (he  wheel. 

Thou  bringeat  the  sailor  to  his  wife ; 

And  travelled  men  from  foreign  lands  j 
And  letters  unto  trembling  hands ; 

And,  thy  dark  freight,  a  vanished  life. 

So  bring;  him :  we  have  idle  dreams : 
Thjs  look  of  quiet  flatters  thus 
Our  home-bred  fancies :  oh,  to  ns, 

The  fools  of  habit,  sweeter  seems 

To  rest  beneath  the  clover  sod, 

That  takes  the  sunshine  and  the  rains. 
Or  where  the  kneeling  hamlet  drains 

The  chalice  of  the  grapes  of  God, 

Than  if  with  thee  the  roaring  wells 

Should  gulf  him  fathom  deep  in  brine  ; 
And  hands  so  oi^^n  clasped  in  mine 

Should  tOBS  with  tangle  and  with  sheila. 
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Calm  is  the  morn,  without  a,  sound. 
Calm  as  to  suit  a  calmer  grief. 
And  only  thiough  tbe  faded  leaf 

The  thestnut  pattering  to  the  groand ; 

Cahn  and  deep  peace  on  this  high  wold, 

And  on  these  dews  that  drench  the  furze, 
And  all  the  silvery  gossamere 

That  twinkle  into  green  and  gold : 

Calm  and  still  light  on  yon  great  plain. 

That  sweeps,  with  all  ifs  autumn  bowers, 
And  crowded  farms  and  lesaemng  towers. 

To  mingle  with  the  bounding  main ; 

Cahn  and  deep  peace  in  tliis  wide  idr, 
These  leaves  that  redden  to  tlic  fall ; 
And  in  my  heart,  if  calm  at  all, 

If  any  cahn,  a  calm  despair : 

Cahn  on  the  seas,  and  silver  sleep, 

And  waves  that  away  themselves  in  rest, 
And  dead  calm  in  that  noble  bi'east 

Which  heaves  but  with  the  heaving  deep. 


Lo  !  as  a  dove  when  up  she  springs. 

To  bear  through  Heaven  a  tale  of  wo( 
Some  dolorous  message  knit  below 

The  wild  pulsation  of  her  wings ; 

like  her  I  go :  I  cannot  stay ; 

I  leave  this  mortal  ark  behind, 

A  wdght  of  nerves  without  a  mind. 

And  leave  the  clifia,  and  haste  away 
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O'er  ocean  mirrors  rounded  large, 

And  reach  the  glow  of  aouliern  skies. 
And  see  tlie  S!ub  at  distance  rise, 

And  linger  weeping  on  the  marge, 

And  saying,  "  Comes  he  thus,  my  Mend? 
Is  this  the  end  of  all  my  eare  ?  " 
And  circle  moiUiin^  in  the  air ; 

"  Is  this  the  end  ?  Is  this  the  end  ?  " 

And  forward  dart  again,  and  play 

About  the  prow,  and  hack  return 
To  where  the  body  sits,  and  learn 

That  I  have  been  an  hour  away. 


Tears  of  the  widower,  when  he  sees 
A  late-lost  form  that  sleep  reveals. 
And  moves  his  doubtful  arms,  and  feds 

Her  place  is  empty,  fell  like  these, 

Which  weep  a  loss  fomver  new, 

A  void  where  heart  ou  heart  reposed ; 
And,  where  warm  liands  have  pressed  and 
dosed, 

Silence,  till  I  be  silent  too. 

Which  weep  the  comrade  of  my  choice. 
An  awful  thought,  a  life  removed. 
The  human-hearted  man  1  loved, 

A  spirit,  not  a  breathing  voice. 

Come,  Time,  and  teach  me  many  years 
I  do  not  suffer  in  a  dream ;  .k,  ' 
For  now  so  strange  do  these  tMngs  seem, 

Mine  eyes  have  leisure  for  tii^r  tears ; 
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My  fancies  time  to  rise  on  wing, 

And  glante  about  the  approaching  Sfuls, 
As  thousL  they  brought  nut  merohantB'  bales, 

And  not  tie  ourtheQ  tliat  they  bring. 


If  one  should  bring  me  this  report, 

That  thou  hadst  touched  the  land  to-day, 
And  I  went  down  unto  the  quay, 

And  ftund  thee  lying  in  the  port  j 

And  standing,  muffled  round  with  woe. 
Should  see  thy  passengers  in  rank 
Come  stepping  lightly  down  the  plank, 

And  beckoning  unto  mose  they  know ; 

And  if  along  with  these  should  come 
The  man  I  held  as  half  divine ; 
ShouhJ  strike  a  sudden  hand  in  mine, 

And  ask  a  thousand  things  of  home ; 

And  I  should  tell  him  all  my  pain. 

And  how  my  life  had  drooped  of  late. 
And  he  should  sorrow  o'er  my  state, 

And  marvel  what  possessed  my  br^ ; 

And  I  percmve  no  touch  of  change. 
No  hint  of  death  in  all  his  frame. 
But  found  him  all  in  all  the  same, 

I  should  not  feel  it  to  be  strange. 


To-night  the  winds  begin  to  rise 

And  roar  from  yonder  dropping  day ; 
The  last  red  leaf  is  whirled  away, 

The  looka  are  blown  about  the  skies ; 
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'J'hu  ibrest  cracked,  tfii!  waters  curled, 
The  cattle  hudJleil  on  the  lea ; 
And  wildly  daslied  on  tower  and  tree 

The  sunbeaiQ  strikes  along  the  world; 

And  hut  for  fancies,  which  aver 

That  all  thy  motions  gently  pass 
Athwart  a  plane  of  molten  glass, 

I  scarce  could  hrook  the  strain  and  stir 

That  makes  the  barren  ijranchra  loud ; 
And  but  for  fear  it  is  not  so, 
The  wild  unrest  that  lives  in  woe 

Would  dote  and  pore  on  yonder  cloud 

That  rises  upward  always  higher. 

And  onward  drags  a  laboring  breast, 
And  topples  round  the  dreary  west, 

A  looming  bastion  fringed  with  fire. 


What  words  are  these  have  fallen  from,  me  i 

Can  calm  despair  and  wild  unrest 

Be  tenants  of^a  single  breast, 
Or  aon-ow  such  a  changeling  he  ? 
Or  doth  she  only  seem  to  lake 

The  touch  of  change  in  calm  or  storm ; 

But  knows  no  more  of  franaent  form 
lu  her  deep  self,  than  some  dead  lake 
Tliat  holds  the  shadow  of  a  lark 

Hung  in  the  shadow  of  a  heaven  ? 

Or  has  the  shock,  so  harshly  given, 
Confused  me  like  the  unhappy  bark 

That  strikes  by  nl^ht  a  craggy  shelf. 
And  staggers  blindly  ere  she  sink  ? 
And  stunned  me  from  my  power  to  think 

And  all  my  knowledge  of  myaelf; 
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And  made  me  that  delirious  man 

Whose  fancy  flises  old  and  new, 
And  Hashes  into  false  and  true. 

And  mingles  al!  without  a  plan  ? 


v:h  wept  for;  such  a  hrtm'/.v 
d  thy  canvas,  and  ray  prayer 
Was  aa  the  whisper  of  an  Mr 
To  breathe  thee  over  lonely  seas. 

For  1  in  spirit  saw  thee  move 

Throngh  circles  of  the  boundin"  sky ; 

Week  after  weet :  the  daya  go  by : 
Come  quick,  thou  bringest  al!  I  love. 

Henceforth,  wherever  thoa  mayst  roam, 
My  blessing,  like  a  line  of  li^ht, 
la  on  the  waters  day  and  night, 

And  like  a  beacon  guards  thee  hixne, 

So  roaj  whatever  1«mpest  mars 

JEd-ocean  spare  thee,  sacred  bark ; 
And  balray  drops  in  summer  dark 

Slide  from  the  bosom  of  the  stars. 

So  kind  an  ofBce  hath  been  done, 

Such  precious  relics  brought  by  thee ; 
The  dust  of  him  I  shall  not  see 

nil  all  my  widowed  race  be  run. 


'Tis  well,  'tis  something,  we  may  stand 
WTiere  he  in  Bngfish  earth  is  laid, 
And  from  his  ashes  may  be  made 

The  violet  of  his  native  land. 
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TiB  little ;  but  it  looks  in  tmth 

Aa  if  the  quiet  bones  were  blest 
Among  familiar  names  to  rest, 

And  in  tte  placea  of  his  youth. 

Come,  then,  pure  hands,  and  bear  the  head 
That  Bleeps  or  wears  the  mask  of  sloop ; 
And  come,  whatever  lores  lo  weep. 

And  hear  the  ritual  of  the  dead. 

Ah !  yet,  even  yet,  if  this  might  be, 

I,  foiling  on  Ms  ftithful  heart. 

Would,  breathing  through  Ms  lips,  imparl 
The  life  that  almost  (£es  in  me : 

That  dies  not,  but  endures  with  pain. 
And  slowly  forma  the  firmer  mind. 
Treasuring  the  look  it  cannot  find, 

The  words  that  are  not  heard  again. 


The  Danube  to  the  Severn  gave 

■The  darkened  heart  that  beat  no  mor* 
They  laid  him  by  the  pleasant  sliore, 

And  in  the  hearing  of  the  wave. 

There  twice  a  day  the  Severn  fills, 
The  salt  searwater  passes  by. 


The  Wye  is  hushed  nor  moved  along ; 
And  hushed  my  deepest  grief  of  all, 


The  tide  flows  down,  the  wave  agaii 
Ib  vocai  in  its  wooded  walls  : 
My  deeper  ariMish  also  falls. 

And  I  can  epe^  a  little  then. 
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The  leaser  griefs,  that  may  be  said, 

That  treathe  a  thousand  tender  vows, 
Are  but  as  servants  in  a  house 

Where  lies  the  master  newly  dead; 

"Who  speak  their  feeling  as  it  is, 

And  weep  the  ftilness  from  the  mind. 
"  It  will  be  hard,"  they  say,  "  to  find 

Another  service  such  as  this." 

My  h^hter  moods  are  like  to  these, 
That  out  of  words  a  comibrt  win ; 
But  there  are  other  griefe  within, 

And  tears  that  at  their  fount^n  freeze  ; 

For  hj  the  hearth  the  children  sit 

Cold  in  that  atmosphere  of  Death, 
And  scarce  endure  to  draw  the  breath, 

Oi'  like  .to  noiseless  phantoms  flit ; 

Bnt  open  converse  is  therenone, 
So  muuh  the  vital  spirits  wnk 
To  see  the  vacant  eWr,  and  think, 

"  How  good  I  how  kind !  and  he  is  gone." 


1  SING  to  him  that  rests  below, 

And,  Mnce  the  grasses  round  me  wave, 
I  take  the  grasses  of  the  grave. 

And  make  them  pipes  whoveon  to  blow. 

The  traveller  hears  me  now  and  then. 

And  somethnes  harshly  will  he  speak  : 
"  This  fellow  would  make  weakness  weak. 

And  melt  the  waxen  hearts  of  men." 
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Another  answers,  "  Let  Um  b« ; 

Ha  loves  to  maku  parade  of  pain, 
That  with  his  piping  he  may  giun 

The  praise  that  wimes  to  constancy." 

A  third  is  wroth :  "  Is  this  an  hour 
For  private  soitow's  barren  song, 
When  more  and  more  the  people  throng 

The  chairs  and  thrones  of  civil  power  ? 

"  A  time  to  sicken  and  to  swoon, 

When  science  reaches  forth  her  arms 
To  feel  from  world  to  world,  and  charms 

Her  secret  from  the  latest  moon  ?  " 

Behold,  ye  speak  an  idle  thing : 

Ye  iiover  knew  the  sacred  dast ; 
I  do  hut  wng  hecause  I  must, 

And  pipe  hut  as  the  linnets  sing. 

And  one  is  glad ;  her  note  is  gay, 

For  now  her  little  ones  have  ranged : 
And  one  is  sad ;  her  note  is  changed, 

Because  her  brood  is  stolen  away. 


The  path  by  which  we  twain  did  go, 

Which  led  by  tracts  tliat  pleased  us  wetl. 
Through  four  sweet  years  aro>?e  and  fell. 

Prom  flower  to  flower,  from  snow  to  snow. 

And  we  witli  sinmng  cheerod  the  way, 
And  crowned  witli  all  the  season  lent, 
From  April  on  to  April  went. 

And  glail  at  heart  from  May  to  May, 
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But  where  the  path  we  walked  began 
To  slant  the  &&h.  imtumnal  slope, 
As  we  descended,  following  Hope, 

There  sat  the  Shadow  feared  of  man ; 

Who  broke  our  fair  companionship, 

And  spread  his  mantle  dark  and  cold ; 
And  wrapped  thee  formless  in  the  fold. 

And  dulled  the  mimnar  on  thy  lip ; 

And  hore  thee  where  I  conld  not  see 
Nor  follow,  though  I  walk  in  haste ; 
And  think  that,  somewhere  in  the  waste 

The  Shadow  sita  and  wa,ita  for  oiu. 


Now,  Bometimes  in  my  sorrow  shut, 

Or  breaking  into  son^  hy  Gts ; 

Alone,  alone,  to  where  he  Mta, 
The  Shadow  cloaked  from  head  to  foot. 

Who  keeps  the  keys  of  all  the  ereeds, 
I  wander,  often  falling  lame. 
And  looking  back  to  whence  1  eame, 

Or  on  to  where  the  pathway  leads ; 

And  crying," how ehanjred  from  where  it  ran 
TluwMh  lands  where  not  a  leaf  was  dumb ; 
But  all  the  lavish  hills  would  hum 

The  mnrmur  of  a  happy  Pan : 

When  each  hy  turns  was  guide  to  each. 
And  Fancy  light  from  Fancy  caught, 
And  Thought  leapt  out  to  wed  wifh  Thought^ 

Kre  Thought  could  wed  itself  with  Speech ; 
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And  all  we  met  was  fair  and  good. 

And  all  was  good  iJiaC  Time  could  bring, 
And  all  the  secret  of  the  Spring 

Moved  io  the  chambere  of  tie  blood ; 

And  ma,ny  an  old  ^hllosoph^ 

On  Argive  heights  lEyiaely  eang, 
And  round  us  all  tbe  thicket  rang 

To  many  a  flute  of  Aruady." 


And  was  the  day  of  my  delight 
As  pure  and  perfect  as  I  say  ? 
The  very  source  and  fount  of  Day 

b  dashed  with  wandering  isles  of  night. 

If  all  was  good  and  fair  we  met. 

This  earth  had  been  the  Paradise 
It  never  looked  to  human  eyes 

Since  Adam  left  his  garden  yet. 

And  is  it  that  the  haze  of  grief 

Makes  former  gladness  loom  so  great  V 
The  lowness  ot  the  present  state, 

That  sets  the  past  in  this  relief '! 

Or  that  the  past  will  always  win 
A  glory  from  its  being  fiiv ; ; 
And  orb  into  the  perfect  star 

We  saw  not,  when  we  moved  therein  ? 


I  KNOW  that  this  was  Life, — the  track 
Whereon  with  equal  feet  we  fared ; 
And  then,  as  now,  the  day  prepared 

The  daily  harden  for  the  back. 
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But  this  it  was  that  made  me  moru 
As  light  as  carrier-birds  in  air  : 
I  loveil  tlie  weight  I  had  to  bear. 

Because  it  needed  help  of  Love  ; 

Nor  could  T  weary,  heart  or  limb, 

Whea  mighty  Love  would  cleave  ii 
The  lading  of  a  single  ^ain, 

And  part  it,  giving  half  to  him. 


8X11,1.  onward  winds  the  di'eary  way ; 
I  with  it ;  for  I  long  to  piove 
No  lapae  of  moona  can  canker  Love, 

Whatever  fickle  tongues  may  say. 

And  if  that  eye  which  watches  guilt 

And  goodness,  and  hath  power  to  see 
Within  the  green  the  mouldered  tree. 

And  towers  jaheu  as  soon  as  built, — 

O,  if  indeed  that  eye  foresee, 

Or  see,  (in  Him  is  uo  before,) 
In  more  of  life  ti-ue  life  no  more. 

And  Love  the  indifferenoe  to  be. 

Then  might  I  find,  ere  yet  the  mora 
Breaks  hither  over  Indian  seas, 
That  Shadow  wwting  with  the  keys. 

To  shi-oud  me  from  my  pi'iijier  som-n. 


I  BNVY  not,  in  any  moods, 

The  captive  void  of  noble  rage. 
The  hnnet  born  within  the  eije. 

That  never  knew  the  summer  woods: 
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I  envy  not  tlie  lieast  that  takes 

Hia  license  ia  tlie  field  of  ijme, 
Unfettered  by  the  sense  of  crime 
jr  wakes ; 


Nor,  what  may  count  itself  as  blest, 

The  heart  that  never  pUgiited  troth, 
But  atamates  in  the  weeds  of  sloth, 


r  hold  it  true,  whate'er  befall ; 

I  feel  it,  when  I  soi'row  moat; 

T  ifl  better  to  have  loved  and  lost 
'.rhan  never  to  have  lovnd  at  all. 


The  time  draws  near  the  birth  of  Christ : 
The  mi  «)n  is  hid ;  the  night  is  still ; 
The  Cbriitmas  Itells  from  hi!!  to  hill 

Answer  eaoh  other  in  tiie  mist. 

Four  Yoice.s  of  four  hamlets  luund, 

From  far  and  near,  on  mead  and  moor, 
Swell  out  and  fail,  as  if  a  door     - 

Were  shut  between  me  and  the  sound ; 

Eaoh  Toice  four  changes  on  the  wind. 
That  now  dilate,  and  now  decrease. 
Peace  and  good-will,  good-will  and  peaa 

Peace  and  good-will,  to  all  mankind. 

This  year  I  slept  and  woke  with  pain, 
I  almost  wished  no  more  to  wake, 
And  that  my  hold  on  life  would  break 

Before  I  heard  liose  bells  agsun: 
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But  they  my  troubled  spirit  rule, 

For  they  controlled  me  when  a  bov ; 
They  bring  me  sorrow  touohed  with  joy, 

The  merry,  merry  beUs  of  Ynle. 

With  such  compellmg  cause  to  grieve 
Aa  daily  vexes  household  peace. 
And  cl^iDS  regret  to  his  decease, 

How  dare  we  keep  oar  Christmas  eve ; 

Which  brings  no  more  a  welcome  guest 
To  enneh  the  threshold  of  the  night 
With  showered  lai'geas  of  delight, 

la  dance  and  song  and.  game  and  jesL 

Tet  go,  and  while  the  holly-boughs 
Entwine  the  cold  baptismal  font, 
Make  one  wreath  more  for  Use  and  Wont 

That  guard  the  portals  of  the  house ; 

Old  sisters  of  a  day  gone  by, 

Gray  nurses,  loving  nothing  new ; 
Why  shoiUd  they  miss  tiieir  yearly  due 

Before  their  time  ?    Tliey  <m  will  die. 


With  trembling  SnMrs  did  we  weave 
The  holly  rouna  the  Christmas  hearth ; 
A  Taiaj  cloud  possessed  the  earth. 

And  sadly  fell  our  Christmas  eve. 

At  OUT  old  pastimes  in  the  hall 

We  gambolled,  making  viun  pretence 
Of  ^dness,  with  aa  awful  sense 

Of  one  mute  Shadow  watcliing  ail. 
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And  in  a  circle  hand  m  liand 
Sat  ailent,  looMng  each  at  each. 

Then  euho-like  our  voices  rang ; 

We  sung,  though  eyery  eye  waa  dim, 
A  merrj-  song  we  sang  with  him 

Last  year :  impetuously  we  sang  : 

We  ceased :  a  gentler  feeling  crept 

Upon  us :  sui-ely  rest  is  meet : 

"  They  rest,"  we  said, "  their  sleep  is  sweet 
And  silence  followed,  and  we  wept. 

Our  -voices  took  a  higher  range ; 

Once  more  we  sang :  "  They  do  not  die. 
Nor  lose  their  mortal  sympathy. 

Nor  change  to  us,  although  they  change ; 

"  Bapt  from  the  fickle  and  the  frail. 

With  gathered  power,  yet  the  same, 
Pierces  tlie  keen  serapMe  flame 

From  orb  to  orb,  from  veil  to  veil. 

«  EJse,  happy  mom !  rise,  holy  morn  1    _ 
Draw  ibrth  tho  cheeiful  day  from  night : 
O  Father  1  toueh  the  east,  and  li^t 

The  light  that  shone  when  Hope  was  born." 


When  Lazai-ua  left  his  ehamel-cave. 

And  home  to  Mary's  house  returned, 
Was  this  demanded,— if  he  yearned 

To  hear  her  weeping  by  his  grave  ? 
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"  Wliere  wert  tliou,  brotlier,  those  four  days  ?  " 
There  lives  uo  record  of  reply, 
Which,  telling  what  it  is  to  die, 

Had  surely  added  praise  to  praise. 

rrom  every  house  tlie  neighbors  met, 

The  streets  were  filled  with  joyfiil  sound  5 
A  solemn  gladuess  even  crowned 

The  purple  brows  of  Olivet. 

Behold  a  man  raised  up  by  Christ ! 

The  reat  remainetli  iinrevealed ; 

He  told  it  not ;  or  something  sealed 
The  lips  of  that  Evangelist. 


Hbk  eyes  are  homes  of  silent  prayer, 
Nor  other  thought  her  mind  adnuta 
But,  he  was  dead,  and  thei'e  he  site. 

And  he  that  brought  him  batk  h  there. 

Then  one  deep  love  doth  supersede 
All  other,  when  her  ardeut  gaze 
Boves  from  the  living  brother's  face, 

And  rests  upon  the  Lifo  indeed. 

All  subtle  thought,  all  uurious  fears, 

Borne  down  by  gladness  so  oomplete. 
She  bows,  she  bathes  the  Saviour's  feet 

With  costly  spikenard  and  with  tears. 

Thrice  blest  Tfhose  lives  are  faithful  prayers, 
Whose  loves  in  higher  love  endure ; 
What  souls  possess  themselves  so  pure, 

Or  is  there  blessedness  like  theirs  ? 
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0  THOir  that  after  toil  and  storm 

Majst  seem  to  hare  reached  a  purer 
Whose  faith  has  ecatre  eveiywhere, 

Nor  cares  to  fix  itself  to  form, 

Leave  tbou  tliy  sister,  -n-lien  she  praj^, 
Her  early  Heaven,  her  happy  vieiTO 
Nor  thou  with  shallowed  bint  confuse 

A  life  that  teada  melodious  (lays. 

Her  faith  through  form  is  pure  as  thine. 
Her  kinds  are  quicker  unto  good. 
O,  aacred  be  the  fleah  and  blood 

To  which  she  links  a  truth  divine  1 


See,  thou  tl 

In  holding  by  the  law  vrithin, 
Thou  fail  not  in  a  world  of  sin. 

And  ev'n  for  waut  of  such  a  type. 


My  own  dim  life  should  teach  me  this, 
That  life  shall  live  forevermore, 
Else  earth  is  darkness  at  the  core, 

And  dust  and  ashes  all  that  is ; 

This  round  of  green,  this  orb  of  flame, 
Fantastic  beauty;  auoh  as  lurks 
In  some  wild  Poet,  when  he  works 

Without  a 


What  then  were  God  to  sueh  as  1  ? 
'Twere  hardly  worth  my  while  to  c 
Of  ^ngs  all  mortal,  or  to  use 

&  litde  patience  cje  I  die. 
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'Twere  best  at  once  to  sink  to  peace, 

Like  birds  the  charming  serpent  draws, 


Yet  if  some  voioe  tliat  nian  couM  trust 

Should  murmur  from  the  narrow  house  : 
"  The  cheeks  drop  in  ;  the  body  bows ; 
Man  dies;  nor  ia  there  hope  in  dust:" 


The  raoaninga  of  the  homelosa  sea, 

The  sound  of  streams  that,  swift  or  slow, 
Draw  down  Ionian  hills,  and  sow 

The  dust  of  ci 


And  Love  would  answer,  mth  a  agh, 
I     "  The  sound  of  that  forgetful  shore 
Will  change  my  sweetness  roore  and 
Half  dead  to  know  that  I  shall  die." 


0  me  1  what  profits  it  toput 

An  idle  case  ?     i£  Death  were  seen 
At  first  as  Death,  Love  had  not  been, 

Or  been  in  narrowest  working  shut, 

Mere  fellowship  of  sluggish  moods, 

Or  in  luB  coarsest  SatjT-shape 

Had  bruised  the  herb  and  crushed  the  grape, 
And  basked  and  battened  in  the  woods. 
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Though  truths  in  manhood  darkly  join, 
Deep«eatfid  in  our  mystic  frame. 
We  yield  all  blessing  to  the  name 

Of  IKm  that  made  them  current  coin ; 

For  wisdom  dealt  with  mortal  powers, 

Where  Truth  in  closest  words  shall  fiiil, 
When  Truth  embodied  in  a  tale 

3h^  enter  in  at  iowly  doors.  p  ;   '^.i-M/^ 

And  HO  tie  Word  had  hi-eath,  and  wrought 
With  human  hands  the  creed  of  creeds 
In  loveliness  of  perfect  deeds. 

More  strong  than  all  poetic  thonght ; 

Which  he  may  read  that  binds  the  sheaf, 
Or  builds  the  house,  or  digs  the  grave, 
And  those  wild  eyes  that  watch  the  wave 

In  roarings  round  the  coral  reef 


Uka,nia  speaks  irith  darkened  brow : 

"  Thou  pratest  here  where  thou  art  least; 
This  faith  has  maiiy  a  purer  priest, 

A.nd  many  an  abler  voice,  than  thou ; 

"  Go  down  beside  thy  native  rill, 
On  thy  Parnassus  set  thy  feet, 
And  hear  Ihy  laurel  whisper  sweet 

About  the  ledges  of  the  hilL" 

And  mj-  Melpomene  replies, 

A  touch  of  shame  upon  her  cheek : 
"  I  am  not  worthy  ev'n  to  speak 

Of  thy  prevailing  mysteries: 
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"  For  I  am  but  an  eartbly  Muse, 
And  owning  bat  a  little  art 
To  lull  ivitli  song  an  acting  beart, 

And  render  hmnan  love  bia  dues ; 

"  But  brooding  on  the  dear  one  dead, 
And  all  lie  said  of  things  dmnc, 
(And  dear  to  me  aa  sacred  wine 

To  d7ing  lips  ia  all  he  said,) 

"  I  murmared,  as  I  came  along, 

Of  oomftirt  clasped  in  truth  revealed ; 

And  loitered  in  the  master's  field, 
And  darkened  sanctifies  with  song." 


With  weary  steps  I  loiter  on, 

Though  always  under  altered  skies 
The  purple  from  the  distance  dies, 

My  prospect  and  horizon  gone. 


e  herald  melodies  of  spring, 
t  in  the  flon"s  I  love  to  sing 
tftil  gleam  of  solace  hves. 


If  any  care  for  what  is  here 

Survive  in  spirits  rendered  free, 
Then  are  these  songs  I  sing  of  they 

Not  all  ungrateful  to  thine  ear. 


Could  we  forget  the  widowed  hour, 
And  look  on  Spirits  breathed  away. 
As  on  a  maiden  in  the  day 

When  first  she  wears  her  orange-flower  I 
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Wten  crowned  witt  blessing  she  doth  rise 
To  take  hor  latest  leave  of  home. 
And  hopes  and  light  regrets  tliat  come 

Make  April  of  her  tender  eyes ; 

And  doubtful  joya  the  fether  tc 
And  tears  are  on  the  motl 
As  parting,  wiiJi  a  long  embrace, 

She  enters  other  realms  of  love ; 

Her  office  there  to  rear,  to  teach. 
Becoming,  as  is  meet  and  fit, 
A  Unk  among  the  days,  to  knit 

The  generations  each  with  each ; 

And,  doubtless,  unto  thee  is  riven 
A  life  that  bears  immortal  S'uit 
In  such  great  offices  as  suit 

The  fliB-grown  energies  of  heaven. 

Ay  me,  the  difference  1  discern  1 
How  often  shall  her  old  fireside 
Be  eheered  with  tidings  of  the  bride  I 

How  often  she  herself  return, 

And  tell  them  all  they  wonld  have  told. 

And  bring  her  babe,  and  make  her  boast, 
Till  even  those  thai  missed  her  most 

Shall  count  new  things  as  dear  as  old  1 

But  thou  and  I  have  shaken  hands. 
Till  growing  winters  lay  me  low ; 
My  paths  are  in  the  fields  I  know. 

And  thine  in  undiscovered  lands. 


'hy  spirit,  ere  our  fatal  loss, 

Did  ever  rise  from  high  to  higher ; 

Aa  mounts  the  heavenward  altar-fire, 
.3  flies  the  lighter  through  the  gross. 
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Thy  chanses ;  here  upon  tho  ground, 
Ho  more  partaker  of  thy  change. 

Deep  folly  I  yet  that  this  could  be  — 

That  I  could  vfing  my  wOl  with  might 
To  leap  the  grades  of  life  and  light, 

And  flash  at  once,  my  Mend,  to  thee : 

For  tloueh  my  nature  rarely  yields 

To  (fiat  vagae  fear  impUed  in  dealh ; 
Nor  shadder3  at  the  gulfi  beneath, 

The  howlinga  from  forgotten  fields ; 

Tet  oft,  when  sundown  skirts  the  moor. 

An  inner  trouble  I  behold, 

A  spectral  doubt  which  males  me  cold, 
That  I  shaU  be  thy  mate  no  more, 

Thongh  following  with  an  upward  mind 
The  wonders  that  ha^e  come  to  thee, 
Through  aU  the  secular  to  be, 
'"e  behind.-. 


I  VEX  my  heart  with  fancies  dim : 

He  still  outstripped  me  in  the  race ; 
It  was  but  unity  of  place 

That  made  me  dream  I  ranked  with  him. 

And  so  may  Place  retain  as  still. 

And  he  the  much-beloved  again, 
A  lord  of  large  experience,  train 

To  riper  growth  Sie  mind  and  will : 
■  And  what  delights  can  equal  those 

That  stir  the  spirit's  inner  deeps, 
When  one  tbat  toves,  but  knows  not,  r 

A  truth  fiiun  one  that  loves  and  knows  ? 
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If  Sleep  and  Death  be  truly  one, 
And  every  spirit's  folded  bloom 
Through  all  its  intervital  gloom 

In  some  long  trance  should  slumber  on ; 

TJnoonscious  of  the  sliding  hour, 
Bare  of  the  body,  might  it  last, 
And  silent  traces  of  the  past 

Be  all  the  color  of  the  flower ; 

So  then  were  nothing  lost  to  man ; 
So  that  still  garden  of  the  souls 
In  many  a  figured  leaf  enrolls 

The  total  world  since  life  began ; 

And  love  will  last  as  pure  and  whole 
As  when  he  lored  me  here  in  Bnie, 
And  at  the  spiritual  prime 

Eewaken  with  the  dawninir  soul. 


How  fiirea  it  irith  the  happy  dead  ? 

For  here  the  man  is  more  and  more ; 

But  he  forgets  the  days  before 
God  shut  the  doorways  of^his  head. 

The  days  have  vanished,  tone  and  tint, 
And  yet  perhaps  the  hoarding  sense 
Gives  out,  at  times,  (he  knows  not  whence,) 

A  litUe  flash,  a  mystic  hint ; 

And  in  the  long,  harmonious  yeai's 

(If  Death  bo  taste  Lethean  spring) 
May  some  dim  touch  of  earthly  Miinga 

Barprise  thee  ran^ng  with  ihy  peers. 
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Jf  suci  a  draamj-  toiicli  should  fall, 

O  turn  thee  round,  resolve  tlie  doubt, 
My  guardian  angel  ■will  speak  out 

In  that  high  place,  and  tell  thee  all. 


The  baby  new  to  eartli  and  Kky, 

What  time  his  tender  palm  is  pressed 
Against  the  cirele  of  the  breast. 

Has  never  thought  that  "  this  is  I : " 

But  as  lie  grows  be  gathers  roueh, 

And  learns  tbe  use  of  "  1,"  and  "  me,'' 
And  finds  "  I  am  not  irbat  I  ace, 

And  other  than  the  tbjngs  I  touch : " 

So  rounds  he  to  a  separate  mind 

Prom  whence  clear  memory  may  begin, 
As  through  the  frame  that  binds  him  in 

His  isolation  grows  defined. 

This  use  may  lie  in  blood  and  breath. 

Which  else  were  tiruitleas  of  their  due, 
Had  man  to  learn  himself  anew 

Beyond  the  second  birth  of  Death. 


Wb  ranging  down  this  lower  track. 

The  path  we  came  by,  thorn  and  flower, 
Is  shadowed  by  the  growing  hour, 

Lest  life  should  fail  in  loddng  i»ck. 

So  be  it ;  there  no  shade  can  last 

In  that  deep  dawn  behind  the  tomb, 

But  clear  ftom  marge  to  marge  shall  bloom 

The  eternal  landscape  of  the  past ; 


rii,y  Google 


A  lifelong  tract  of  time  revealed ; 

The  fruitful  hours  of  still  increase ; 

Days  ordered  in  a  wealthy  peace, 
And  tlioae  five  years  its  ricliest  field. 

O  Love  !  thy  province  were  not  large, 
A  bounded  field,  nor  stretching  far. 
Look  also,  Love,  a  brooding  star, 

A  rosy  warmth  from  marge  to  mai^e. 


That  each,  who  seems  a  separate  whole, 
Should  move  his  rounds,  and  fusing  all 
The  skirts  of  self  again,  shoald  fell 
■     the  general  Soul, 


Is  iaith  as  vague  as  all  nnaweet : 
Eternal  form  shall  still  divide 
The  eternal  soul  from  all  bewde ; 

And  I  shall  know  him  when  we  meet : 

And  we  shall  at  at  endless  feast, 

Enjoying  each  the  other's  good ; 
What  vaster  dream  can  hit  the  mood 

Of  Love  on  earth  ?    He  seeks  at  least 


Before  the  spirits  fade  away, 
Some  landing-place,  to  elasp  and  say, 
"  Farewell !    We  lose  ourselves  m  light." 


If  these  brief  lays,  of  Sorrow  bom, 
Were  taken  to  be  such  as  closed 
Grave  doubts  and  answers  here  proposed, 

Then  fliese  were  such  aa  men  might  scorn  : 
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And  hence,  indeed,  she  sports  with  words ; 
But  better  serves  a  wholesome  kw, 
And  holds  it  sin  and  shame  to  draw 

The  deepest  measure  from  lie  chords ; 

Nor  date  she  trust  a  larger  h.j. 

But  rather  loosens  from  the  lip 
Short  Bwallow-flights  of  song,  Uiat  dip 

Their  wings  in  tears,  and  akim  away. 

Fkom  art,  from  nature,  from  the  schools. 
Let  random  influences  jilance, 
Like  light  in  many  a  ahiyered  lance 

That  breaks  about  the  dappled  poob : 

The  hcbteat  wave  of  thought  shall  lisp. 
The  iancy's  tendei-est  eddy  wreathe, 
The  slightest  air  of  song  shall  breathe, 

To  make  the  sullen  surface  crisp. 

And  look  thy  look,  and  go  thy  way, 

But  blajne  not  thou  the  winds  that  make 


Beneath  all  fended  hopes  and  fears. 
Ay  me!  the  sorrow  deepens  down. 
Whose  muffled  motions  blindly  drown 

The  bases  of  my  life  in  tears. 

Be  near  me  when  my  light  is  low. 

When  the  blood  ereep8,andthe  nerves  prick 
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And  tingle ;  and  tlic  lieart  is  sick, 
And  all  Hie  wheels  of  Being  slow. 

Be  near  me  wlicn  tie  sensnous  frame 

la  ract:ed  wiA  panga  tiiat  conquer  trust ; 
And  Time,  a  maniac  scattering  dust, 

And  Life,  a  Furj  slinging  flame. 

Be  near  me  wlien  my  faitb  is  dry, 

And  men  the  fliea  of  latter  spring,  _ 
Tiiat  lay  their  eggs,  and  sting  and  sing, 

And  weave  tlieir  petty  cells  and  die. 

Be  near  me  when  I  fade  away, 

To  point  the  term  of  human  strife, 
And  on  the  low  dark  verge  of  hfe 

The  twilight  of  eternal  day. 


Do  we  indeed  deaire  the  dead 

Should  still  be  near  us  at  our  side  I 
Is  there  no  baseness  we  would  hide  t 

No  inner  vilenesa  that  we  dread  ? 

Shall  he  for  whose  applause  I  strove, 
I  had  such  reverence  for  his  hlame, 
See  with  clear  eye  some  hidden  shame. 

And  I  be  lessened  in  his  love  ? 

I  wrong  the  grave  with  fears  untrue  = 

Shall  bve  be  blamed  for  want  of  faith  I 
There  must  be  wisdom  with  great  Death : 

The  dead  shall  look  me  through  and  through- 

Be  near  us  when  we  climb  or  fall : 

Ye  watch,  like  God,  the  rolUng  horns 
With  larger  other  eyes  than  ouis, 

To  make  allowance  for  us  all. 
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My  ■words  are  only  words,  and  moved 
Upon  me  topmost  froth  of  thought 

"Yet  blame  not  thou  thy  plaintive  song," 
The  Spirit  of  true  love  replied ; 
"  Thou  canst  not  move  me  from  thy  side, 

Nor  hunjan  frailty  do  me  wrong. 

"  What  keeps  a  spirit  wholly  true 
To  that  ideal  which  he  hears  ? 
What  record  7  not  the  sinless  years 

That  hreathed  beneath  the  Syrian  blue : 

"  So  fret  not,  like  an  idle  girl, 

That  life  ia  dashed  with  flecks  of  sin. 

Abide :  thy  wealth  ia  gathered  in, 
When  Time  hath  sunderea  shell  from  pearl." 


How  many  a  father  have  I  seen, 
A  sober  man,  among  his  boys. 
Whose  youth  mas  fi3l  of  foolish  noise. 

Who  wears  his  manhood  hale  and  green ; 

And  dare  we  to  this  faney  give, 

That  had  the  wild  oat  not  been  sown, 
The  soil,  left  barren,  scarce  hadgrowa 

The  grain  by  which  a  man  may  live  7 

0,  if  ne  held  the  doctrine  sound 

For  life  outliving  beats  of  youth, 
Yet  who  would  preach  it  as  a  truth 

To  those  that  eddy  round  and  round  ? 

Hold  thou  the  good :  define  it  well  r 

For  fear  divine  Philosophy 

Should  push  beyond  her  mark,  and  be 
Procuress  to  the  Lords  of  Hell. 
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0,  TBT  we  trust  that  somehow  good 
Will  be  the  final  goal  of  ill. 
To  pangs  of  nature,  sins  of  will, 

Defects  of  doubt  and  tiunts  of  blood ; 

Thiit  nothing  walks  with  aimless  feet; 
That  not  one  life  shall  be  destroyed, 
Or  cast  as  rubbish  to  the  void, 

When  God  hath  made  the  pile  complete ; 

That  not  a  worm  is  eioTcn  in  vain ; 
That  not  a  moth  with  vain  desire 
Is  shrivelled  in  a  fruitless  lire, 

Or  but  subserves  anothei^'s  gain. 

Behold,  we  know  not  any  thina ; 

I  can  but  trust  that  good  shall  fell 
At  laal^far  off— at  last,  to  all, 

And  every  winter  change  to  spring. 

So  mns  my  dream :  but  what  am  I  ? 
An  infant  crying  in  the  night : 
An  infant  crying  for  the  hgbt : 

And  with  no  language  but  a  cry. 


The  wish,  that  of  the  living  whole 

No  life  may  fail  beyond  the  grave, 
Derives  it  not  from  what  we  have 

The  likest  God  within  the  soul  ¥ 

Axe  God  and  Nature  then  at  strife. 

That  Nature  lends  such  evil  dreams  ? 
So  cartful  of  the  type  she  seems, 

So  careless  of  the  angle  life ; 

That  I,  eon^dering  everywhere 

Her  secret  meaning  in  her  deeds. 
And  finding  that  of  fitly  seeds 

She  often  brings  but  one  to  bear, 
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I  falter  wnerc  I  firmly  trad, 

And  ialling  mth  my  wei^lit  of  carea 
Upon  the  great  world's  altar-stairs 

That  slope  ttirough  darkness  up  to  God, 

I  atreteh  lame  bands  of  faith,  and  grope. 
And  gather  dust  and  chaff,  and  call 
To  wSat  I  feel  is  Lord  of  all, 

And  faintly  trust  the  lai^er  hope. 


"  So  careflJ  of  the  type  ?  "  but  no. 

From  aearped  cliff  and  quarried  stone 
She  cries,  "  A  thousand  types  are  gone : 

I  care  for  nothing,  all  shall  go. 

"  Thou  makest  thine  appeal  to  me ; 

I  bring  to  life,  I  bring  to  death ; 

The  spirit  does  but  mean  the  breath : 
I  know  no  more."    And  he,  shall  he, 

Man,  her  last  work,  who  seemed  sa  fair, 
Such  splendid  purpose  in  his  eyes, 
Who  rolled  the  psalm  to  wintry  skies, 

Who  built  huM  faces  of  fruitless  prayer, 

Who  trusted  God  was  love  indeed, 
And  love  Creation's  final  law — 
Though  Sature,  red  in  tooth  and  claw 

With  ravine,  shrieked  ag^nst  hia  creed — 

Who  loved,  who  suffered  countless  ills. 
Who  battled  for  the  True,  the  Juat, 
Be  blown  about  the  desert  dust, 

Or  sealed  within  the  iron  hills '/ 

No  more  ?  A  monster  then,  a  dream, 
A  discord.  Dragons  of  the  prime, 
That  tare  each  other  in  Iheir  slime, 

Were  mellow  muac  matched  with  him. 
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O  life  aa  futile,  then,  as  frail ! 

O  for  thy  TOice  to  soothe  and  h 
What  hope  of  ansy- -^-- 


Pbace  ;  come  away :  the  mmg  of  woe 
Is  after  all  an  cartlily  song : 
Peace ;  come  away ;  we  do  him  wrong 

To  sing  ao  ■mldjj' ;  let  us  go. 

Come ;  let  us  go :  yonr  cheeka  are  pde ; 

But  haJf  my  life  I  leave  behind ; 

Methinka  my  friend  ia  richly  ehrined; 
But  I  shall  pass ;  my  work  will  taiL 

Yet  in  these  ears,  till  hearing  dies, 

One  set  slow  hell  will  seem  to  toll 
The  passing  of  the  sweetest  soul 

That  ever  looked  with  human  eyes. 

I  hear  it  now,  and  o'er  and  o'er, 

Eternal  greetings  to  the  dead ; 

And  "  Ave,  Ave,  Ave,"  said, 
"  Adieu,  adieu,"  Ibrevermore ! 

LVII. 

In  those  sad  words  I  took  farewell : 
Like  echoes  in  sepulchral  halls, 
Aa  drop  by  drop  the  water  ialla 

In  vaults  and  catacombs,  they  fell ; 

And,  faffing,  idly  broke  the  peace 

Of  hearts  that  heat  from  day  to  day, 
Half  conscioas  of  their  dying  day. 

And  those  cold  crypts  where  they  ahaU  cease. 

The  high  Muse  answered :  "  Wherefore  grieve 
Thy  brethren  with  a  fruiliess  tear  ? 
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0  SoKKOW,  wi]t  (Iiou  live  with  me 
No  casual  mistress,  but  a  wife, 
My  bosom-friend  and  half  of  life ; 

As  I  confess  it  needs  must  be ; 

O  Sorrow,  wilt  thou  rule  my  blood, 
Be  sometimes  loyely  like  a  bride, 
And  put  tby  barshBr  moods  aside, 

If  thou  wilt  have  me  wise  and  good. 

My  centred  pasMon  cannot  move, 
Nor  will  it  lesson  from  to-day ; 
But  I'll  have  leave  at  times  to  play 

As  with  the  creature  of  my  love  ; 

And  set  thee  forth,  for  thou  art  mine, 

With  so  mnch  hope  for  years  to  come 
That,  howsoe'er  I  know  thee,  some 

Could  hardly  tell  what  name  were  thine. 


passed ;  a  soul  of  nobler  tone ; 
My  spirit  loved  and  loves  him  yet, 
Like  some  poor  girl  whose  heart  is  set 
jne  whose  rank  exceeds  her  own. 


Half  jealous  of  she  knows  not  what, 
And  envying  all  that  meet  him  there. 

The  little  vilkge  looks  forlorn ; 

She  sighs  amid  her  narrow  days, 
Moving  about  the  household  ways. 

In  that  dark  house  where  she  was  bom. 
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The  foolish  neishbora  come  and  go, 

And  tease  her  till  the  day  draws  by ; 
At  ni"ht  she  weepa,"  How  rain  ^n  1 1 

How  Bhould  he  love  a  thing  so  low  ?  " 


Iir,  in  thy  second  state  sublime, 

Thy  ransomed  reason  ohanne  replies 
With  all  the  circle  of  the  wise, 

The  perfect  flower  of  human  time ; 

And  if  thou  cast  thine  eyea  below, 

How  dimly  charactered  and  slight, 

How  dwarfed  a  groirth  of  cold  and  maht, 

How  blanched  with  darkness,  must  I  grow T 

Tet  turn  thee  to  the  doubtful  shore, 

Where  thy  first  form  was  made  a  man ; 
I  loved  thee,  Spirit,  and  bve,  nor  can 

The  Eoul  of  Shakspeare  love  thee  more. 


TnouGn  if  an  eye  that's  downward  cast 
Could  make  thee  somewhat  blench  oi 
Then  be  my  love  an  idle  tale. 

And  fecKng  legend  of  the  past ; 

And  thou,  as  oue  that  once  declined, 
When  he  was  little  more  than  boy, 
On  some  unworthy  heart  with  joy, 

Bnt  hves  to  wed  an  equal  mind ; 

And  breathes  a  novel  world,  the  while 
Hia  other  passion  wholly  dies, 
Or  in  the  light  of  deeper  eyes 

Is  matter  for  a  flying  smile. 
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Yet  pity  for  a  horse  o'erdriven, 

And  loTe  in  which  my  hotiud  has  part, 
Can  hang  no  weight  upon  my  heart, 

In  its  assumptions  up  to  heaven ; 

And  I  am  so  much  more  than  these, 

As  thou,  perchance,  art  more  than  I, 
And  yet  1  E])are  them  sympathy, 

And  I  would  set  their  pains  at  ease. 

80  mayst  thou  watoh  me  where  I  weep. 
As,  unto  vaster  moljons  bound, 
The  circuits  of  thine  orhit  round 

A  higher  height,  a  deeper  deep. 


DoBT  thou  look  back  on  what  hath  been, 
Afl  BOme  thvinely  gifted  man. 
Whose  life  in  low  eslate  began. 

And  on  a  simple  village  green  ; 

Who  breaks  his  birth's  invidious  bar. 

And  grasps  the  skirts  of  happy  chance, 
And  breasts  the  blows  of  circumstance, 

And  grapples  with  his  evil  star ; 

Who  makes  by  force  bis  merit  known, 
And  lives  to  clutch  the  golden  keys, 
To  mould  a  mighty  state's  decrees. 

And  shape  the  whisper  of  the  throne ; 

And  moving  up  from  high  to  higher, 

Becomes  on  Fortune's  crowning  slope 
The  pillar  of  a  people's  hope, 

The  centre  of  a  world's  desire ; 
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Yet  feels,  as  in  a  pensive  dream, 

WLen  all  hia  active  powers  are  slill, 
A  distant  deamess  in  the  hill, 


The  limit  of  his  n 

While  yet  beside  its  vocal  spring 
He  pkyed  at  uounsellOTS  and  Icings, 

With  one  that  was  his  earliest  mate ; 

Who  ploughs  with  pain  his  native  lea, 
And  reaps  the  labor  of  his  hands, 
Or  in  the  furrow  musing  stands: 

"  Does  my  old  friend  remember  me  ?" 


Sweet  soul !  do  with  me  as  iJiou  wHt ; 

I  InU  a  fancy  trouhle-tost 

With  "  Love's  too  precions  to  he  lost, 
A  little  grain  shall  not  be  spilt." 

And  in  that  solaee  can  I  sing, 

TiS  out  of  pfunful  phases  wrought 
There  flutters  tip  a  happy  thought, 

Self-balanced  on  a  lightsome  wing ; 

Sinoe  we  deserved  the  name  of  friends. 
And  thine  effect  so  lives  in  me, 
A  part  of  mine  may  live  in  thee. 

And  move  thee  on  to  noble  ends. 


YoD  thought  my  heart  too  far  diseased ; 
You  wonder  when  my  fancies  play. 
To  find  me  gay  among  the  gay, 

Like  one  witb  any  trifle  pleased. 
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The  Btade  hy  which  mj'  life  was  crossed, 
Which  makes  a  desert  in  the  mind, 
Has  made  me  kindly  wilh  my  kind. 

And  like  to  him  whose  sight  ifl  lost ; 

Whose  feet  are  gaided  thwragh  the  land, 
Whose  jest  among  his  friends  is  free, 
Who  takes  the  cMdren  on  his  knee, 

And  winds  th^r  cnrls  about  his  hand ; 

He  plays  with  threads,  he  heats  his  chair 
For  pastime,  dreaming  of  the  sky ; 
His  inner  daj-  can  never  die. 

His  night  of  loss  js  always  there. 


When  on  my  bed  the  moonlight  falls, 
I  know  that  in  thy  place  of  rest, 
By  that  hroad  water  of  the  west, 

There  comes  a  glory  on  the  walls : 


As  slowly  steals  a  silver  fl 
Alon^  ttie  letters  of  thy  name, 
And  o'er  flie  number  of  thy  years. 

The  mystic  glory  swims  away ; 

Prom  off  my  bed  the  moonlight  dies  ; 

And  closing  eaves  of  wearied  eyes 
I  sleep  till  dusk  is  dipt  in  gray  : 

And  then  I  know  the  miat  is  drawn 
A  ludd  veil  from  coast  to  coast, 
And  in  the  dark  church  like  a  ghost 

Thy  tablet  glimmers  to  the  dawn. 
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When  in  the  down  I  sink  my  head, 

Sleep,   Death's   twin-brother,  times   mj 

breath ; 
Sleep,  Death's  twin-hrother,  knows  nof 
Death, 
Nor  can  I  dream  of  thee  as  dead : 

J  walk  ss  ere  I  walked  forlorn, 

When  all  our  path  was  fresh  with  dew, 
And  all  the  bugle  breezes  blew 

BoveillSe  to  the  breaking  morn. 

But  what  is  this  ?  I  turn  about, 
I  find  a  trouble  in  tbine  eye. 
Which  makes  me  sad,  I  know  not  why. 

Nor  can  my  dream  resolve  tbe  doubt : 

But  ere  the  krk  halh  left  the  lea 
I  wake,  and  I  discern  the  truth ; 
It  is  the  trouble  of  ray  youth 

That  fooHsh  sleep  transfers  to  thee. 


0  there  would  be  Spring  no  more, 
That,  Nature's  aneient  power  was  lost : 
The  streets  were  black  with  smoke  and  fi 
They  chattered  trifles  at  the  door. 

f  wandered  fi-om  the  noisy  town, 

I  found  a  wood  with  thorny  boughs ; 
I  took  the  thorns  to  bind  my  brows, 


I  met  with  scoffs,  I  met  with  scorns, 

Fivim  youth  and  babe  and  hoarj  hairs: 
They  called  me  in  the  public  sijuarcs 

The  &d  that  wears  a  crown  of  thorns. 
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They  called  me  fool,  they  called  me  eluld ; 
I  found  an  angel  of  the  ni^bt : 
The  voice  was  low,  the  look  was  bright, 

He  locked  upon  my  crown  and  smiled : 

He  reathed  the  glory  of  a  hand, 

That  seemed  to  touch  it  into  leaf: 
The  voice  was  not  the  voice  of  grief; 

The  worda  were  hard  to  understand. 


I  CANSOT  see  the  features  iif;ht, 

When  on  the  gloom  i  strive  to  paint 
The  face  I  know ;  the  hues  are  faint, 

And  nux  with  hollow  masks  of  night ; 

Cloud-towers  hy  ghostly  masons  wrought, 
A  gulf  that  ever  shuts  and  capes, 
A  hand  that  points,  and  pailed  shapes 

Li  shadowy  thoroughfares  of  thought ; 

And  crowds  that  stream  from  yawning  doors, 
And  shoals  of  puckered  feces  diive  ; 
Dark  bulks  that  tumble  half  alive. 

And  lazy  lengths  on  boundless  shores: 

'Ell  all  tt  once,  beyond  the  wili, 
I  hear  a  wizard  music  roll. 
And  through  a  lattice  on  the  sonl 

Looks  thy  fair  taee  and  makes  it  still. 


Si-EKP,  kinsman  thou  to  death  and  trance 
And  madness,  thou  hast  forged  at  last 
A  nighHong  Present  of  the  Past 

In  wluch  we  went  through  aunmier  France, 
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JIadst  thou  Buch  credit  with  the  soul  ? 
Then  biing  an  ornate  trebly  strong, 
Drug  down  tlie  blindfold  sense  of  wrong 

That  so  my  pleasure  may  be  whole  i 

WHle  now  we  talli,  as  once  we  talked 

Of  men  and  minds,  the  dust  of  change, 
The  days  that  etow  to  something  strange. 

In  walking  as  of  olu  we  walked 

Beude  the  river's  wooded  reach, 

The  fortress,  and  the  mountain  ridge, 
The  cataract  flashing  from  the  bridge, 

The  breaker  brcatiog  on  the  beach. 


RisuST  thou  thus,  dim  dawn,  again, 
And  howlest,  issuing  out  otniniht, 
With  blasts  tliat  blow  the  poplar  white, 

And  lash  with  stoiTU  the  streaming  pane  ? 

Day,  when  my  crowned  estate  begun 
To  pine  in  that  reverse  of  doom, 
WMch  siciened  every  living  bloom, 

And  Uurred  the  splendor  of  the  sun ; 

Who  nsherest  in  the  dolorous  hour 

\Tith  thy  quick  tears  that  make  the  rose 
Pull  adeways,  and  the  daisy  close 

Her  crimson  fringes  to  the  shower; 

Who  mightst  liave  heaved  a  windless  flame 
Up  the  deep  East,  or,  whispering,  played 
A  checker-work  of  beam  and  shade 

Along  flie  hills,  yet  looked  the  same. 
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Day,  marked  as  with  some  hideous  ciioie. 
When  the  dark  hand  atniek  down  through 

And  cancelled  nature's  best :  hut  thou, 


And  whirl  the  ungarnered  sheaf  afar. 
And  BOW  the  sky  with  flying  boughs, 

And  up  thy  vault  with  roaring  sound 

Cumb  thy  thick  noon,  disastrous  day ; 
Touch  thy  dull  goal  ot"  joyless  gray. 

And  hide  thy  shame  Deneath  we  ground. 


So  many  worlds,  so  much  to  do, 

So  little  done,  suoh  things  tc  be. 
How  know  I  what  had  need  of  thee. 

For  thou  wait  atrong  as  thou  wert  true  ? 

The  fame  is  quenched  that  I  foresaw. 

The  head  bath  missed  an  earthly  wreath : 
I  curse  not  nature  ;  no,  nor  deatS, 

For  nothing  is  that  errs  from  law. 

We  pass :  the  path  tiiat  each  man  trod 
Is  dim,  or  will  be  dim,  with  wneds : 
What  fame  is  left  for  human  deeds 

In  endless  age  ?     It  rests  with  God. 

O  hollow  wraith  of  dying  feme. 

Fade  wholly,  while  the  soul  exults, 
And  self-infolds  the  lai^  results 

Of  force  that  would  have  fotged  a  name. 
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As  gomelimes  in  a  dead  man's  face, 

To  those  that  watch  it  more  and  more, 
A  likeness  hardlj  seen  before 

Comes  out, — to  some  one  of  his  race  : 

So,  dearest,  now  thy  brows  are  cold, 
I  see  thee  what  thou  art,  and  know 
Thy  likeness  to  the  wise  below. 

Thy  kindred  with  the  great  of  old. 

But  there  is  more  than  I  can  see, 
And  what  I  see  I  leave  unsaid, 
Nor  speak  it,  knowing  Death  has  made 

His  darkness  beaulafal  with  Uiee. 


I  LEAVE  thy  praises  unexpressed 

In  verse  that  brings  myself  relief. 
And  by  the  measure  of  my  grief 

I  leave  thy  greatness  to  be  guessed ; 

Wlat  practice,  howsoe'er  expert 

In  fitting  aptest  words  to  things. 
Or  Toice  tbe  ricliest-toned  that  sings, 

Hatb  power  to  give  thee  as  thou  wert  ? 

1  care  not,  in  these  fading  dap. 

To  raise  a  cry  that  lasts  not  long. 

And  round  thee  with  the  breeze  of  song 

To  stir  a  little  dust  of  praise. 

Thy  leaf  has  perished  in  the  green, 

And,  while  we  breathe  beneath  the  sun, 
The  world  which  credits  what  is  done 

Is  cold  to  all  that  might  have  been. 
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io  liere  shall  silence  guard  thy  fame ; 
But  somewliero,  out  of  human  vie 
Whate'er  thy  hands  are  set  to  do 

9  wrought  with  tumult  of  acelaim. 


Take  wings  of  fauey,  and  ascend, 
And  in  a  moment  set  thy  face 
"Where  all  the  stajry  heavens  of  space 

Are  aharpened  to  a  needle's  end  ; 

Take  wings  of  foresight ;  lighten  fhrougL 
The  secular  abyss  to  come, 
And  lo  1  thy  deepest  lays  are  dumb 

Before  the  mouldering  of  a  yew ; 

And  if  the  matin  songs,  that  woke 
The  darkness  of  our  planet,  last, 
Thine  own  ahali  wither  in  the  vast, 

Ere  half  the  lifetime  of  an  oak. 

!Ere  these  have  clothed  their  branchy  bowe: 
With  fifty  Mays,  thy  songs  are  rain ; 
And  what  ai-e  they  when  these  remain 

The  ruined  shells  of  hollow  towers  ? 


What  hope  is  here  for  modem  rhyme 
To  him,  who  tarns  a  musing  eye 
On  songs,  and  deeds,  and  lives,  that  lie 

Foreshortened  in  the  tract  of  time  ? 

These  mortal  lullabies  of  pain 

May  bind  a  book,  may  line  a  bos, 
Way  serve  to  curl  a  maiden's  locks ; 

Or,  when  a  thousand  moons  shall  wane, 
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A  man  upon  a  stall  may  find, 

Aii<\,  passing,  turn  the  page  that  tells 

A  grief,— then  changed  to  something  else, 

Sun"  by  a  long  forgotten  mind. 

But  what  of  that?  My  darkened  ways 
Shall  ring  with  music  all  the  same  ; 
To  breathe  my  hiss  is  more  than  tame, 

To  utter  love  more  sweet  than  praise. 


AaAis  at  Christmas  did  we  weave 

The  holly  round  the  Christmas  hearth, 
The  silent  snow  possessed  the  earth. 

And  cahnly  fell  our  Christaiaa  eve ; 

The  i-ule-clo"  sparkled  keen  with  froat, 
No  wing  of  wind  the  redon  swept, 
But  over  all  things  brooding  slept 

The  quiet  Bense  of  something  lost. 

As  in  the  winters  left  behind, 

A"ain  our  ancient  games  had  place, 
tEc  mimic  pictures  breathing  "race, 

And  dance  and  song  and  hoodman-hlind. 

Who  showed  a  token  of  distress  ?  _ 
No  single  tear,  no  mark  of  pam : 
O  sorrow,  then  can  sorrow  wane  f 

O  grief,  can  grief  be  changed  to  less  ? 

OhBtregret,regretcandie!  _ 

No,— mixed  with  all  this  mystic  frame, 
Her  deep  relations  are  the  same, 

Bnt  with  long  use  her  tears  are  dry. 
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"  Moke  than  my  brothers  are  to  me  " 

Let  this  not  rex  thee,  noble  heart  I 
I  know  thee  of  what  force  thou  art, 

To  hold  the  costliest  love  in  fee. 

But  thou  and  I  are  one  in  ilnd, 

As  moulded  like  in  nature's  mint; 
And  hill  and  wood  and  field  did  print 

The  same  sweet  forms  in  either  mind. 

For  us  the  same  cold  Btreamlet  curled 

Through  all  his  eddying  coves ;  the  earn 
All  winds  that  roam  the  twiHrjht  eame 

In  whispers  of  the  beauteous  world. 

At  one  dear  knee  we  proffered  vows, 

One  lesson  from  one  hook  we  learned, 
Ere  childhood's  flaxen  ringlet  turned 

To  black  and  brown  on  kindred  brows. 

And  so  my  wealth  resembles  thine, 

But  he  was  rich  where  I  was  poor, 
And  he  supplied  my  want  the  more 

As  his  unlikeness  fitted  mine. 


If  any  vague  desire  should  rise, 

That  holy  Death,  ere  Arthur  died. 
Had  moved  me  kindly  from  his  side. 

And  dropped  the  dust  ou  tearless  eyes ; 

Then  fancy  shapes,  as  fancy  can. 

The  ^ef  my  loss  in  him  had  wrought, 
A  gnef  ai  deep  as  life  or  thought, 

But  stayed  in  peace  with  God  and  man. 
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I  make  a  picture  in  the  brain ; 

I  hear  the  aentence  that  he  speaba ; 

He  hears  the  burdec  of  the  weeks, 
But  turns  his  burden  into  gain. 

lEs  credit  flius  ahall  set  me  free ; 

And,  influeuce-rii:b  to  soothe  and  sa^ 
Unused  example  from  the  grave. 

Reach  out  dead  hands  to  comfort  me. 


Could  I  have  said  while  he  was  here, 
"  My  love  shall  now  no  further  range. 
There  cannot  come  a  mellower  change, 


Love,  then,  had  hope  of  richer  store : 
What  end  is  here  to  my  complaint  ? 
This  hanntjng  whisper  makes  me  &iat, 

"  More  years  had  made  me  love  thee  more." 

But  Death  returns  an  answer  sweet : 
"  My  sudden  frost  was  sudden  gain, 
And  gave  all  ripeness  to  the  grain, 

It  might  have  drawn  from  after-heat." 


I  WAGE  not  any  feud  with  Death 

For  changes  wrought  on  form  and  face  i 
Ko  lower  life  that  earth's  embrace 

May  breed  with  tiini  can  fright  my  liuth. 

Eternal  process  moving  on, 

From  state  to  state  the  spirit  walks ; 

And  these  are  but  the  shattered  stalks 
Or  ruined  chrysalis  of  one. 
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Nor  blame  I  Death,  because  he  bare 
The  use  of  virtue  out  of  earth ; 
I  know  transplanted  human  worth 

Will  bhwm  to  profit,  othei'where. 

For  this  alone  on  Death  I  wreak 

The  wrath  that  garners  in  my  heart; 
He  put  our  lives  bo  far  apart 

We  cannot  hear  each  other  speak. 


Dip  down  upon  the  northern  shore, 
O  aweet  new  year,  delaying  long ; 
Thou  detest  expectant  nature  wrong, 

Delaying  long,  delay  no  more. 

What  stays  thee  from  the  clouded  noons, 
Thy  siveutness  from  its  proper  place  ? 
Can  trouble  live  with  April  days, 

Brings orehis,  bring  the  fos-^love  spire. 
The  little  speedwell's  darling  blue. 
Deep  tulips  dashed  with  fiery  dew. 

Laburnums,  dropping-wells  of  fire. 

0  thou,  new  year,  delaying  lon^. 

Delay'  st  the  sorrow  in  my  blood. 
That  longa  to  burst  a  frozen  bad. 

And  flood  a  fresher  throat  with  song. 


When  I  contemplate,  all  alone, 

The  life  that  had  been  tbiiiR  below. 
And  fix  my  thoughts  on  all  the  glow 

To  which  thy  crescent  would  have  grown  ; 
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I  see  thee  sitting  crowned  with  good, 
A  central  narmth  diffusing  Wisa 
In  glance  and  smile,  and  clasp  and  kiss, 

On  all  lie  branches  of  thy  blood ; 

Thy  blood,  my  friend,  and  paiil^  mine ; 
For  now  the  day  was  drawing  on, 
When  thou  ahouldst  link  thy  life  with  one 

Of  mine  own  house,  and  boys  of  thine 

Had  babbled  "  Uncle  "  on  my  knee ; 
But  that  remorseless  iron  hour 
Made  CTpress  of  her  oi"an2;e-flower, 

Despair  of  Hope,  and  earth  of  thee, 

I  seem  to  meet  their  least  desire, 

To  clap  their  cheeks,  to  call  them  mine. 


I  see  myself  an  honored  guest, 

Thy  partner  in  the  ilowery  w^ 
Of  letters,  genial  tabie-lalk, 

Or  deep  dispute,  and  graceful  jest : 

While  now  thy  prosperous  labor  fills 

The  lips  of  men  ivith  honest  prfuse, 
And  sun  by  sun  the  happy  days 

Descend  below  the  golden  hills 

With  promise  of  a  mom  as  fair; 

And  all  the  train  of  bounteous  hours 
Conduct,  by  paths  of  growing  powers, 
e  and  the  alver  hair; 


.  iuhly  w 

Leaving  great  legacies  of  thought, 
Thy  spirit  S.wM  feil  from  off  tie  globe ; 
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What  time  mine  own  might  also  flee, 

As  linked  with  thine  in  iove  and  fete, 
And,  hovering  o'er  the  doloroua  strait 

To  the  other  shore,  involved  in  thee. 

Arrive  at  last  the  blessed  goal. 

And  he  that  died  in  Holy  Land 
Would  reach  us  out  the  shining  hand, 

And  take  us  as  a  single  soul. 

What  reed  was  that  on  which  I  leant  ? 
Ah,  backward  fancy,  wherefore  wake 
The  old  bitterness  again,  and  break 

The  low  beginnings  of  content  ? 


This  truth  came  borne  with  bier  and  pall, 
I  felt  it,  when  I  soiTOwcd  most, 
'Tis  better  to  have  loved  and  lost, 

Than  never  to  have  loved  at  all 

O  true  in  word,  and  tried  in  deed. 
Demanding,  so  to  bring  relief 
To  this  which  is  our  eommon  griei^ 

What  kind  of  life  is  that  I  lead ; 

And  whether  trust  in  things  above 

Be  dimmed  of  sorrow,  or  sustained, 
Aud  whether  love  for  him  have  drmied 

My  capabilities  of  love ; 

Your  words  have  virtue  such  as  draws 
A  faithful  answer  from  the  breast, 
Through  light  reproaches. 

And  loyal  unto  Kindly  laws. 
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My  blood  an  even  tenor  kept, 

Till  on  mine  ear  this  message  falls, 
Tliat  in  Vienna's  fatal  walla 

God's  finger  touched  him,  and  be  slept. 

The  great  InfcUigenees  fair 

That  range  above  our  mortal  state, 
In  circle  round  the  blessed  gale, 

Reoeived  aad  gave  him  welcome  there ; 

And  led  him  through  the  blieaftil  climes, 
And  sliowed  huii  in  tbe  fountain  fresh 
All  knowledge  that  the  sons  of  flesh 

Shall  gather  in  the  cycled  times. 

Bot  I  renwned,  whose  hopes  were  dim, 

Whose  life,  whose  thoughts,  were  little  worth, 
To  wander  on  a  darkened  earth, 

Where  all  things  round  me  breathed  of  him. 

O  iKendship,  equal-poised  control, 

O  heart,  with  kindliest  motion  warm, 

0  sacred  essence,  other  form, 
O  solemn  ghost  1    O  crowned  soul ! 

Yet  none  could  better  know  than  I 
How  much  of  act  at  human  hands 
The  sense  of  human  will  demands, 

By  which  we  dare  to  live  or  die. 

Whatever  way  my  days  decline, 

1  felt  and  feel,  though  left  alone, 
His  being  working  m  mine  own. 

The  footsteps  of  his  life  in  mine ; 

A  life  that  al!  the  Muses  decked 

With  pfts  of  grace  that  might  express 
All  comprehensive  tenderness. 

All-subtilizing  intellect : 
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And  so  my  paaaion  hath  not  awerved 
To  works  of  weakness,  but  I  find 
An  image  comforting  the  mind. 

And  in  my  grief  a,  strength  reserved. 

Likewise  the  imaginative  woe, 

That  loved  to  handle  spiritual  strife, 
Diffused  the  shock  through  all  my  life, 

But  in  the  present  broke  the  blow. 

My  pulses  therefore  beat  f^ain 

For  other  friends  that  once  I  met; 
Nor  can  it  suit  me  to  forget 

The  mighty  hopes  that  make  us  men. 

I  wooyour  love ;  I  count  it  crime 

To  mourn  for  any  overmuch ; 

I,  the  divided  half  of  such 
A  Mendship  aa  had  mastered  Time ; 

Which  masters  Time  indeed,  and  ia 

Eternal,  separate  from  fears. 

The  all-assuming  months  and  years 
Can  take  no  part  away  from  this ; 

But  Summer  on  the  steaming  floods, 

And  Spring  that  swells  the  narrow  "brooks 
And  Autumn  with  a  noise  of  rooks, 

That  gather  in  the  waning  woods. 

And  every  pulae  of  wind  and  wave 

Recalls,  in  change  of  light  or  gloom, 
My  old  affection  of  the  tomb. 

And  my  prime  x»assion  in  the  grave ; 

My  old  affection  of  the  tomb, 

A  part  of  stillness  yearns  to  speak : 
"Arise,  and  get  thee  forth  and  seek 

A  Mendship  for  flie  years  to  come. 
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« I  watth  thee  from  the  quiet  ahore ; 
Thy  spirit  up  to  mine  can  reach; 
But  in  clear  words  of  human  Bpeecb 

And  I,  "  Can  elouda  of  nature  stain 
The  starry  clearness  of  the  free  ? 
How  is  it?   Canst  thou  feel  for  me 

Some  paiiJeaa  sympathy  with  pain  ?  " 


I  triumph  in  contilusive  bliss, 
And  that  serene  result  of  all." 


Ov  so  shall  grief  with  symbols  play, 
And  pining  life  be  fancy-fed. 

Now  looking  to  some  settled  end, 

That  these  things  pass,  and  I  shall  prove 
A  meeting  somewhere,  love  with  love, 

I  crave  your  pardon,  oh  my  friend ; 

If  not  so  fresh,  with  love  as  true, 
I,  clasping  brother-hands,  aver 
I  could  not,  if  I  would,  transfer 

The  whole  I  felt  for  him  to  you. 

For  which  be  they  that  hold  apart 

The  promise  of  the  golden  hours  ? 
First  love,  first  friendship,  equal  powers, 

That  marry  with  the  vii^in  heart 

Still  mine  that  cannot  but  deplore. 
That  beats  within  a  lonely  place. 
That  yet  remembers  bis  emorace, 

But  at  bis  footstep  leaps  no  more. 
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My  heart,  though  widowed,  may  not  rest 
Quite  in  the  love  of  what  is  gone 
But  seeks  to  heat  in  time  witt  one 
Ihat  warms  another  living  breast. 

Ah  I  take  the  imperfect  ^ft  I  bring. 
Knowing  the  primrose  yet  is  dear, 
The  primrose  of  the  later  year. 

As  not  Tinlike  to  that  of  Sprin". 


Sweet  after  showers,  ambrosial  air 

That  rollest  from  the  goro-eous'gioom 
Of  evening  over  brake  and  bloom 

And  meadow,  slowly  breathing  bare 

The  round  of  space,  and  rapt  helow 

Through  all  the  dewy-tasseiled  wood, 
And  shadowing  down  (be  homed  flood 

in  npples,  fim  my  brows  and  blow 

The  fever  from  my  cheek,  and  sigh 

Tb&  full  new  life  tiiat  feeds  §iy  breath 

ni  i™  r°"°'i°"'  ""y  ^'^^'  tin  l'o"'it  and  Death, 
m  brethren,  let  the  fancy  fly  ' 

Proip  belt  to  belt  of  crimson  seas. 

On  leagues  of  odor  streaming  for, 
To  where,  in  yonder  orient  star 

A  hundred  spirits  whisper  "Peace."' 

LXXXVI. 

I  PASSED  beside  the  reverend  walls 
In  which  of  old  I  wore  the  gown : 
I  roved  at  random  through  the  (own. 

And  saw  the  tumult  of  the  balls : 
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And  heard  once  more  in  college  tknes 

The  storm  their  high-built  orsiaiia  make, 
And  thunder-musie,  rolling,  shake 

The  prophets  blazoned  on  the  panes ; 

And  caught  once  more  the  distant  shout, 
The  measui-eJ  pulse  of  racing  oara 
Aniong  the  willoira ;  paced  the  shores 

And  many  a  bridge,  and  all  about 

ITie  same  gray  flafs  again,  and  felt 

The  same,  but  not  the  same ;  and  last, 
Up  that  long  walk  of  limes  I  passed, 

To  see  the  rooms  in  whiuh  he  dwelt 


Of  soii"s,  and  clapping  hands,  and  hoja 
That  crashed  the  glass  andbeat  the  floor ; 

Where  once  we  held  debate,  a  band 

Of  youthful  friends,  on  mind  and  art, 
And  labor,  and  the  chanmng  mart, 

And  all  the  framework  of  theland ; 

When  one  would  Mm  an  arrow  fiur. 

But  send  it  slackly  from  tlie  string ; 
And  one  would  pierce  an  outer  ring. 

And  one  an  inner,  here  and  tbere ; 

And  last,  the  master-bowman,  he 

Would  cleave  the  mark.    A  wilHng  ear 
We  lent  him.     Who,  but  hung  to  hear 

The  rapt  oration  flowing  free 

From  point  fo  point  with  power  and  grace, 
And  music  in  the  bounds  of  law. 
To  those  conclusions  when  we  saw 

The  God  within  him  hght  his  fece, 
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And  seem  to  lift  the  form,  and  glow 
In  azure  orbits  heavenly- wise ; 
And  over  those  ethereal  eyes 

The  bar  of  Michael  Angelo. 


WitD  bird,  whose  warble,  liquid  sweet, 

Binga  Eden  through  the  budded  quicks, 
O,  tell  me  where  Uie  senses  mix, 

O,  tell  me  where  the  passions  meet. 


Whence  radiate ;  fierce  extremea  employ 
Thy  spirits  in  the  darkening  le^ 
And  in  the  midmost  heart  of  grief 

Thy  passJon  elaspa  a  secret  joy : 

And  I, — my  harp  would  prelude  woe, — 
1  cannot  all  command  the  strings; 
The  glory  of  the  sum  of  things 

Will  flash  along  the  chords  and  go. 


Witch-elm 9,  that  counterchange  the  floor 
Of  this  flat  lawn  with  dusk  and  bright; 
And  thou,  with  all  thy  breadth  and  height 

Of  foliage,  towering  sycamore; 

How  often,  hither  wandering  down. 

My  Arthur  found  your  shadows  fsur. 
And  shook  to  all  the  liberal  air 

The  dust  and  din  and  steam  of  town  I 

He  brought  an  eye  for  all  he  saw ; 

He  mixed  in  all  our  simple  Sparta ; 

Thev  pleased  him,  fresh  from  brawling  courts 
And  dusky  purlieus  of  the  law. 
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O  jov  to  him,  in  tills  retreat, 

Iramantled  in  ambiiBial  dark, 
To  (kink  tlie  cooler  air,  and  mark 

Tbe  landscape  winking  througb  the  heat  I 

O  sound  to  rout  the  brood  of  cares. 

The  sweep  of  scythe  in  morning  dew, 
The  (Tiet  that  round  the  garden  flew. 

And  tumbled  half  the  mellowmg  peara  I 

0  bliss,  when  all  in  oiri;Ie  drawn 

About  him,  heart  and  ear  were  fed 
To  bear  him,  as  be  lay  and  read 

The  Tuscan  poets  on  tbe  lawn  ; 

Or  in  the  a!l-golden  afternoon 

A  guest,  or  happy  sister,  eung. 

Or  here  she  brouglit  the  harp,  and  flun 

A  ballad  to  the  brightening  moon  : 

Nor  less  it  pleased,  in  liTelier  moods, 
Beyond  the  bounding  hUl  to  stray. 
And  break  the  livelong  summer  day 

With  banquet  in  the  distant  woods ; 

Whereat  we  glanced  from  theme  to  theme, 
Discussed  the  books  to  lore  or  hate, 
Or  touched  the  changes  of  the  state, 

Or  tiireaded  some  Socratic  dream ; 

But  if  I  prfused  the  busy  town, 
He  loved  to  rail  against  it  still. 
For  "  ground  in  yonder  social  null. 

We  rub  each  other's  angles  down, 

"  And  merge,"  he  said,  "  in  form  and  gloss, 
The  picturesque  of  man  and  man." 
We  talked :  the  stream  beneath  us  ran, 

The  wine-flask  lying  couched  in  moss. 
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Or  cooled  -within  the  glooming  wave, 

And  last,  returning  from  afar, 

Before  the  crimson-circled  star 
Had  fallen  inW  her  lather's  grave, 

And  brushing  ankle^eep  in  flowers, 

We  heai'd  behind  the  woodhine  veil 
The  nulk  that  bubhled  in  the  pail, 

And  huzzings  of  the  honeyed  hours. 

He  tasted  love  with  half  his  mind, 

Nor  ever  drank  the  iuyiolate  spring 
Where  ni^hest  heayen,  who  first  could  fling 

This  bitter  seed  among  mankind ; 

That  could  the  dead,  whose  dying  eyes^ 

Were  closed  with  wail,  resume  their  life, 
They  would  but  find  in  child  and  wife 

An  iron  welcome  when  they  rise  : 

Twaa  well,  indeed,  when  warm  with  wine, 
To  pledge  them  with  a  kindly  tear : 
To  talk  them  over,  to  msh  them  here. 

To  count  their  memories  half  divine ; 


But  if  they  came  who  passed  away. 

Behold  their  brides  in  other  hands : 
The  hard  heir  strides  about  their  landa, 

And  will  not  yi^d  them  for  a  day. 

Tea,  though  their  sons  were  none  of  these. 
Not  less  the  yei^loved  are  would  make 
Confiision  worse  than  death,  and  shake 

The  pillars  of  domestic  peace. 

Ah  dear,  but  come  thou  back  to  me  ; 

Whatever  change  the  years  have  wrought, 
I  find  not  yet  one  lonely  thought 

That  cries  i^iunst  my  msh  for  thee. 
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Whem  roay  plumelets  tuft  the  larch. 

And  nu*elj'  pipes  the  mounted  thrush; 
Or  uiidorneath  the  haiTen  hush 

rhts  hy  the  sea-blue  bird  of  March ; 

Come,  wear  the  form  hy  wlueh  I  know 
Thy  spirit  in  time  amon^  thy  peers ; 


The  hope , 

Be  lai^e  and  lucid  round  thy  brow. 

When  summer's  hourly-mellowing  change 
May  breathe  with  many  rosea  sweet 
Vpoa  the  thousand  waves  of  wheat, 

That  ripple  round  the  lonely  grange ; 

Come :  not  in  watches  of  the  night, 

But  where  the  sunbeam  broodeth  want 
Come,  beauteous  in  thine  after  form. 

And  like  a  finer  hght  in  hght. 


If  any  vision  should  reveal 

Tliy  hkcuess,  I  might  count  it  vain, 
Ag  but  the  canker  of  the  brain ; 

Tea,  though  it  spake  and  made  appeal 

To  chances  where  our  lots  were  cast 
Together  in  the  days  behind, 
I  might  but  say,  I  hear  a  wind 

Of  memory  murmuring  the  past 

Yea,  though  it  spake  and  bared  to  view 
A  fact  witliin  tlie  coming  j'ear ; 
And  though  the  months,  revolving  near. 

Should  prove  Sie  phantran-waming  true, 
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They  might  not  seem  thy  prophecies, 
But  spiritual  presentimcnta, 
And  each  refraction  of  events 

As  often  rises  ere  they  rise. 


I  SHALL  not  see  thee.  Dare  I  say 
No  spirit  ever  brake  the  band 
That  stays  liim  from  tlie  native  land 

Where  first  be  walked  when  clasped  in  clay  ¥ 

No  visual  shade  of  some  one  lost, 

But  he,  the  Spirit  himself,  may  come 
"Where  all  the  nerve  of  sense  is  numb ; 

Spirit  to  Spirit,  Ghost  to  Ghost. 

O,  therefore  from  thy  sightless  range 
With  goils  in  unconjectured  bUss, 
0,  from  the  distance  of  the  abyss 

Of  tenfold-complicated  change. 

Descend,  and  touch,  and  enter ;  hear 

The  iriah  too  strong  for  words  to  name ; 
That  in  this  blindness  of  the  frame 

iiy  Ghost  may  feel  that  tbine  is  near. 


Should  be  the 

man  whose  thought  would 

hold 

An  hour's  communioi 

1  with  the  dead. 

In  T^n  shalt  thou,  or  anj-,  call 

The  spirits  from  their  golden  d, 
Except,  like  them,  thou  too  car 

Mf  spirit  IS  at  peace  with  all. 
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Thoy  hannt  the  wlence  of  the  breast, 
Im^inations  ea!m  and  fair, 
-The  morooiy  tike  a  cloudless  air. 
The  conscience  as  a  sea  at  rest : 

But  when  the  heart  ia  full  of  din, 

And  doubt  beside  the  portal  waits, 
They  call  but  listaa  at  the  gales, 

And  hear  the  household  jar  mtlSn. 


By  n^ht  we  Ungered  on  the  lawn, 
For  under  ioot  the  herb  was  dry ; 
And  genial  warmth ;  and  o'er  the  skv 

The  silvery  haze  of  summer  drawn ; 

And  calm  that  let  (he  tapers  burn 

Unwavering :  not  a  cricket  chirred  : 
The  brook  alone  far  off  was  heaji 

And  on  the  board  the  fluttering  um : 

And  bata  went  round  in  fragrant  skies. 
And  wheeled  or  lit  the  filmy  shapes 
That  haunt  the  dusk,  with  ermine  capes 

And  wooUy  breasts  and  beaded  eyes ; 

While  now  we  sang  old  songs  that  pealed 

^rom  knoU  to  knoll,  where,  couched  at  ease, 
Ihe  while  kine  glimmered,  and  the  trees 

Laid  their  dark  arms  about  the  field. 

But  when  those  others,  one  by  one 

Withdrew  tliemselves  from  me  and  nioht. 
And  in  the  house  light  after  liht 

Went  out,  and  I  was  all  abne, 

A  huQTOr  seized  my  heart;  I  read 

Of  that  ^hv\  year  wliieh  once  had  been, 
In  those  fallen  leaves  which  kept  theirRreen, 

The  noble  letters  of  the  dead :  ^ 
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And  strangely  on  the  alence  broke 

The  silentepeaking  -words,  and  strange 
Was  love's  aamb  cry  defying  change  ' 

To  test  his  worth ;  and  strangely  spoke 

The  faith,  the  -vigor,  bold  to  dwell 

On  doubts  that  drive  the  coward  back, 
And  keen  through  wordy  snares  to  track 

Suggestion  to  her  inmost  ceil. 

So  word  by  word,  and  line  by  line, 

The  dead  man  touched  me  from  the  past. 
And  all  at  once  it  seemed  at  last 

ffis  living  soul  was  flashed  on  mine, 

And  mine  in  his  -was  wound,  and  whirled 
About  empyreal  heights  of  thought, 
And  came  on  that  which  is,  and  caught 

The  deep  puUations  of  the  -world, 

"^The  steps  of  Time— the  shocks  of  Chance,- 
The  blows  of  Death.     At  Icngtli  my  tranc 
■Was  cancelled,  stricken  through  with  doubt 

Tague  words  I  but  ah,  how  hard  to  frame 
In  matter-moulded  forms  of  speech, 
Or  even  for  intellect  to  reach 

Through  memory  that  irliich  I  became ; 

TiU  now  the  doubtful  dusk  revealed 

The  knolls  once  more  where,  couched  at  eas 
The  white  kine  glimmered,  and  the  trees 

Laid  their  dark  arms  about  the  field : 

And  sucked  from  out  the  distant  ^loom, 
A  breeze  began  to  tremble  oer 
The  large  leaves  of  the  sycamore, 

And  fluctuate  all  the  still  perluroe, 
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And  sathering  fresbller  overhead, 

Rocked  the  fuU-folia-ed  elms,  and  swung 
The  lieav}--folded  rose,  and  Uuag 

The  lilies  to  and  fro,  and  said 

"  The  dawn,  the  dawn,"  and  died  away ; 
And  East  and  West,  without  a  breatl. 
Mixed  their  dim  lights,  like  hfe  and  death, 

To  l)roaden  into  boundless  day. 

xcv. 

YoD  say,  but  with  no  touch  of  scorn, 

Sweet-hearted,  you,  whose  light-hlue  eyes 
Are  tender  over  drowning  flies, 

Ton  tell  me,  doubt  is  Devil-born. 

I  know  not :  one  indeed  I  knew 

In  many  a  subtile  question  versed, 
Who  touched  a  jairing  lyre  at  first, 

But  ever  strove  to  make  it  true : 

Perplexed  in  faith,  but  pure  in  deeds, 

At  last  he  heat  Ms  music  out. 

There  lives  more  faith  in  honest  doubly  ' 
Believe  me,  than  in  half  the  creeds. 
He  fought  his  doubts  and  gathered  strength, 

He  would  not  make  hia  judgment  bhnd, 

He  faced  the  spectres  of  the  mind 
And  liud  them :  thus  he  tame  at  length 

To  find  a  stronger  feith  his  own ; 

And  Power  was  with  him  in  the  night, 
"Which  makes  the  darkness  and  the  lights 

And  dwells  not  in  the  light  alone, 

But  in  the  darkness  and  the  cloud. 
As  over  Sinai's  peaks  of  old, 
■While  Israel  made  their  goda  of  gold, 

Although  the  trumpet  blew  so  loud. 
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XCTJ. 


My  love  has  talked  ivitli  rocks  and  trees, 


He  finds 
He  si 
Two 


-ground 
own  vast  shadow  glory-crowned, 
uimself  in  all  he  sees. 


I  looked  on  these  and  thought  of  thee 
In  vastneaa  and  in  mystery, 
And  of  my  apirit  as  of  a  wife. 

These  two,— they  dwelt  with  eye  on  eye 
Their  hearts  of  old  have  heat  in  tune 
Their  meetings  made  December  Jane 

rheir  every  parting  was  to  die. 

Their  love  has  neyer  passed  away ; 
The  days  she  never  can  forget 
Are  earnest  that  he  loves  her  vet, 

Whate'er  the  faitHess  people  say. 

Her  life  is  lone,  he  sits  apart, 

He  loves  her  yet,  she  wiU  not  weep 
Though,  rapt  in  matters  dark  and  deep, 

lie  seenas  to  shght  her  simple  heart. 

He  thrids  the  labyrinth  of  the  mind. 
He  reads  the  secret  of  the  star, 
He  seems  ao  near  and  yet  so  far, 

He  looks  so  eold :  she  thinks  him  kind. 

She  keeps  the  gift  of  years  before, 

A  withered  violet  is  her  blisa ; 

She  knows  not  what  hig  greatness  is  • 
lor  that,  tor  all,  she  loves  him  more. 
For  him  she  plavs,  to  I.im  she  ^nns 

Of  early  feith  and  plighted  vows ; 

She  knows  but  matters  of  the  house. 
And  he,  he  knows  a  tiiousand  things. 
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J   MKMORIAM, 


Her  feith  is  fixed  and  cannot  move. 

She  darkly  feels  Mm  fireat  and  wiae 
She  dwells  on  him  with  faithful  cyet 

"  I  cannot  understand ;  I  love." 


Tou  leave  us;  you  will  see  the  Rhine, 
And  those  fair  hiUa  I  sailed  below, 
When  I  was  there  with  him ;  and  go 

By  summer  belts  of  wheat  and  vine 

To  where  he  breathed  his  latest  breath, 
That  City.  AU  lier  splendor  seems 
No  livoher  than  the  wisp  that  gleams 

On  Lethe  in  the  eyes  of  Death. 

Let  her  great  Danube  rolling  lair 

Enwind  her  isles,  unmarked  of  me : 
I  have  not  seen,  I  will  not  see 

Vienna :  rather  dream  that  there, 

A  treble  darkness.  Evil  haunts 

The  birth,  the  bridal ;  friend  from  friend 
Is  oftener  parted,  fathei-a  bend 

Above  more  graves,  a  thousand  wants 

Gnarrattheheelsof  men,  and  prey 

By  each  cold  hearth,  and  sadness  flings 
Her  shadow  on  the  blaze_  of  kings; 

And  yet  myself  have  heard  him  say, 

That  not  in  any  mother  town 

With  statelier  progress  to  and  fro 
The  double  tides  of  chariots  flow 

By  park  and  suburb  under  brown 
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Of  lustier  leaves ;  nor  more  content, 
He  told  me,  livus  in  any  crowd, 
When  all  is  gay  mitli  lamps,  and  loud 

With  sport  and  song,  in  booth,  and  tent, 

Imperial  halls,  or  open  plain ; 

And  wheels  the  dreled  dance,  and  broaks 

The  rocket  molton  into  flakes 
Of  urimson  or  in  emerald  rain. 


KiSEST  thou  thus,  dim  dawn,  again. 
So  loud  ivith  voices  of  the  birds, 
So  thick  with  lowings  of  the  herda, 

Day,  when  I  lost  the  flower  of  men ; 

Who  tremblest  throu"h  thy  darklinc  red 
On  yon  swollen  brook  that  bubbles  fet 
By  meadows  breathing  of  the  past, 

And  woodlands  holy  to  the  dead ; 

Who  murmurest  in  the  foliaged  eaves 
A  song  that  Bli"ht3  the  coming  care, 
And  Autumn  laying  here  and  there 

A  fiery  finger  on  the  leaves ; 

Who  wakenest  with  thy  balmy  breath 
To  myriads  on  the  genial  earth. 
Memories  of  bridal,  or  of  birth, 

And  unto  myriads  more,  of  death. 

0,  wheresoever  those  may  be, 

Betwixt  the  slumber  of  the  poles, 
To^lay  they  count  as  kindred  souls ; 

They  know  me  not,  but  mourn  with  me. 
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I  CLIMB  tlie  till :  from  end  to  end, 
Of  all  the  landatape  underneath, 
I  find  no  place  that  does  not  breathe 

Some  gracious  memory  of  my  friend ; 

No  gray  old  grange,  or  lonely  fold, 

Or  low  moraaa  and  whispering  reed. 
Or  ^mple  stile  from  mead  to  mead, 

Or  flhoepwalk  up  the  windy  wold  ; 

Nor  hoary  knoll  of  ash  and  haw 

That  hears  the  latest  linnet  trill. 
Nor  quarry  trenched  along  the  hill, 

And  haunted  by  the  wrangling  daw  ; 

Nor  runlet  tinkling  from  the  rock ; 
Nor  pastoral  rivulet  that  swerves 
To  lei't  and  ri^ht  through  meadowy  cu 

That  feed  the  mothers  of  the  flock ; 

But  each  has  pleased  a  kindred  eye. 
And  each  reflects  a  kindlier  day  ; 

And,  leaving  these,  lo  pass  away, 
I  think  once  more  he  seems  to  die. 


DNTVATCnED  the  garden  bough  shall  away, 
The  tender  hlossmo  flutter  down. 
Unloved  that  beech  will  gather  brown. 

This  maple  burn  itself  aw.iy ; 

Unloved,  the  sunflower,  shining  fair, 

Ray  round  with  flames  her  disk  of  seed. 
And  many  a  rose-carnation  feed 

With  summer  spice  the  humnung  air ; 
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Unloved,  by  maay  a  eaudy  bar, 

The  brook  shall  babble  down  the  plain, 
At  noon,  or  when  the  lesser  wain 

la  twisting  round  the  polar  star ; 

Uncared  for,  gird  the  windy  grove, 

And  flood  the  haunts  of  hem  and  craliC ; 
Or  into  silver  arrows  break 

The  9£uUDg  moon  in  creek  and  cove ; 


As  year  by  year  tlie  laborer  tills 

His  wonted  glebe,  or  lops  the  glades ; 
And  year  by  year  our  memory  &des 

From  all'tlie  cirole  of  tlie  hills. 


Wk  leave  the  well-beloved  place 

Where  first  we  gazed  upon  the  sky; 
The  Toofe  that  heard  our  earliest  cry 

Will  shelter  one  of  stranger  raw. 

We  go,  but  ere  we  go  from  home, 

As  down  the  garden-walks  I  move, 
Two  spirits  of  a  diverse  love 

Contend  for  loving  masterdom. 

One  whispers,  here  thy  boyhood  sung 
Long  since  its  maiin  soug,  and  heard 
The  low  love-lanj5uage  cJthe  trird 

In  native  hazels  tossel-hung. 
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The  other  answers,  "  Yea,  but  here 

Thy  feet  have  strayed  in  after  hoars 
"With  tliy  lost  friend  among  the  bowers, 

And  this  hath  made  them  trehly  dear." 

These  two  have  striven  half  the  day. 

And  ea:Ch  prefers  his  separate  uhum, 
Poor  rivals  in  a  losing  game, 

That  will  not  yield  each  other  way. 

I  turn  to  go ;  my  feet  are  set 

To  leave  the  pleasant  fields  and  forms ; 

They  mix  in  one  anothei's  arms 
To  one  pure  image  of  regret. 


Methought  I  dwelt  within  a  hall, 

And  maidens  with  me ;  distant  hills 
From  hidden  summits  fed  with  rills, 

A  river  sliding  by  the  walL 

The  ball  with  ham  and  carol  rang. 

They  sang  of  what  is  wise  and  good 
And  graceful.    In  the  eentre  stood 

A  statue  veiled,  to  which  they  sang; 

And  which,  thoagh  veiled,  was  known  to  m 
The  shape  of  him  I  loved,  and  love 
Forever ;  then  flew  in  a  dove, 

And  brought  a  suimnons  from  the  sea ; 
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And  when  they  learnt  that  I  must  M, 
They  wept  and  w^leil,  but  led  the  w 
To  whore  a  little  filiallop  lay 

At  anchor  in  the  flood  below ; 


And  stai,  aa  vaster  grew  the  shore, 

And  rolled  the  floods  in  grander  space, 
The  mtudens  gathered  slJength  and  grace, 

And  presence  lordlier  than  before ; 

And  I  myself,  who  sat  apart 

And  watched  them,  waited  in  every  limb ; 

1  felt  the  thews  of  Anakim, 
The  pulses  of  a  Titaji'a  heart ; 

As  one  would  sing  the  death  of  war, 
And  one  would  chant  the  history 
Of  that  great  race,  which  is  to  be. 

And  one  the  shaping  of  a  star ; 


Fi-oin  deep  to  deep,  to  where  we  saw 
A  great  ship  \m  her  shining  sides. 

Ihe  man  we  loved  was  there  on  deck, 
But  thriee  as  lai^e  as  man  he  bent 
To  greet  us.    Up  the  side  I  went, 

And  fell  in  silence  on  hia  neck : 

Whereat  those  maidens,  with  one  mind. 
Bewailed  their  lot ;  I  did  them  wron, 
"  We  served  thee  here,"  they  said,  " 

And  wilt  thon  leave  ns  now  behind  ?  " 
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i,  they  (ioulil  not  win 

— 'cr  from  mv  lips,  but  he 

Replying,  "  Enter  likewise  ye 
id  go  with  us : "  they  entered  in. 


rant  I  was, 
An  ansivei 


And  while  the  wind  began  to  sweep 
A  music  out  of  sheet  and  shroud, 
We  steered  her  toward  a  crin^on  clood 

That  iandliko  slept  along  the  deep. 


The  time  draws  near  the  birth  of  Chriat ; 

The  moon  is  hid,  the  ni"ht  is  still; 

A  single  church  below  the  hill 
Is  pealing,  folded  in  the  miat. 


Like  strangers'  voices  here  they  sound. 
In  lands  where  not  a  memory  alrays, 
Nor  landmark  breathes  of  odier  days, 

But  all  is  new,  unhallowed  ground. 


We  live  within  the  stranger's  land. 
An  i  strangely  fells  ouv  Christmas  eve. 

Our  father's  dust  ia  left  alone 

And  silent  under  other  snows  ; 
There  in  due  time  the  woodbine  blows 

The  violet  comes,  but  we  are  gone. 
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No  more  shall  wayward  grief  abuse 

The  genial  hour  with  mask  anii  mime ; 
For  change  of  place,  like  growth  of  tim 

Has  broke  the  hwid  of  dying  use. 

Let  cares  that  petty  shadowa  cast, 

By  which  our  liTes  are  chiefly  proved, 
A  little  spare  the  night  I  loved, 

And  hold  it  solemn  to  the  past. 

But  let  no  footstep  beat  the  floor, 

JTor  bowl  of  wassail  mantle  warm: 
For  who  would  keep  an  ancient  form 

Through  which,  the  spirit  breathes  no  more  i 

Be  neither  song, 

Nor  harp  be 

No  dance,  no  motion,  save  alone 
What  lightens  in  the  lucid  east 

Of  riang  worlds  by  yonder  wood. 

Long  sleeps  the  summer  in  the  seed ; 

Run  out  your  measured  ares,  and  lead 
The  closing  cycle  rich  in  good. 


■  RiKO  out,  wild  bells,  to  the  wild  sky. 
The  flying  cloud,  the  frosty  liglit ; 
The  year  is  dying  in  the  night ; 
Bing  out,  wild  belt,  and  let  him  die, 

Kng  out  the  old,  ring  in  the  new, 

King,  happy  bells,  across  the  snow ; 
The  year  is  going,  let  him  go ; 

Kng  out  die  false,  ring  in  the  true. 
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Rjng  out  a  slowly  dying  cause, 

And  ancient  forms  of  pai'ty  strife ; 
Ring  in  the  nobler  modes  of  life. 

With  sweeter  manners,  purer  laws. 

Kng  out  the  want,  the  care,  the  sin, 
The  faithless  coldness  of  the  times; 
Ring  out,  ring  out  my  mournful  rhymeSj 

Bnt  ring  the  iullev  minstrel  in. 

Bing  out  false  pride  in  place  and  Mood, 
The  civic  slander  and  the  spite ; 
Einir  in  the  love  of  truth  and  right, 

ffing  in  wie  common  love  of  good. 

Eing  out  old  sliapes  of  foul  disease. 

Ring  out  the  narrowing  lust  of  gold ; 
Ejng  out  the  thousand  wars  of  old. 

Sing  in  the  thousand  years  of  peace. 

Ring  in  the  valiant  man  and  free. 

The  larger  heart,  the  kindlier  hand ; 
"'         [t  the  darkness  of  the  land. 


"i." 


It  is  the  day  when  he  was  horn, 
A  bitter  daj-  tliat  early  sank 
Behind  a  purple-frosty  bank 

Of  vapor,  leaving  night  forlorn. 
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The  time  admits  not  flowers  or  leaTca 
To  deck  the  banriuet.    Fiercely  flies 
The  blast  of  North  and  East,  aud  iue 

Makes  daggers  at  the  sharpened  esvas, 

And  bristles  all  the  brakes  and  thorns 
•    To  yon  hard  crescent,  as  she  han^ 

Above  the  wood  wliiiih  grides  and  clangs 
Its  leafless  ribs  and  iron  horns 

Together,  in,  the  drifts  that  pass, 

To  darken  on  the  i-ollinf!  brine 

That  breaks  the  MSSt.    "But  fetch  the  wnit 
Arrange  tlie  board  and  brim  the  glass ; 

BriDg  in  great  logs  and  let  them  lie. 

To  imdte  a  solid  core  of  heat ; 

Be  cheerftil-minded,  talk  and  treat 
Of  all  things  even  as  he  were  by : 

We  keep  the  day.  With  festal  cheer. 
With  books  and  music,  surely  we 
Will  drink  to  him,  whate'er  he  be, 

And  ang  the  songs  he  lored  to  hear. 


I  -WILL  not  shut  me  from  my  kind ; 

And,  lest  I  stiffen  into  stone, 

1  will  not  eat  my  heart  alone, 
Nor  feed  with  sighs  a  passing  wind : 

What  profit  lies  ia  barren  faith,  _ 

And  va«aat  yearning,  though  with  miglit 
To  scale  the  heaven's  hishest  height, 

Or  dive  below  the  wells  of  iJeath  ? 
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Fll  rather  take  what  fruit  may  be 
Of  soiTOW  under  human  skies : 
'Tis  held  that  sorrow  mnltes  ua  t 

Whatever  ivisdom  sleep  with  thee. 


HBAnT-APFLtTENCF.  ill  discursive  talk 
From  household  fountains  never  dry ; 
The  critie  clearness  of  an  eye, 

That  saw  through  all  the  Muses'  Wk ; 

Seraphic  intellect  and  force 

To  seize  and  throw  the  douhts  cdmaa 
Impassioned  logie,  which  outran 

The  hearer  in  its  fioiy  course ; 

JEIigh  nature  amorous  of  the  good, 

But  touched  with  no  ascetic  gloom ; 
And  passion  pure  in  snowy  bloom 

Through  all  the  years  of  April  blood ; 

A  h)ve  of  freedom  rarely  felt, 

Of  freedoDii  in  hor  regal  seat 

Of  England,  not  the  schoolboy  heat, 

The  blind  hysterics  of  the  Celt ; 

And  manhood  fused  with  female  ftraoe 
In  such  a  sort)  the  child  would  twine 
A  trustful  hand,  unasked,  in  thine, 

And  find  his  comfort  in  thy  face ; 
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All  these  have  heen,  and  thee  mine  eyes 
Have  looked  on  ;  if  they  looked  in  vai 
My  sliame  is  greater  who  remain, 

Nor  let  thy  wisdom  make  me  wise. 


The  feehle  soul,  a  haunt  of  fears, 
Forgot  his  weakness  in  thy  siglit. 

On  thee  the  loyal-hearted  hung, 

The  proud  was  half  disarmed  of  pride. 
Nor  cared  the  seqient  at  thy  ade 

To  Bicker  with  his  double  tongue. 

Tbo  Btern  were  mild  when  thon  wert  by, 
The  flippant  put  himself  to  school 
An4  heai-d  thee,  and  the  brazen  fool 

Was  Eofrened,  and  he  know  not  why ; 

While  T,  thy  dearest,  sat  apart. 

And  felt  thy  triumph  was  as  mine ; 
And  loved  them  more,  tliat  they  were  I 

The  graceful  tact,  the  Christian  art ; 


)i- the  skill, 
But  mine  the  love  tliat  ivill  not  tire. 
And,  born  of  love,  the  vague  desire 
That  spurs  an  imitative  will. 


The  churl  in  spirit,  up  or  down, 

Aloii^  the  seals  of  ranks,  through  all 
To  him  who  grasps  a  golden  baB 

By  blood  a  king,  at  hcait  a  clown ; 
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The  churl  in  spirit,  howc'ei-  he  veil 

His  ■want  in  forms  for  fiishioxi'e  sake, 
Will  let  his  coltish  nature  break 

At  seasons  throngh  the  gilded  pale : 

For  who  can  always  act  ?  but  he, 

To  whom  a  thousand  memories  call, 
Not  being  less  but  more  than  all 

The  gentleness  he  seemed  to  be, 

Best  seemed  the  thing  he  was,  and  joined 
Each  office  of  the  social  hour 
To  noble  manners,  as  the  flower 

And  native  growth  of  noble  mind; 


Where  God  and  Nature  a 

And  thus  he  bore  without  abuse 

The  grand  old  name  of  gentleman, 
Defamed  by  every  charlatan, 

And  soiled  with  aU  igxioble  use. 


High  wisdom  holds  my  wisdom  less, 

That  I,  who  gaze  with  temperat*  eyes 
On  glorious  insufficiencies. 

Set  light  by  narrower  perfecimess. 

But  thou,  that  fillcst  all  the  room 
Of  all  mj-  love,  art  reason  why 
I  seem  to  cast  a  careless  eye 

On  souk,  the  lesser  lords  of  doom. 
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For  wliat  ivei-t  thou  ?  some  novel  power 
Sprang  up  forever  at  a  toiioh, 
And  hope  could  never  hope  too  much, 

In  watcMng  thee  from  hour  to  hour, 

La«e  elements  in  order  brought, 

And  tracts  of  eaim  from  tempest  made, 
And  world-wide  fluctuation  swayed 

In  Tassil  tides  that  followed  thought. 


Tib  held  that  aorrow  makes  iia  wise  ;     ' 
Yet  how  much  wisdom  sleeps  with  thee 
Which  not  alone  had  guided  me, 

But  served  the  seasons  that  may  rise ; 

For  can  I  doubt  who  knew  thee  keen 
In  intellect,  with  force  and  skill 
To  strive,  to  fashion,  to  fulfil,— 

I  doubt  not  what  thou  wouldst  have  been : 

A  life  in  civic  action  warmj 

A  soul  on  highest  mission  sent, 

A  potent  voice  of  Parliament, 
A  piUa*  steadfest  in  the  storm. 


Should  licensed  b 

Becoming,  when  the  time  has  birth, 
A  lever  to  uplift  the  earth 

And  roll  it  in  another  course, 

With  thousand  shocks  that  come  and  go. 
With  agonies,  with  enermes. 
With  overtb rowings,  and  with  cries. 

And  undulations  to  and  Iro. 
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Who  loves  not  KnowledM  ?     ^Vho  shall  r^ 
Against  her  beauty  ?     May  she  mix 
With  men  and  prosper !     Who  shall  fix 

Her  pillars  f    Let  her  -work  prevail. 

But  on  her  forehead  site  a  fire ; 

She  sets  her  forward  countenance 
And  leaps  into  the  future  chance, 

Submitting  all  things  to  desire. 

Half-crown  as  yet,  a  child,  and  vMn, — 
She  cannot  fight  the  fear  of  death. 
What  is  she,  cut  from  love  and  fiuth. 

But  some  wild  Pallas  from  the  brain 

Of  Demons  ?  fiery-hot  to  burst 

AU  barriers  in  her  onward  race 

For  power.     Let  her  know  her  place. 

She  is  the  second,  not  the  first. 

A  higher  hand  must  make  her  mild, 
iS  all  be  not  in  vain  ;  and  guide 
Her  footsteps,  moving  side  by  side 

With  wisdom,  like  the  younger  child ; 

For  she  b  earthly  of  the  mind, 

But  wisdom  heavenly  of  the  soul. 
0  friend,  who  oamest  to  thy  goal 

So  Barly,  leaving  me  behind, 

I  would  tlie  great  world  grew  hke  thee 
Wlio  grewest  not  alone  in  power 
And  knowledge,  but  by  year  and  hour 
;e  and  in  charity. 
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)0  IN    MEMOBIAM. 

Now  fades  the  last  long  streai  of  snow, 
Now  burgeons  every  maze  of  quick 
About  the  dowering  squares,  and  thick 

By  ashen  roots  tlie  violets  blow. 

Now  rings  the  woodland  loud  and  long, 
The  distance  takes  a  lovelier  hue, 
And  drowned  in  yonder  living  blue 

The  lark  becomes  a  sightless  song. 

Now  dance  the  lights  on  lawn  and  lea, 
The  flocks  are  whiter  down  the  vale, 
And  milkier  every  milky  sail 

On  winding  stream  or  distant  aea ; 


In  yonder  greening  gleam,  and  fly 
Tlie  happy  birds,  that  change  their  s^ 
To  build  and  brood ;  that  hve  their  Eves 

From  land  to  land ;  and  in  my  breast 
Spring  wakens  too ;  and  my  regret 
Becomes  an  April  violet, 

And  buds  and  blossoms  like  the  rest. 


la  it,  then,  regret  for  buried  time 

That  keenlier  in  sweet  April  wakeg. 
And  meets  the  year,  and  gives  and  takes 

The  colors  of  the  crescent  prime  ? 

Not  all ;  the  songs,  the  stirring  air, 
The  life  rc-orient  out  of  dust, 
Cry  through  the  sense  to  hearten  trust 

In  that  which  made  the  world  so  f£ur. 
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Not  all  regret ;  the  face  will  shine 
Upon  me,  while  I  muse  alone ; 
And  that  dear  Toiee,  I  once  hai 

Sdll  speak  to  me  of  me  and  mine  : 


For  days  of  happy  commune  dead ; 
Less  yeammg  tor  the  friendship  fled, 
Than  some  strong  bond  which  is  to  be. 

O  DAYS  and  hours,  joui'  work  is  this, 
To  hold  me  from  my  proper  place, 
A  little  while  from  his  emhrace. 

For  fuller  gain  of  after  blisa : 

That  out  of  distance  might  ensue 

Desire  of  nearness  doubly  sweet ; 
And  unto  meeting,  when  we  meet, 

Delight  a  hundredfold  aecrue, 

Tor  eyeiy  grain  of  sand  that  runs. 

And  every  span  of  shade  that  steals, 
And  every  kias  of  toothed  wheels, 

And  all  the  courses  of  the  suns. 


Contemplate  all  this  work  of  Time, 
The  giant  laboring  in  his  youth ; 
Nor  dream  of  human  love  and  truth. 

As  dying  Nature's  earth  and  lime ; 

But  trust  tliat  those  we  call  the  dead 
Are  breather's  of  an  ampler  day 
Forevernobler  ends.     They  say, 

The  solid  earth  whereon  we  tread 
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In  tracts  of  flnect  heat  began, 

And  grew  to  seemm"-random  forms, 
The  seeming  prev  of  cyclic  storms. 

Till  at  the  last  arose  the  man ; 

Who  throve  and  branched  from  clime  to  clime, 
The  herald  of  ahi^her  race, 
And  of  himself  in  lii"her  place, 

If  BO  he  type  this  wort  or  time 

WitMn  himself,  from  more  to  more ; 

And,  crowned  with  attributes  of  woe 
Like  glories,  move  his  course,  and  show 

That  life  is  not  as  idle  ore. 

But  iron  dug  from  central  gloom. 

And  heated  hot  with  burning  fears ; 
And  dipped  in  haths  of  hissing  tears. 

And  battered  with  the  shocks  of  doom 

To  shape  and  use.     Arise  and  fly 

The  reeling  Faun,  the  sensual  feast ; 
Move  upward,  working  out  the  beast^ 

And  let  the  ape  and  tiger  die. 

CXVIII. 

Doona,  where  my  heart  was  used  to  beat 
So  quickly,  not  as  one  that  weeps 
I  come  once  more ;  the  city  sleeps ; 

I  smell  the  meadow  in  the  street ; 

I  hear  a  chirp  of  birds ;  I  see 

Betwixt  the  black  fronts  long  withdrawn 
A  light-blue  lane  of  early  dawn, 

And  thuik  of  eariy  days  and  thee, 

And  bless  thee,  for  thy  lips  are  bland. 

And  bright  the  friendship  of  thine  eye ; 
And  in  my  thoughts  with  scarce  a  sigh 

I  take  the  pressure  <tf  thine  hand. 
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I  TRUST  I  liave  not  wasted  breath : 
I  think  we  are  not  wholly  brain, 
Magnetic  mockeries ;  not  in  vain, 

Lite  Paul  with  beasts,  I  fought  with  Death ; 

Not  only  cunning  casts  in  chiy : 

Let  Science  prove  we  are,  and  then 
What  mailers  Science  unto  men. 

At  least  to  me  ?    I  would  not  stay. 

Let  him,  the  wiser  man  who  springs 

Hereafter,  up  from  childhood  shape 
His  action  like  the  greater  ape. 

But  I  was  born  to  other  things. 


Sad  Hesper  o'er  the  buried  sun, 

And  ready,  thou,  to  die  with  him. 
Thou  watehest  all  things  ever  dim 

And  dimmer,  and  a  glory  done  ; 

The  team  is  loosened  ftxim  the  wain, 
The  boat  is  drawn  ujion  the  shore; 
Thou  listenest  to  tlie  closing  door, 

And  hfe  is  darkened  in  the  brain. 

Bright  Phosphor,  fresher  for  the  ni"ht, 

By  thee  the  world's  great  work  is  heard 
Be^nning,  and  the  wakeful  bird ; 

Behind  thee  comes  the  greater  light; 

The  market-boat  is  on  the  stream. 

And  voices  hail  it  from  the  brink ; 
Thou  hear'st  the  village  hammer  clink, 

And  seest  the  moving  of  the  team. 
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Sweet  Hcsper-Phosphor,  double  name 
For  wiiat  is  one,  tlie  first,  tlie  last, 
Thou,  like  my  present  and  my  past, 

Thy  place  ia  changed,  thou  art  the  same. 


0,  WAST  thou  Tvith  me,  dearest,  then, 
While  I  rose  up  against  my  doom, 
And  strove  to  burst  the  folded  glooi 

To  bare  the  eternal  Heavens  again. 


If  thou  wert  with  me,  and  the  grave 
Divide  us  not,  be  witli  ma  now. 
And  enter  in  at  breast  and  brow, 

Til!  all  my  blood,  a  fuller  wave, 

Be  quickened  with  a  livelier  breath, 
And  like  an  inconsiderate  boy, 
As  ia  tbe  former  flash  of  joy, 

1  slip  the  thoughts  of  life  and  death, 

And  all  the  breeze  of  Fancy  blows. 
And  every  dew-drop  paints  a  bow 
The  wizard  Ughtnings  deeply  glow 

And  every  thought  breaks  out  a  rose. 


O  earth,  what  cl 

There  where  the  long  sti 

The  sdliuesB  of  the  central  si 
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Tho  hills  are  shadows,  and  they  flow 

From  form  to  form,  and  nothing  stands ; 
They  melt  like  mist,  the  solid  lands, 

lake  clouds  they  shape  tiemselves  and  ga 

But  in  my  spiiit  will  I  dwell, 

And  dream  my  dream,  and  hold  it  true ; 

For  though  my  lipa  may  breathe  adieu, 
I  cannot  think  the  thing  farewell. 


That  which  we  dare  invoke  to  bless ; 

Our  dearest  faith,  our  gliastliest  doubt ; 

He,  They,  One,  All ;  within,  witliout ; 
The  Power  in  darkness  whom  we  guess ; 


Nor  through  the  questions  men  may  try, 
The  petty  cobwebs  we  have  apun : 


And  hoard  an  ever-breaking  shore 
That  tumbled  in  the  Godless  deep ; 

A  warmth  within  tlie  breast  would  melt 
The  freezing  reason's  colder  part, 
And  like  a  man  in  wrath  the  heart 

Stood  up  and  answered,  "  I  have  felt." 

No,  like  a  child  in  doubt  and  fear ; 

But  that  blind  clamor  made  me  iTiae ; 

Then  was  1  as  a  child  tliat  cries, 
But,  crying,  knows  his  father  near ; 

And  what  I  seem  beheld  again 

What  is,  and  no  man  understands ; 
And  out  of  darkness  came  the  hands 

That  reach  through  nature,  moulding  men. 
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Whatever  I  have  said  or  sung, 

Some  bitter  notes  my  harp  would,  give, 
Tea,  though  there  ottea  seemed  to  live 

A  coatradictloa  on  the  tongue, 

Yet  Hope  had  never  lost  her  youth  ; 

She  did  but  look  throur;h  dimmer  eyes ; 

Or  Love  but  played  with  graoioiis  lies, 
Because  he  felt  so  fixed  in  truth : 

And  if  the  song  were  fuU  of  eare. 

He  breathed  the  spirit  of  the  song  ; 
Add  if  the  words  were  sweet  and  strong, 
He  set  his  royai  signet  there  j 

Abiding  with  me  till  I  sail 

To  seek  thee  on  the  mystic  deeps. 
And  this  eleutrie  force,  that  keepa 

A  thousand  pulses  dancing,  faih 


Love  is  and  was  my  Lord  and  King, 
And  in  his  presence  I  attend 
To  hear  the  tidings  of  my  friend, 

Which  every  hour  his  couriers  bring. 

Love  is  and  was  my  King  and  Lord, 
And  will  be,  though  as  yet  I  keep 
Within  his  court  on  earth,  and  sleep 
d  by  bis  faithful  guard, 


Who  moves  about  from  place  to  place, 
And  whispers  to  the  worlds  of  space 
In  the  deep  night,  that  all  is  well. 
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And  all  is  well,  though  faith  and  form 
Be  sundered  in  the  night  of  fear ; 
Well  roai-3  the  storm  to  those  that  hei 

A  deeper  voi<;e  across  the  stonn, 

Proclwining  soeial  truth  shall  apread, 

And  justice,  ev'n  though  thrice  again 
The  red  fool-fury  of  the  Seine 

Should  pile  her  harncades  with  dead. 

But  ill  for  him  that  wears  a  crown, 
And  him,  the  lazar,  in  his  rags ; 
They  tremble,  tbo  sustaining  crags; 

The  spires  of  ice  are  toppled  down, 

And  molten  up,  and  roar  in  flood ; 
The  fortress  crashes  from  on  high, 
The  brute  earth  lightens  to  the  sky, 

And  the  yast  JKon  sinks  in  blood. 

And  compassed  by  the  fires  of  Hell, 
While  thou,  dear  spirit,  happy  star, 
O'erlook'st  the  tumult  from  afer, 

And  smilest,  knowing  all  is  well. 


The  love  that  rose  on  stronger  wings, 
Unpalsied  when  he  met  with  Death, 
Is  comrade  of  the  lesser  faith 

That  sees  the  course  of  human  things. 

No  doubt,  vast  eddies  in  the  flood 

Of  oniTanl  time  shall  yet  be  made, 
And  throned  races  may  degrade ; 

Yet,  oh  ye  mysteries  of  good.. 
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"Wild  ITours  that  fly  iv-itli  Hope  and  Fear, 
If  all  your  office  had  to  do 
With  old  results  that  look  lie  new, 

If  this  were  all  your  mission  here, 

To  draw,  to  sheathe  a  useless  sword, 

To  fool  the  crowd  with  glorious  lies, 
To  cleave  a  creed  in  sects  and  cries, 

To  change  the  bearing  of  a  word, 

To  shift  an  arbitrary  power, 

To  cramp  the  student  at  his  desk. 
To  make  old  bareness  picturesque 

And  tuft  with  grass  a  feudal  tower ; 

Why  then  my  scorn  might  well  descend 
On  you  and  yours.  I  see  in  part 
That  all,  as  in  some  piece  of  art. 

Is  toil  cooperant  to  an  end. 


DeAn  friend,  far  ofl',  my  lost  desire, 
So  far,  so  near,  in  woe  and  weal ; 
0,  loved  the  most  wiien  most  I  feel 

There  is  a  lower  and  a  higher  ; 

Known  and  unknown,  human,  divine  I 
Sweet  hitman  hand  and  lips  and  eye, 
Dear  heavenly  friend  tliat  canst  not  di« 

Mne,  mine,  forever,  ever  mine  I 

Strai^e  friend,  past,  present,  and  to  be. 
Loved  deeplier,  darklier  understood; 
Behold  I  di-eam  a  dream  of  good 

And  mingle  all  the  world  with  thee. 


rii,y  Google 


CXXIX. 

Tar  vcnce  is  on  the  rolling  air; 

I  hear  thee  where  the  waters  run ; 

Thou  standest  in  the  rising  sun, 
And  in  tlio  setting  thou  art  £iir. 

Wliat  art  thou,  then  7    I  cannot  guess; 
But  thougli  1  soum  in  star  and  flower 
To  feel  tliee,  some  dilTusiye  power, 

I  do  not  tlierefopB  love  thoe  Icaa  ; 

My  love  involves  the  love  before ; 

Bty  loi'e  is  vaster  passion  now ; 

Tbounh  mixed  with  God  and  Nature  thou, 
I  seem  to  love  tlieo  more  and  more. 

Far  off  fliou  art,  but  ever  nigh ; 

I  have  thee  still,  and  I  rejoice ; 

I  prosper,  circled  with  thy  voice ; 
1  shall  not  lose  thee,  though  1  die. 

cxsx. 

0  I.ITIXG  will  that  shalt  endure 

When  all  tliat  seems  shall  suffer  phock, 
Rise  in  the  spiritual  rock, 

Flow  through  our  deeds  and  make  them  pure, 

That  we  may  lift  from  out  the  dust 
A  Toice  as  unto  htm  that  hears, 
A  cry  above  the  conquered  years 

To  one  that  with  us  works,  and  trust, 

With  faith  that  comes  of  self-control. 

The  truths  that  never  can  be  proved 
Until  we  close  with  all  we  loved, 

And  aii  we  flow  from,  soul  in  soul. 
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0  TKUE  and  tried,  so  well  and  long, 
Demand  not  tliou  a  marriage  lay ; 
In  that  it  ia  tliy  marriage  cfey 

la  music  more  tliaii  any  song. 

Nor  have  I  felt  so  much  of  biiss 

Since  first  lie  told  me  tliat  he  loved 
A  dau^liter  of  our  house;  nor  proved 

Since  that  uarlr  day  a  day  like  this ; 

Though  I  since  then  have  numbered  o'er 

Some  thrice  tliree  years :  they  went  and  came 
KemaUe  the  blood  and  changed  the  frame, 

And  yet  is  love  not  less,  but  more ; 

No  longer  caring  to  embalm 

In  ^jnng  songs  a  dcid  regret, 

But  like  a  staliie  solid-set. 
And  moulded  in  colossal  cahn. 

Eegret  is  dead,  but  love  is  more 

Than  in  the  aummera  that  are  flown, 
For  I  myself  with  these  have  grown 

To  something  greater  than  before ; 

Which  makes  appear  the  songs  I  made 
As  echoes  out  of  weaker  times. 
As  half  but  idle  brawling  rhjTnes, 

The  sport  of  random  sun  and  shade. 

But  where  ia  she,  the  bridal  flower, 

That  must  be  mai3o  a  wife  ere  noon? 
She  enters,  glowing  like  the  moon 

Of  Eden  on  ils  bridal  bower : 
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On  me  slie  bends  her  HissM  eyes 

And  then  on  thee ;  they  meet  thy  look, 
And  brighten  like  tbe  star  that  Mook 

Betwixt  tbe  palms  of  paradise. 

O,  when  her  life  was  yet  in  bud, 
He  too  foretold  the  perfect  rose. 
For  thee  she  grew,  for  thee  she  grows 

Forever,  and  as  fmr  as  good. 

And  thou  art  worthy ;  full  of  power ; 
As  jrentle ;  liberal-minded,  great. 
Consistent ;  wearing  all  that  meigbt 

Of  learning  lightly  like  s.  flower. 


And  I  must  give  away  the  bride ; 
She  fears  not,  or  with  thee  beside 
Aod  me  behind  ber,  will  not  fear; 

For  I  that  danced  her  on  my  knee. 

That  watthcd  ber  on  her  nurse's  arm, 
That  shielded  all  her  life  fram  harm, 

At  last  must  part  with  her  to  thee  ; 

Now  waiting  to  be  made  a  wife, 

Her  feet,  my  darling,  on  the  dead; 
Their  pensive  tablets  round  her  head, 

And  the  most  living  words  of  life 

Breathed  in  her  ear.     The  ring  is  on, 


Now  sign  jTJur  names,  whith  shal!  be  read 
Mute  symbols  of  a  joyful  morn, 
By  village  eyes  as  j'et  unborn ; 

The  names  are  signed,  and  ovei'head 
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O  happy  hoi 
With  li 


Besns  the  clash  and  clai^  that  tells 

The  ioy  to  every  -waadering  hreeze; 
The  blmd  wall  roi:k3,  and  on  the  trees 

The  duiid  leaf  trembles  to  the  bells. 

0  happy  hour !  and  happier  hours 
Await  them.    Man;v  a  merry  face 
Salutes  them, — maidens  of  the  place, 

That  pelt  us  in  the  porch  with  flowers. 

y  hour  I  behold  the  bride 
. .  ith  liim  to  whom  her  hand  I  gave. 
They  leave  the  porch,  they  pass  the  grave 
That  has  to-day  its  sunny  side. 

To-day  tl:e  grave  is  bright  for  me. 

For  tliem  the  light  of  life  increased 
Wlio  stay  to  share  the  morning  feast, 

Who  rest  to-night  beade  the  sea. 

Let  all  my  genial  spirits  advance 

To  meet  and  greet  a  whiter  sun ; 
My  drooping  memory  will  not  shun 

The  ibamiag  gi-ape  of  eastern  France. 

It  circles  round,  and  fancy  plays, 

And  hearts  are  warmeu  and  faces  bloom, 
As  drinking  health  to  bride  and  groom. 

We  wish  them  store  of  happy  days. 

Nor  count  tne  all  to  blame  if  I 
Conjecture  of  a  stiller  guest, 
Perchance,  perchance,  among  the  rest, 

And,  though  in  sUenee,  wishing  joy. 

But  they  must  go ;  the  time  draws  on. 

And  those  white-favored  horses  wMt ; 
They  rise,  but  linger,  it  is  late ; 

FareweU,  we  kiss,  and  they  are  gone. 
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A  shade  falls  on  us  like  the  dark 

From  little  cloudlets  on  the  grass, 
But  sweeps  away  as  out  we  pass 

To  range  tlie  woods,  to  roaoi  the  park, 

Biseussing  how  their  courtship  grew, 
And  talk  of  others  that  are  wed, 
And  how  she  looked,  and  what  he  aaid. 

And  bat'k  we  come  at  M  of  dew. 

Again  the  feast,  the  speech,  the  glee. 

The  shade  of  passing  thought,  the  wealth 
Of  words  and  wit,  the  double  health. 

The  crowning  cup,  the  three  times  three, 

And  last  the  dance ; — till  I  retire : 

Dumh  is  tliat  tower  which  spake  so  loud, 
And  high  in  heaven  the  streaming  cloud. 

And  on  the  dawns  a  rising  fire : 

And  rise,  O  moon,  from  j'Onder  down, 
Till  over  down  and  over  dale 
All  night  the  shining  vapor  s£ul 

And  pass  &e  silenlrlighted  town, 

The  wliitc-faccd  halls,  the  glancing  rills. 
And  catch  at  every  mountain  head. 
And  o'er  the  friths  that  branch  and  spread 

Their  sleeping  silver  through  the  hills ; 

And  touch  with  shade  the  bridal  doors. 
With  tender  gloom  the  roof,  the  wall ; 
And  breaking  let  the  splendor  fell 

To  spangle  all  the  happy  shores 

By  which  they  rest,  and  ocean  sounds. 
And,  star  and  system  rolling  past, 
A  soul  shall  draw  from  out  the  vast 

And  strike  his  b«ng  into  hounds. 
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And  act  and  love,  a  closer  link 
Betwixt  u3  and  the  crowning  race 

Of  tliose  that,  eye  to  eye,  aliall  look 

On  knowledge ;  under  whose  commaad 
Is  Eartli  and  Earth's,  and  in  tiieir  hand 

Is  Nature  like  an  open  book ; 

No  longer  half-akin  to  brute. 

For  all  we  thought  and  loved  and  did, 
And  hoped,  and  suffered,  is  but  seed 

Of  what  in  them  is  flower  and  fruit ; 

Whereof  the  man,  that  with  me  trod 
This  planet,  was  a  noble  type, 
Appearin"  ere  the  times  were  ripe,     . 

ThaA  friend  of  miae  who  hvea  in  God, 

That  God,  which  ever  lives  and  loves, 
One  God,  one  law,  one  element, 
And  one  far-off  divine  event, 

To  which  the  whole  creation  moves. 
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I  HATE  tlie  dreadful  hollow  bcliind  the  little  wood, 
Ita  lips  in  the  field  above  are  dabbled  with  blood- 
red  heath, 
The  red-ribb'd  ledges  drip  with  a  silent  horror  of 

And  Echo  there,  whatever  ia   ask'd  her,  answers 
'  Death.' 


For  there  in  the  ghastly  pit  long  since  a.  body  was 

His  who  had  given  me  life— O  father  I  O  God  I 

was  it  well  ?  — 
Mangled,  and  flatten'd,  and  orush'd,  and  dinted  into 

the  ground; 
There  yet  lies  the  rock  that  fell  with  him  when  he 

fell. 


Did  he  fling  himself  down  ?  who  knows  ?  for  a  vast 

speculation  had  iailM, 
And  ever  he  mutter'd  and   madden'd,  and   over 

wann'd  with  despair, 
And  out  he  walk'd  when  the  wind  like  a  broken 

worldling  waii'd, 
And  the  flying  gold  of  the  ruin'd  woodlands  drove 

thro'  the  air. 
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I  remember  the  time,  for  the  roots  of  my  hair  were 

stlrr'd 
By  a  shudlisd  ste^,  by  a  duad  Height  trail'd,  by  a 

■whisper'd  fright, 
And  my  pulses  closed  their  gates  with  a  shock  od 

my  heart  as  I  heard 
The   shnll-ed^ed   shriek   of  a'  mother  divide  the 

shuddering  night 


Tjllany  somewhere  1  whose  ?      Ona  says,  we  ar. 

villains  ail. 
Kot  he ;  his  honest  fame  should  at  least  by  me  h 

But  that  old  man,  now  lord  of  the  broad  estate  am 

the  Hkll, 
Dropt  off  gorged  from  a  scheme  that  had  left  u 

flaccid  and  drain'd. 


Pickpockets,  each  hand  iusting  for  ail  that  is  not  it 
And  lust  of' gain,  in  the  spirit  of  Cain,  is  it  bette 
Than  the  heart  of  the  citizen  hissing  in  war  on  hi 


But  tliese  are  the  days  of  advance,  the  works  of 

the  men  of  mind, 
Wheu  who  hut  a  fool  woidd  have  faith  in  a  trades- 
Is  it  peace  or  war  V     Civil  war,  as  I  think,  and  that 

of  a  kind 
The  viler,  as  underhand,  not  openly  hearing   the 
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Sooner  or  later  I  too  ut'iy  passively  fake  the  print 
Of  the   golden  ago— wliy  not?    I  liave   neither 

hope  nor  trust ; 
May  make  my  heart  aa  a  millstone,  set  my  face  as 


Peace  sitting  under  her  olirc,  and  slurring  the  days 

gone  by, 
When  the  poor  are  hovell'd  and  hustled  together, 

each  sex,  like  swine, 
When  only  the  ledger  lives,  and  whea  on!y  not  all 

Peace   in    her   vineyard — yes ! — but  a    compauy 
forges  the  wine. 

10. 
And  the  vitriol  madness  flushes  up  in  the  rulHaii's 

Tdl   the   filtliy  by-lane   rings   to  the   yell   of  the 

trampled  wife. 
While  chalk  and  alum  and  plaster  are  sold  to  the 

poor  for  bread, 
And  the  spirit  of  murder  works  in  the  very  means 

of  life. 


And  Sleep  must  lie  down  arm'd,  for  the  vUlanous 

centre-bits 
Grind  on  the  wakeful  ear  in  the  hush  of  the  mooii- 

While  another  is  clieating  the  sick  of  a  few  last 

gasps,  aa  ho  sits 
To  pestle  a  poison'd   poison   behind  his  crimson 
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Wten  a  Mammonite  motlier  kills  iier  tabe  for  a 

burial  (ee, 
And  Timour-Mammon  grins  on  a  pile  of  children's 

Is  it  peace  or  war  ?  better,  war  1  loud  war  by  land 

and  by  sea, 
War  with  a  thousand  batllea,  and  sbakiug  a  bun- 

dred  thrones. 


For  I  trust  if  an  enemy's  fleet  came  yonder  round 
by  the  hill, 

And  the  rushing  battle-bolt  sang  from  the  three- 
decker  out  of  the  foam. 

That  the   smooth-faced   snub-nosed    rogue   would 
leap  from  hie  counter  and  till, 

And  strike,  if  he  could,  were  it  but  with  his  cheat- 
ing yard-wand,  home. 
14. 


Rather  than  hold  by  the  law  that  I  made,  never- 
more to  brood 

On  a  horror  of  shattei'd  limbs  and  a  wretched 
swindler's  lie  ? 

15. 

Would  there  be  sorrow  for  me  f  there  was  hve  in 

the  passionate  shriek, 
Love  for  the  alent  thing  tliat  liad  made  false  hast* 

to  the  graye — 
Wrapt  in  a  doak,  as  I  saw  him,  and  thought  he 

would  rise  and  speak 
And  rave  at  the  be  and  the  liar,  ah  God,  as  he 
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16. 

1  am  sick  of  the  Hall  and  the  LM,  I  am  slek  of 

the  moor  and  the  maio. 
Why  should  I  stay  ¥  can  a  sweeter  chance  ever 

0,  having  the  nerves  of  motion  as  well  as  the 

nerves  of  pain, 
Were  it  not  wLte  if  I  fled  from  the  place  and  the 

pit  and  the  fear  'I 

17. 
There   are   workmen   up  at   the   Hall:   they  aie 

comin"  back  from  abroad ; 
The  dark  old  place  will  be  gilt  by  the  touch  of  a 

I  have  heard,  1  know  not  whence,  of  the  singular 

beautj'  of  Maud ; 
I  play'd  with  the  girl  when  a  child ;  she  promised 

then  to  be  fair. 


Maud  ■with  her  venturous  climbings  and  tumbles 

and  cliildish  escapes, 
Maud  the  delight  of  the  village,  the  ringing  joy  of 

the  Hall, 
Mand  with  her  sweet  purse-mouth  when  my  father 

dandled  the  grapes, 
Maud  the  beloved  of  my  mother,  the  moon-faeed 

darling  of  all, — 

19. 
What  is  she  now  ?    My  dreams  are  bad.     She  may 

No,  there  is  fatter  game  on  the  moor ;  she  will  let 

Thanks,  for  the  fiend  best  knows  whether  woman 

I  mil  bury  myself  in  my  books,  and  the  Devil  may 
pipe  to  his  owu. 
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LoNO  have  I  sigh'd  for  a  calm  i  God  grant  I  may 

find  it  at  last ! 
It  will  never  be  broken  by  Maud,  she  has  neither 

savor  nor  salt, 
Bat  a  cold  and  clear-cut  fate,  as  I  found  when  her 

carriage  past, 
Perfectly  beautiful :  let  it  be  |rj-anted  her ;  whero 

isthefiiult? 
All  that  I  saw  (for  her  eyes  were  downcast,  not  to 

be  seen) 
Faultily  faultless,  idly  regular,  splendidly  null. 
Dead  perfection,  no  more ;  nothing  more,  if  it  had 

not  been 
For  a  chance  of  travel,  a  paleness,  an  hour's  defect 

of  the  rose. 
Or  an  underlip,  you  may  call  it  a  little  too  ripe, 

too  lull, 
Or  the   least   little   delicate   aquiline  curve   in  a 


Cold  and  clear-cut  face,  why  come  you  so  cruelly 

meek, 
BreakJxi"  a  slumber  in  which  all  spleenful  folly  was 

d)-own'd, 
Pile  with  the  golden  beam  of  an  eyelash  dead  on 

the  cheet, 
PasMonless,  pale,  cold  fece,  slar-sweet  on  a  gloom 

profound ; 
Womanlike,  taking  revenge  too  deep  for  a  tran- 

Done  but  in  thought  to  your  beauty,  and  ever  as 

pale  as  before 
Growing  and  Aiding  and  growing  upon  me  without 

a  sound, 
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Lnmincraa,  gemlike,  ghosllike,  deathlike,  half  the 
Growing  and  fading  and  growing,  till  I  could  bear 

But  arose,  and  all  by  myself  in  my  own  dart  gar- 
den ground, 

listening  now  to  the  tide  in  its  broad-flung  ship- 
■wTecking  i-oar. 

How  to  the  scream  of  a  madden'd  beiich  dragg'd 
down  by  the  wave, 

Wali'd  in  a  wintry  wind  by  a  ghastly  glimmer,  and 

The  shmmg  daffodd  deid  and  Orion  low  in  his 


A  Mix-LiiN  em«icdd^  bri_il.  from  the  ruby-budded 

In   the   little   groie  where   I   sit — ah,   wherefore 

cinnot I  be 
Ijke  things  of  the  season  gay,  lite  the  bountiful 

Wlen  the  far-off  sail  is  blown  by  the  breeze  of  a 

softer  clime, 
Half-lost  in  the  liquid  azure  bloom  of  a  crescent 


mage  i 


g  of  the 


Below  me,  there,  is  the  village,  and  loots  how  quiet 

and  small ! 
And  yet  bubbles  o'er  lite  a  city,  with  gossip,  scandal, 

and  spite ; 
And  Jack  on  his  ale-house  bench  has  as  many  lies 

And  here  on  the  landward  ride,  by  a  red  root, 
glimmers  the  Hall; 
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And  lip  in  the  Hsh  HaJl-sarden  I  see  her  pass  like 

alight;  ^ 

But  sorrow  seize  me  if  ever  that  Kght  be  my  leading 


When  have  I  bow'dto  her  father,  the  wrinkled  head 

ofthorace? 
met  her  to-daj  with  her  brother,  hut  not  to  her 

brother  I  bow'd ; 
I  boiv'd  to  liis  lady-sister  as  she  rode  hy  on  the 

But  the  fire  of  a  foolish   pride   flash'd   OTcr   her 

beautiful  face. 
O  child,  you  ■wrong  your  beauty,  believe  it,  in  being 

Tour  father  has   weidth   well-gotten,   and    I   am 
nameless  and  poor. 


1  keep  but  a  man  and  a  maid,  ever  ready  to  slander 

and  steal ; 
I  know  it,  and  smile  a  hard-set  smile,  like  a  atoie,  or 

like 

,  and  let  the  world  have   its 


For  nature  is  one  with  rapine,  a  harm  no  preacher 

The  Mayfly  is  torn  by  the  swallow,  the  sparrow 

spear'd  hj-  the  shrike, 
And  the  whole  httle  wood  where  I  at  is  a  world  of 

plunder  and  prey. 


ire  puppets,  Man  in  his  pride,  and  Beauty  (Mr 

in  her  flower ; 
'e  move  ourselves,  or  are  moved  by  an  unseen 

hand  at  a  game 
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That  pushes  ns  off  from  the  board,  and  others  ever 

euirceed  ? 
All  yet,  wo  cannot  be  kind  to  each  other  here  for 

We  whisper,  and  hint,  and  chuckle,  and  m-in  at  a 

brother's  shame ;  " 

lljwever  we   brave  it  out,  we   men   are   a  little 


A  mo^hvus  eft  was  of  old  the  Lord  and  Master  of 

Earth,' 
For  hira   did   his  high   sun   flMne,  and   his   river 

billowin™  ran. 
And  he  felt  himself  in  his  force  to  be  Nature's 

crowning  race. 
As  nine  months  go  to  die  sliaping  an  infant  ripe  for 

his  birth, 
So  many  a  million  of  ages  have  gone  to  the  making 

He  now  is  first,  but  is  ho  the  last  ?  is  ho  not  too 


The  man  of  science  himself  is  fonder  of  glory,  and 

An  eye  well-practised  in  nature,  a  sp  Jrit  bounded 

and  poor ; 
The  pasaonate  heart  ofthe  poet  is  whirl'd  into  folly 

I  would  not  marvel  at  either,  but  keep  a  temperate 

For  not  to  desire  or  admire,  if  a  man  could  leam  it, 

Than  to  walk  all  day  like  the  sultan  of  old  in  a 
garden  of  spice. 
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For  the  diift  of  tbe  Maker  h  dark,  an  laia  hid  bj 

Wto  knows  the  ways  of  tlie  world,  how  God  will 

bring  tliein  about  ? 
Our  planet  IS  one,  tlie  suns  are  many,  the  world  is 

Shall  I  weep  if  a  Poland  M  ?  shall  I  shriek  if  a 
Hungary  fail  ?  , 

Or  an  infant  civilization  be  ruled  with  rod  or  with 
knout  ?  . 

I  have  not  made  the  world,  and  He  that  made  it 
will  guide. 

9. 
Be  mine  a  philosopher's  life  in  the  quiet  woodland 


Where  if  I  cannot  be  gay  let  a  paaMonleas  peace  be 
iff  from  the 


Far  off  from  the  clamor  of  liars  belled  in  the  hubbub 


From  the  long-neck'd  geese  of  the  world  that  are 

ever  hisfdng  diepriuse 
Because  their  natures  are  little,  and,  whether  he 

Where  each  man  walks  with  lus  head  in  a  cloud  of 


And  most  of  aU  would  I  flee  from  the  cruel  madness 
The  honey  of  poiaon-flowera  and  aU  the  measureleaa 

Ah  Maud,  you  milk-white  fawn,  you  are  all  nnmeet 

for  a  wife. 
Tour  mother  is  mute  in  her  grave  as  her  image  m 

marble  above ; 
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Your  father  is  ever  in  London,  you  wander  about 

Tou  have  but  fed  on  tJie  roses,  and  lain  in  tke  liljys 
of  life. 


A  VOICE  bj  the  cedar  tree, 

In  the  meadow  under  iJie  Ilall ! 

She  is  anginff  an  air  that  is  known  to  mei 

A  paa^onate  Dallad  gallant  and  gay, 

A  martin  song  like  a  trumpet's  call ! 

Singing  alone  in  the  morning  of  life, 

In  flie  ha[>py  morning  of  life  and  of  May, 

Singing  of  men  that  in  battle  array, 

Eemly  in  heart  and  ready  in  hand, 

Mai-ah  with  banner  and  bugle  and  flfe 

To  the  death,  for  their  native  laud. 

2. 
Maud  with  her  exquisite  lace. 
And  wild  voice  pealing  up  to  the  sunny  sky. 
And  feet  like  sunny  ffems  on  an  English  green, 
Maud  in  the  light  of  her  youth  and  her  grace, 
SingJQg  of  Death,  aiid  ofllonor  that  cannot  die, 
Tilll  well  could  weep  for  a  time  so  sordid  and  mean 
And  myself  so  languid  and  base. 


Mence,  beautiful  voice ! 

Be  still,  for  you  only  trouble  the  mind 

With  a  joy  in  whifh  I  cannot  rejcdce, 

A  glory  I  shall  not  find, 

8tm !  I  will  hear  you  no  more, 

For  your  sweetness  hardly  leaves  me  a  choice 

But  to  move  to  the  meadow  and  lall  before 

Her  feet  on  the  meadow  grass,  and  adore. 

Not  her,  who  is  neither  courtly  nor  kind, 

Not  her,  not  her,  but  a  voice. 
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MoRSisG  arises  slovmy  nnii  pale, 

No  sun,  but  A  waanisli  glare 

In  fold  upon  fold  of  hueless  cloud, 

And  the  budded  peaks  of  the  wood  are  boVd 

Cau"ht  and  cuff 'd  by  the  gale  : 

I  had  fencied  it  would  be  fair. 

2. 

Whom  but  Maud  should  I  meet 

Last  night,  when  the  sunset  bum'd 

On  the  Dlossom'd  gable-ends 

At  the  head  of  the  village  street, 

Whom  but  Maud  should  I  meet '? 

And  she  touch'd  my  hand  with  a  smile  so  sweel 

She  made  me  dirino  amends 

For  a  courtesy  not  retum'd. 


And  thus  a  delicate  spark 
Of  glowing  and  growmg  li^ht 
Thro'  the  fivelong  hoars  olthe  dark 
Kept  itself  warm  in  the  heart  of  my  di 
Beady  to  burst  in  a  eolor'd  flame ; 
Till  at  last  when  the  morning  came 
In  a  oloud,  it  feded,  and  seems 
But  an  ashen-gray  delight. 

What  if  with  her  sunny  hdr, 

And  smile  as  sunny  as  cold, 

She  meant  to  weave  me  a  snare 

Of  some  coquettish  deceit, 

Cleopatra-!iie  as  of  old 

To  entangle  me  when  we  met 

To  have  her  Uon  roll  in  a  alken  net 

And  fawn  at  a  victor's  feet 
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Ah,  what  shall  I  bo  at  fifty 

Should  Nature  teop  me  alive. 

If  I  find  the  world  so  bittur 

When  I  am  but  twenty-five  ? 

Yet,  if  she  were  not  a  clieat, 

If  Maud  were  all  that  she  seera'd, 

And  her  smile  were  all  that  I  dream'd. 

Then  the  woHd  were  not  so  bitter 

But  a  smile  could  make  it  sweet. 


What  if  tho'  her  eye  scem'd  full 
Of  a  kind  intent  to  me. 
What  if  that  dand)--dospot,  he, 
That  jewell'd  mass  of  miUineiy, 
That  oil'd  and  eurl'd  Assj'rian  Boll 
Smelling  of  musk  and  of  insolence. 
Her  brother,  from  whom  I  keep  aloof; 
Who  wants  the  finer  polide  sense 
To  mask,  tho'  but  in  his  own  behoof; 
With  a  glaBBj  amilu  hia  brutal  scorn — 
What  if  he  had  told  her  yester-mora 
How  prettily  for  his  own  sweet  sake 
A  face  of  tenderness  might  be  feign'd, 
And  a  moist  mirage  in  desert  eyes, 
That  so,  when  the  rotten  hustings  shake 
In  anolher  month  to  his  brazen  Ues, 
A  wretched  vote  may  be  gain'd. 

7. 
For  a  raven  ever  croaks,  at  my  Mde, 
Keep  watch  and  wai-d,  keep  watch  and  ward, 
Or  tbou  wilt  prove  tlieir  tool. 
Yea  too,  myself  from  mj-self  I  guard, 
For  often  a  man's  own  angry  pride 
Ta  cap  and  bells  for  a  fooL 
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Perhaps  the  smile  and  tender  tone 

Came  out  of  her  pitying  womanliood, 

"       n  I  not,  am  I  not,  here  alone 


o  many  a 


My  mother,  who  ivaa  so  gentle  and  good  ? 
Living  alone  in  an  empty  house, 
Here  half-hid  in  the  gleaming  wood. 
Where  I  hear  the  dead  at  middaj;  moan, 
And  the  shrieking  rush  of  the  wainscet  mouset 
And  ray  own  sad  name  in  comers  cried, 
When  the  shiver  of  dancing  leaves  is  thrown 
About  its  echoing  chambers  wide, 
"nil  a  morbid  bate  and  horror  have  grown 
Of  a  world  in  which  I  have  hardly  mist, 
And  a  morbid  eating  lichen  fist 
On  a  heart  half-turn'd  tg  stone. 
9. 

0  heart  of  stone,  are  you  flesh,  and  caught 
By  that  you  swore  to  withstand  ? 

For  what  was  it  else  within  me  wrought 
But,  I  fear,  the  new  strong  wins  of  love. 
That  made  mv  tongue  so  stammer  and  trip 
When  I  saw  the  treasured  splendor,  her  hand 
Come  sliding  out  of  lier  sacred  glove. 
And  the  sunlight  broke  from  her  lip  ? 
10. 

1  have  play'd  with  ber  when  a  child ; 
She  remembers  it  now  we  meet. 

Ah  well,  well,  well,  I  maj-  be  beguiled 
By  some  coquettish  deceit. 
Yet,  if  she  were  not  a  cheat, 
If  Maud  were  all  that  she  seem'd, 
And  her  smile  had  all  that  I  dream'd, 
Then  the  world  were  not  so  bitter 
■  Bnt  a  amUe  could  make  it  sweet. 
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Did  I  hear  it  half  in  a  doze 
Lon^  since,  I  know  not  where? 

Did  I  aream  it  an  hour  ago, 

When  asleep  in  this  arm-chair  1 


Men  were  drinking  together, 

IMnking  and  talkinn  of  me ; 

'  Well,  if  it  prove  a  girl,  the  boy 

Will  have  plenty ;  so  let  it  be/ 


la  it  an  echo  of  something 
Read  with  a  hoj-'s  delight, 

Viziers  noddin"  together 
In  some  Ai-abiaii  night  ? 


Strange,  that  I  hear  two  men, 
Somewhere,  talking  of  me ; 

'  Well,  if  it  prove  a  girl,  my  boy 
Will  have  plenty :  so  let  it  be.' 


She  came  to  the  village  church, 

And  sat  by  a  pillar  alone ; 

An  angel  watching  an  urn 

Wept  over  her,  carved  in  stone ; 

And  once,  but  once,  she  lified  her  eyes. 

And  suddenly,  sweetly,  strangely  blnsh'd 

To  find  they  were  met  by  my  own  ; 

And  suddenly,  sweetly,  my  heart  beat  strongc 

And  thicker,  until  I  haard  no  longer 

The  anowy-banded,  dilettante. 
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Delicate-handed  priest  intone ; 

And  tIiou"]it,  is  it  pride,  and  muaed  and  sigL'd 

'  No  surely,  now  it  cannot  be  pride.* 


1  WAS  walldng  a  mile, 
More  than  a  mile  from  the  shore, 
The  sun  look'd  out  with  a  snale. 
Betwixt  the  cloud  and  the  moor, 
And  ridiu"  at  set  of  day 
Over  the  dark  moor  land, 
Kapidly  riding  far  away. 
She  waved  to  me  with  her  hand. 
There  were  two  at  her  side. 
Something  flasli'd  in  the  sun, 
Down  by  the  hill  1  saw  them  ride, 
In  a  moment  they  were  gone  ; 
Like  a  sudden  spark 
Struck  vainly  in  the  night, 
And  back  returns  the  (fcrk 
With  no  more  hope  of  light. 


Sick,  am  I  sick  of  a.  jealous  dread  ? 
Was  not  one  of  the  two  at  her  side 
This  new-mado  lord,  whose  splendor  plncks 
The  slavish  hat  from  the  villager's  head  ? 
Whose  old  grandfether  has  lately  died. 
Gone  to  a  Hacker  pit,  for  whom 
Grimv  nakedness  dra™;ing  his  trucks 
And  laying  his  trams  m  a  poison'd  ^loom 
Wrought,  till  he  crept  from  a  gutted  mine 
Master  of  half  a  servile  shire. 
And  left  his  coal  all  tura'd  into  gold 
To  a  grandson,  first  of  bis  noble  line, 
lUch  m  the  grace  all  women  de^e. 
Strong  in  the  power  that  all  men  adore. 
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Anil  simper  and  aet  their  voices  lower, 
And  soAuD.  as  if  to  a.  girl,  and  hold 
Awe-striiiken  breathe  at  a  work  divine, 
Seeing  his  gewgaw  castle  shine, 
New  as  his  title,  built  last  year. 
There  amid  perky  larches  and  pine. 
And  over  the  sullen-purple  moor 
(Loolt  at  it)  pricking  a  coi^kney  ear. 


What,  has  he  found  ray  jewel  out  ? 
For  one  of  the  two  that  rode  at  her  side 
Bound  for  the  Hall,  I  am  sure  was  he : 
Bound  for  the  Hall,  and  I  think  for  a  bride. 
Blithe  would  her  brothor'a  acceptance  be. 
Maud  could  be  gracious  too,  no  doubt, 
To  a  lord,  a,  captain,  a  padded  shape, 
A  bought  commis^on,  a  waxen  face, 
A  rabbit  mouth  that  is  ever  agape — 
Bought  ?  what  is  it  he  cannot  buy  ? 
And  therefore  splenetic,  persontd,  base, 
A  wounded  thing  wilh  a  rancorous  cry, 
At  war  with  myself  and  a  wri!t<;hed  race. 
Sick,  sick  to  the  heart  of  life,  am  L 


Last  week  came  one  to  the  county  town, 
To  preach  our  poor  little  army  down. 
And  play  the  name  of  the  despot  kings, 
Tho'  the  state  lias  done  it  and  thrice  as  well  i 
This  broad-brimm'd  hawker  of  holy  things, 
Whose  ear  is  stuff 'd  wilh  'his  cotton,  and  rings 
Eyen  in  dreams  to  the  chink  of  his  pence, 
This  huckster  put  down  war  1  can  he  tell 
IVhether  war  be  a  cause  or  a  consequence  ¥ 
rut  down  the  passions  that  make  earth  Hell ! 
Down  witli  amliition,  avarice,  pride, 
Jealousy,  down  I  cut  off  irom  the  mind 
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The  bitter  springs  of  anger  and  fear; 
Down  too,  down  U  your  own  flreMde, 
With  the  ovil  U 
For  each  ii 


uiigue  and  the  evil  ear, 
isar  with  mankind. 


I  wish  I  could  hear  again 

The  chivalrous  battle-song 

That  she  warbled  alone  in  her  joy  I 

I  might  persuade  myself  then 

She  would  not  do  herself  this  great  w 

To  take  a  wanton  dissolute  boy 

For  a  man  aud  leader  of  men. 


Ah  Giod,  for  a  man  with  heart,  head,  hand, 
Like  some  of  the  simple  great  ones  gone 
Forever  and  pi'er  by, 
One  still  strong  man  in  a  blatant  land. 
Whatever  they  call  him,  what  care  I, 
Aristocrat,  democrat,  autocrat— one 
Who  can  rule  and  dare  not  lie. 


1. 

0  LET  the  solid  ground 

Not  fail  beneath  my  feet 
Before  my  life  has  found 

What  some  have  found  so  ! 
jThen  let  come  what  come  may, 
What  matter  if  1  go  mad, 

1  shall  iiave  had  my  day. 
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Before  I  am  quite  quite  surt 
l^t  there  is  one  to  love 
Then  let  come  what  come  ir 
To  a  life  tliat  lias  been  so  sa 
I  shall  have  had  my  day. 


BiKDS  in  the  high  Hall-^rden 
\VIien  twilight  was  falling, 

Maud,  Maud,  Maud,  Maud, 

They  were  crying  and  calling 


Where  was  Maud  ?  in  our  wood ; 

And  I,  who  else,  was  with  hei 
Gathering  woodland  lilies, 

Myriads  blow  together. 


Birds  in  our  wood  sang 

Kinging  thro'  the  valleys, 

Maud  is  here,  here,  here 
In  among  the  lilies. 


I  kiss'd  her  slender  hand. 

She  took  the  kiss  sedately; 

Maud  is  not  seventeen, 

But  she  is  tall  and  stately. 
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I  know  the  way  slie  went 

Homo  with  her  niaitlan  pos)-, 
For  Lor  fuet  have  toucli'd  the  meadows 

Anil  liift  the  (husiea  rosy. 
7, 
Birds  in  the  high  Hall-gardea 

Were  crying  and  calling  to  her, 
Where  is  Maud,  Maud,  Maud, 

One  is  come  to  woo  her. 


liook,  a  horse  at  the  door, 

And  litde  King  Charles  in  snarling, 
Go  back,  my  lord,  across  tlio  moor, 

You  are  not  her  darling. 


Scorn'd,  to  be  scom'd  by  one  that  I  scorn, 

Ib  that  a,  matter  to  make  me  fret '? 

That  a  calami^  hard  to  be  borne  ? 

Well,  he  may  live  to  hate  me  yet. 

Pool  that  I  am  to  be  vest  with  his  pride ! 

Ipast  him,  I  was  crossing  his  lands ; 

He  stood  on  tlie  path  a  bttle  aside ; 

His  face,  as  I  srant,  in  spite  of  epite, 

Has  a  broad-bfowu  comeliness,  red  and  white, 

And  six  feet  two,  as  I  think,  he  stands ; 

But  his  essences  tarn'd  the  live  <'ur  sick, 

And  barbarous  opulence  jewel-thick 

Suun'd  itself  on  lus  breast  and  his  hands. 


Who  shall  call  me  ungentle,  unfair, 
I  long'd  ao  heartily  then  and  tbere 
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Stopt,  and  then  with  a  riding-whip 
Leisurely  tapping  a  glossy  boot, 
And  curving  a  contumelious  lip, 
Gorgonised  me  from  head  to  foot 
Wita  a  stony  British  stare. 


Why  dta  he  here  in  his  fether'e  chair  ? 
ITiat  old  man  never  oomes  to  his  plaue : 
Shall  I  believe  him  ashamed  to  be  seen  ? 
For  only  once,  in  the  village  street, 
Last  j'ear,  I  caught  a  glimpse  of  his  ikce, 
A  gray  old  wolf  and  a  lean. 
Scarcely,  now,  would  I  call  him  a  cheat; 
For  then,  perhaps,  as  a  child  of  deoeit, 
She  miVht  by  a  true  descent  be  untme ; 
And  lUaud  is  as  true  as  Maud  is  sweet : 
Tho'  I  fancy  her  sweetness  only  dne 
To  the  sweeter  blood  by  the  other  side ; 
Her  mother  has  bean  a  thing  complete, 
However  she  came  to  be  so  allied. 

And  feir  without,  fitithi'ul  within, 

Maud  to  him  is  nothing  akin : 

Some  peculiar  mystic  grace 

Made  her  only  the  child  of  her  mother. 

And  beap'd  the  whole  inherited  sin 

On  that  huge  scapegoat  of  the  race, 

All,  all  upon  the  nrother. 

4. 
Peace,  anCTy  spirit,  and  let  him  be  I 
Has  not  hia  sister  smiled  on  me  ? 
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Macd  has  a  gaixleii  of  roses, 
And  lilies  iair  on  a  lawn ; 
There  she  walks  in  her  state 
And  tends  upon  bed  and  bower, 
And  thither  I  climb'd  at  dawn 
And  stood  by  her  garden-^ate ; 
A  lion  ramps  at  the  top, 
He  is  claspt  by  a  passion-flower. 

Maud'a  own  little  oak-room 

gVhich  Maud,  like  a  precious  stone 
it  in  the  heart  of  the  carven  gloom. 
Lights  with  herself,  when  alone 
She  ats  by  her  music  and  books, 
And  her  brother  lingers  late 
With  a  roystering  eompany)  looks 
Upon  Maud's  own  garden  gate : 
And  I  thought  as  I  stood,  if  a  hand,  aa  wlute 
As  ocean-foam  in  the  moon,  were  liud 
On  the  hasp  of  the  window,  and  my  Delight 
Had  a  sudden  deare,  like  a^lorious  ghost,  to  glide 
Like  a  beam  of  the  seventh  Heaven,  down  to  my  side. 
There  were  but  a  step  to  be  made. 


The  fancy  flatter'd  my  mind. 
And  i^m  seem'd  overbold ; 
Now  1  thought  that  she  cared  for  me. 
Now  I  (bought  she  was  kind 
Only  because  she  was  cold. 

4. 
I  heard  no  sound  where  I  stood 
But  the  rivulet  on  from  the  lawn 
Running  down  to  my  own  dark  wood ; 
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Or  tie  voice  of  tlie  lon^  sea-wave  as  it  swell'd 

Now  and  then  in  the  dim-gray  dawn ; 

But  I  look'd,   and  round,  all  round   tto  house  T 

beheld 
The  death-white  curtain  drawn ; 
Felt  a  horror  over  me  creep, 
Prickle  my  skin  and  catch  my  breath, 
Knew  that  the  death-white  curtain  meant  but  deep, 
Yet  I  ahudder'd  and  thought  like  a  fool  of  the  sleep 

of  death. 


So  dark  a  mind  within  me  dwells, 

And  I  make  myself  such  evil  cheer. 

That  if  I  be  dear  to  some  one  else. 

Then  some  one  else  may  have  much  to  ft 

But  if  I  be  dear  to  some  one  else, 

Then  I  should  be  to  inrself  more  dear. 

Shall  1  not  take  care  of  all  diat  I  think, 

Yea,  ev'n  of  wretched  meat  and  drink. 

If  I  be  dear. 

If  I  be  dear  to  some  one  else. 


This  lump  of  earth  has  left  his  estate 

The  lighter  by  the  loss  of  his  weight ; 

And  so  that  he  find  what  he  went  to  seek. 

And  fulsome  Pleasure  clo"  him,  and  drown 

i  Is  heart  in  the  gross  mud-honey  of  town, 

1 !  1!  may  stay  for  a  year  who  has  gone  for  a  wt 

iiut  this  is  the  day  when  I  must  speak, 

And  I  see  my  Oread  coming  down, 

o  ;Ms  is  the  day  I 

O  1,.  ,\utiful  creature,  what  am  I 

'i  iiat  1  dare  to  look  her  way ; 

'l.'hiuk  I  may  hold  dominion  sweet, 

;  orii  of  the  pulse  that  is  lord  of  her  breast, 
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And  drisam  of  her  beauty  with  tender  dread, 
prom  the  delicate  Arab  arch  of  her  feet 
To  the  grace  (hat,  bright  and  light  as  the  crest 
Of  a  pcacotk,  sila  on  her  shining  head, 
And  ske  knows  it  not :  O,  if  she  knew  it, 
To  know  her  beauty  might  half  undo  it. 
I  know  it  the  one  Might  thing  to  save 
My  yet  young  life  in  the  wilda  of  Time, 
Perhaps  from  madness,  perhaps  from  crime, 
Perhaps  from  a  selSsh  grave. 


What,  if  she  be  ftsten'd  to  this  fool  lord. 

Dare  I  bid  her  abide  by  her  word  ? 

Should  I  love  her  so  well  if  she 

Had  given  her  word  to  a  thing  so  low  ? 

Shall  I  love  her  as  well  if  she 

Can  break  her  word  were  it  even  for  me  ? 

I  trust  that  it  is  not  so. 


Catch  not  my  breath,  O  clamorous  heart, 
Let  not  my  tongue  be  a  tlirall  to  ray  eye, 


Go  not,  happy  day. 
From  the  shining  fiehis. 
Go  not,  hajjpy  day, 
Till  the  maiden  yields. 
Rosy  is  the  West, 
Bosy  is  the  South, 
Roses  are  her  cheeks, 
And  a  rose  her  mouth. 
Wlien  the  happy  Yes 
Faltei-s  from  her  lips, 
Pass  and  blush  the  news 
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Over  blowing  seae, 
Oret  seas  at  reat, 
Pass  the  happy  newg, 
Blusliittliro'the  West; 
■nil  the  red  man  daMCt 
By  his  red  cedar  tree, 
And  the  red  man's  babe 
Leap,  beyond  the  sea. 
Blu^  from  West  to  East, 
Blush  from  East  to  West, 
HU  the  West  is  Bast, 
Blush  it  thro'  the  West. 
Bosy  is  the  West, 
Rosy  is  the  South, 
Eoses  are  her  cheeks, 
And  a  rose  her  mouth. 


I  HAVE  led  her  home,  my  love,  my  only  friend. 

There  is  none  like  her,  none. 

And  never  yet  so  warmly  ran  my  blood 

And  sweetly,  on  and  on 

Calming  itself  to  the  long-wish'd-for  end. 

Full  to  the  banks,  elose  on  the  promised  good. 


None  like  her,  none. 

Just  now  the  dry-tongued  laurels'  pattering  talk 

Seem'd  her  light  £i»t  alon^  the  garden  waDi:, 

And  shook  my  heart  to  tlimk  she  comes  once  more ; 

But  even  then  I  heard  her  close  the  door. 

The  gates  of  Heaven  are  closed,  and  she  is  gone. 
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0,  art  thou  sigMng  for  Lebanon 

In  the  long  breeze   that   streams  to  thy  delicious 

East, 
Sighing  for  Lebanon, 

Dark  cedar,  tho'  thy  limbs  have  here  increased, 
Upon  a  pastoral  slope  as  fair, 
And  lookin"  to  tho  South,  and  fed 
With  honeyed  lain  and  delicate  air. 
And  haunted  by  the  starry  head 
Of  her  whose  "cntle  will  has  changed  my  fate. 
And  made  my  life  a  perfumed  altar-flame ; 
And  over  whom  thy  uarkness  must  have  spread 
"With  such  delight  as  theirs  of  old,  thy  great 
Forefathers  of  the  thornless  garden,  there 
Shadowing  the   snow-Umb'd  Eve  from  whom  she 


Here  will  I  lie,  while  these  long  branches  sway, 
And  you  fair  stars  that  crown  a  happy  day 
Go  in  and  out  as  if  at  merry  play. 
Who  am  no  more  so  all  forlorn. 
As  when  it  secm'd  for  better  to  be  born 
To  labor  and  the  mattofk-harden'd  hand, 
Than  nursed  at  ease  and  brought  to  understand 
A  sad  astrology,  the  boundless  plan 
That  makes  you  tyrants  in  your  iron  skies, 
Innumerable,  pitiless,  passionless  eyes. 
Cold  fires,  yet  with  power  to  burn  acd  brand 
His  nothingness  into  man. 
5. 
But  now  shine  on,  and  what  care  I, 
Who  in  this  stormy  gulf  have  found  a  pearl 
The  counter-charm  of  space  and  hollow  sky, 
And  do  accept  my  madness,  and  would  die 
To  save  from  some  slight  shame  one  simple  girl. 
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r  low  world,  where  yet 't 


A  purer  aappMre  melts  into  the  se 

7. 
Not  die ;  but  live  a  life  of  truest  breath, 
And  teach  tme  life  to  fight  witli  mortal  wroiiga. 
O,  why  should  Love,  like  men  in  drinking-aongs. 
Spice  his  fair  banquet  with  the  dust  of  death  ? 
Blafce  answer,  Maud  my  hlias, 
Maud  made  my  Maud  by  that  long  lover's  kiss, 
Life  of  my  life,  wilt  thou  not  answer  this  ? 
"The  dusky  strand  of  Death  inwoven  here 
With  dear  Love's  tie,  makes   Love  himself  more 

la  that  enchanted  moan  only  the  swell 

Of  the  long  waves  that  roll  in  yonder  bay  ? 

And  hark  the  clock  within,  the  alver  knell 

Of  twelve  sweet  hours  tliat  past  in  bridal  white, 

And  died  to  live,  Ion"  as  my  pulses  play ; 

But  now  by  this  my  love  has  eloaod  her  sight 

And  given  false  death  her  hand,  and  stol'n  away 

To  dreamful  ivastes  where  footless  fendes  dwell 

Among  the  fragments  of  the  golden  day. 

May  nodiiiig  there  her  mdden  grace  affright ! 

Dear  heart,  I  feel  with  thee  the  drowsy  spell. 

My  bride  to  be,  my  evermore  delight, 

My  own  hearfs  heart  and  ownest  own,  iaroweU. 

It  is  but  for  a  little  space  I  go ; 

And  ye  meanwhile  fiir  over  moor  and  fell 

Beat  to  the  noiseless  music  of  the  night ! 

Has  our  whole  earth  gone  nearer  to  the  glow 

Of  your  soft  splendors  that  you  look  so  bright  ? 

/  have  climb'd  nearer  out  of  lonely  Hell. 

Beat,  happy  stars,  timing  with  things  below. 

Beat  with  my  heiut  more  blest  than  heart  can  tell, 
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Blest,  but  for  some  davk  under-current  w 
That  Bccms  to  draw— but  it  shall  not  be  s 
Let  all  be  well,  be  well. 


Her  brother  k  coming  back  to-night 
Breaking  up  my  dream  of  delight. 


My  dream  ?  do  I  dream  of  bliss  V 
I  have  walk'd  awake  with  Truth. 
O  when  did  a  morning  shine 
So  rich  in  atonement  as  this 
For  my  dark-daiv.iing  youth, 
Darke  n'd  watching  a  mother  decline 
And  that  dead  man  at  her  heart  and  mil 
For  who  was  loft  to  watch  her  but  1 1 
Tet  so  did  1  let  my  freshness  die. 


I  trust  that  I  did  not  talk 
To  gentle  Maud  in  our  walk 

SFor  often  in  lonely  wanderings 
have  cursed  him  even  to  lifeless  things) 
But  I  trust  that  I  did  not  talk, 
Not  touch  on  her  father's  sin : 
I  am  sure  I  did  but  speak 
Of  my  mother's  faded  cheek 
When  it  slowly  grew  so  thin, 
That  I  felt  she  was  slowly  dyilig 
Vext  with  lawyers  and  harass'd  Tfltb  debt 
For  how  often  I  caught  her  with  eyes  all  »n 
Shaking  her  head  at  her  son  and  sighing 
A  world  of  trouble  within  1 
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And  Maud  too,  Maud  was  moved 

To  Epeak  of  the  motlier  she  loved 

Ae  one  scarce  less  ibrlorn, 

Dying  al)road  and  it  seems  apart 

From  bim  who  had  ceased  to  share  her  heart, 

And  ever  mourning  over  the  feud. 

The  household  Fury  sprinkled  with  blood 

By  which  our  houses  are  torn: 

How  strange  was  what  she  said, 

When  only  Maud  and  the  brother 

Hung  over  her  dying  bed — 

That  Maud's  ilark  father  and  mine 

Had  bound  us  one  to  the  other, 

Betrothed  us  over  tliiur  wino, 

On  the  day  when  Jlaud  ivas  bom ; 

Seal'd  her  mine  from  her  first  sweet  breath. 

Mine,  mine  by  a  right,  fi-om  birth  till  death, 

Mine,  mine — our  fathers  have  sworn. 

5. 
But  the  tme  blood  spilt  had  in  it  a  heat 
To  dissolve  the  precious  seal  on  a  bond, 
That,  if  left  uneaneell'd,  had.  been  so  sweet: 
And  none  of  us  thought  of  a  something  beyond, 
A  desire  that  awoke  in  the  heart  of  the  child, 
As  it  were  a  duty  done  to  the  tomb. 
To  be  triends  for  her  sake,  to  be  reconciled ; 
And  I  was  cursing  them  and  my  doom, 
And  letting  a  dangerous  thought  run  wild 
While  often  abroad  in  tlie  I'ragrant  gloom 
Of  foreign  churches — I  see  her  there, 
Bright  English  lily,  breathing  a  prayer 
To  be  friends,  to  be  reconciled  I 
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But  tliun  wliat  a  fluit  is  he ! 

Abroad,  at  Floi-ence,  at  Rome, 

I  find  whenever  she  touch'd  on  me 

This  brother  had  laugVd  her  down, 

And  at  last,  when  each  came  home, 

He  had  darken'd  into  a  frown, 

Cliid  her,  and  forbid  her  to  spealc 

To  me,  her  friend  of  the  years  before ; 

And  this  was  what  had  redden'd  her  cheek 

When  I  bow'd  to  her  on  the  moor. 


Yet  Maud,  altho"  not  blind 

To  the  faults  of  his  heart  and  mind, 

I  see  she  cannot  but  lore  him. 

Anil  says  he  is  rough  but  kind, 

And  wishes  me  to  approve  hhu, 

And  tells  me,  when  she  lay 

Sick  once,  with  a  fear  of  worse. 

That  he  left  his  wine  and  horws  and  play, 

Sat  with  her,  read  to  her,  night  and  day, 

And  tended  her  hke  a  nurse. 


Kind  ?  but  the  deathbed  desire 
Spurn'd  by  this  heir  of  the  liar- 
Bough  but  kind  ?  yet  I  know 
He  has  plotted  agiunst  me  in  this, 
That  he  plots  against  me  still. 
Kind  to  Maud  f  that  were  not  amiss. 
Well,  rough  but  kind ;  why,  let  It  be 
Tor  shall  not  Maud  have  her  will  ? 
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For,  Maud,  so  tender  and  true, 

As  loiii?  Bs  my  life  endures 

1  foel  1  sliaU  owe  you  a  debt, 

That  I  never  can  hope  to  pay ; 

And  if  ever  I  should  forget 

That  I  owe  this  debt  to  you 

And  for  your  sweet  sake  to  youra  t 

O  then,  what  then  shall  I  say  ?— 

If  ever  1  should  forget. 

May  God  make  me  more  wretched 

Than  ever  I  have  been  yet  1 


So  now  I  have  sworn  to  bury 

All  this  dead  body  of  hate, 

I  feel  so  free  and  so  clear 

By  the  loss  of  that  dead  weight, 

Tliat  I  shoiUd  grow  lightrheaded,  I  fear, 

Fantastically  merry ; 

But  tliat  her  brother  comes,  like  a  bligM 

On  my  fresh  hope,  to  tlie  Mall  to-niglit. 


Stkahgb,  that  I  felt  so  gay, 
Strange,  that  I  tried  to-day 
To  beguile  her  raelancholj; ; 
The  Sultan,  as  we  name  him,— 
She  did  not  wish  to  blame  him— 
But  he  vest  her  and  perplext  her 
^Vitt  his  worhlly  talk  and  folly : 
Was  it  gentle  to  reprove  her 
For  stoalin"  out  of  view 
From  a  little  lazy  lover 
Who  but  clwms  her  as  hia  due  ? 
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Or  for  chilling  Ms  caresses 
By  the  coldness  of  her  manners. 
Nay,  the  plainness  of  lier  dresses? 
mw  1  know  her  but  in  two, 
Nor  can  pronounce  upon  it 
If  one  aliould  ask  me  whether 
The  habit,  hat,  and  feather, 
Or  the  frock  and  gypay  bonnet 
Be  the  neater  andcompleter; 
For  nothing  can  be  ameeter 
Than  maiden  Maud  in  either. 

-But  to-morrow,  if  we  lire. 
Our  ponderous  squire  will  giTe 
A  grand  political  dinner 
""o  half  the  squlrelin' 


e  titmouse  hope  to  win  her 
With  luB  chirrup  at  her  ear. 


.    — any  acres, 
A  gathering  of  the  Tory, 
A  dinner  and  then  a  dance 
For  the  maids  and  marriage-makers. 
And  every  ej-e  but  mine  will  glance 
At  Maud  in  all  her  glory. 


For  1  am  not  inWted, 

But,  with  the  Sultin's  pardon, 

I  am  all  as  well  delighted, 

Por  I  know  her  own  rose-garden, 

And  mean  to  linger  in  it 

"nil  the  dancing  will  be  over; 

And  then,  O  then,  come  out  to  me 
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For  a  minate,  but  for  a  minute, 
Come  out  to  your  own  true  lover. 
That  your  true  lover  may  see 
Your  glory  also,  and  render 
All  homage  to  his  own  ilai'lin^, 
Queen  Maud  in  all  her  spkiiilor. 


BivuLET  crossing  my  ground, 

And  bringing  me  down  from  the  Hall 

This  garden-rose  that  I  found, 

Forcretful  of  Maud  and  me. 

And  Irat  in  trouble  and  moving  round 

Here  at  the  bead  of  a  tinkling  fall 

And  trj-ing  to  pass  to  the  aea ; 

0  Rivulet,  born  at  the  HMl, 
My  Maud  has  sent  it  bv  thee 
(If  I  read,  her  sweet  wdl  right) 

On  a  bliiahmg  miaaion  to  me, 

Saying  in  odor  and  color,  'Ah,  be 

Among  the  roses  to-night.' 


Come  into  the  garden,  Maud, 

For  the  black  bat,  night,  has  flown, 

Come  into  the  garden,  Maud, 
I  am  here  at  the  gate  alone ; 

And  the  woodbine  spices  arc  ivafted  ab; 
And  tie  musk  of  the  roses  blown. 


For  a  breeze  of  morning  moves. 

And  the  planet  of  Love  is  on  high, 
Spinning  to  feint  in  the  %ht  that  she  loves 
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On  a  bed  of  daffodil  sky, 
To  faint  in  the  li^ht  of  the  sun  she  loves, 
To  feint  itt  his  liglit,  and  to  dio, 

AH  night  have  the  roses  heard 

The  flute,  violin,  bassoon ; 
Mnight  has  the  casement  jessamine  stirr'. 

To  tlie  dancers  dancing  in  tune : 
Till  a  silence  fell  with  the  waking  bird. 

And  a  hush  with  the  setting  moon. 


With  whom  she  has  heart  to  be  gay. 
When  will  the  dancers  leave  her  alone  ? 

She  is  weary  of  dance  and  play." 
Now  half  to  the  setting  moon  are  gone. 

And  ha!f  to  tlie  rising  day ; 
Low  on  the  sand  and  loud  on  the  elone 
The  last  wheel  echoes  away. 
5. 

I  aaid  to  the  rose,  "  The  brief  night  goes 
In  babble  and  revel  and  wine. 

O  young  lord-lover,  what  sighs  are  those, 
For  one  that  will  never  bo  thine  ? 

But  mine,  but  mine,"  so  I  sware  to  tho  rose 
"  For  ever  and  ever,  mine." 


And  the  soul  of  the  rose  went  into  my  blc 

As  the  musie  clash'd  in  the  halt ; 

And  long  by  the  garden  lake  I  stood, 

For  I  heard  your  rivulet  fall 
From  the  Jake  to  the  meadow  and  on 

Our  wood,  that  is  dearer  than  all ; 
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I'rom  the  meaxJow  your  ivalka  have  left  30  sweet 
That  wliencver  a  Marth-wind  siglis 

He  seta  the  jewel-print  of  your  feet 
In  Yiolels  blue  as  your  eyes. 

To  the  woolly  hoUowa  in  which  we  meet 
And  the  vallep  of  Paradise. 

The  slender  acac5a  would  not  shake 

One  Ion":  raillt-hloom  on  the  tree; 
The  whitelake-hlossom  fell  into  the  lake, 

As  tlie  pimpemet  dozed  on  the  lea ; 
But  the  r&^  was  awake  all  night  for  your  sake. 

Knowing  your  promise  to  me ; 
The  lilies  and  roses  were  all  awake, 

They  sigh'd  for  the  dawn  and  thee. 

Queen  rose  of  the  rosebud  garden  of  girls, 

Come  hither,  tlie  dances  are  done, 
In  gloss  of  satin  and  glimmer  of  pearls, 

Queen  Uly  and  rose  in  one; 
Shine  out,  little  head,  sunning  OTer  with  curia. 
To  the  flowers,  and  be  their  sun. 
10. 
There  has  fellen  a  splendid  tear 

From  the  passion-flower  at  the  gate. 
.  She  is  coming,  my  dove,  my  dear ; 

She  is  coming,  my  life,  my  fate ;  ^ 

The  red  rose  cnes,  "  She  is  near,  she  is  near ; 

And  the  white  rose  weeps,  "  She  is  late ; 
The  larkspur  listens,  » I  hear,  I  hoar ; " 
And  the  lily  i'"'" '  "  ^  "°'*  " 
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My  heart  would  tear  her  and  beat, 
Were  it  earth  in  an  earthy  bed; 

My  dust  would  hear  her  and  beat. 
Had  I  kin  for  a  century  dead  ; 

Would  start  and  tremble  nnder  her  feet, 
And  blossom  in  purple  and  red. 


"  The  ftult  was  mine,  the  fault  was  mine  "— 

Why  am  1  sitting  here  so  stunn'd  and  still, 

t*lucking  the  harmless  wild-flower  on  die  bill  ?— 

It  IS  this  guilty  hand  I — 

And  there  rises  ever  a  passionate  cry 

From  underneath  in  the  darkeninn  land— 

What  is  it  that  has  been  done  ? 

Odawn  of  Eden  bright  over  earth  and  sky, 

Ihe  iires  of  Hell  brafco  out  of  thyrisiojrsun 

The  firea  of  Hell  and  of  Hate;  ■ 

For  she,  sweet  soul,  had  hardly  spoken  a  word, 

When  her  brother  ran  in  hia  rage  to  the  gate. 

He  came  with  the  babe-iaeed  lord ; 

Heap'd  on  her  terms  of  disgrace. 

And  while  she  wept,  and  I  Btrove  to  bo  cool, 

He  fiercely  gave  me  the  he, 

Till  I  with  as  fierce  an  anger  spoke. 

And  he  struck  me,  madman,  over  the  ftce, 

Struck  me  before  ihe  languid  fool. 

Who  was  gaping  and  grinning  by : 

Struck  for  himself  an  evil  stroke; 

Wrought  for  his  house  an  irredeemable  woe 

For  front  to  front  in  an  hour  we  stood. 

And  a  million  horrible  bellowing  echoes  broke 

From  the  red-ribb'd  hollow  hehmd  tlie  wood. 

And  thunder-d  up  into  Heaven  the  Clirlsdess  code 

That  must  hare  Efe  for  a  blow. 

fiver  and  ever  afresh  (hey  seem'd  to  grow. 
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Was  it  h.a  lay  there  ■with  ft  lading  eye  ? 
"  The  fault  was  mine,"  he  wliisper'd, »  fly ! " 
Then  glided  out  of  the  joyous  wood 
The  ghastly  Wraith  of  one  that  I  know ; 
And  there  rang  on  a  sudden  a  paaaonate  cry, 
A  cry  for  a  hrother's  blood : 

It  -mill  rms  in  my  heart  and  my  ears,  tJH  I  die,  till 
I  die. 


Is  it  gone  ?  my  pulses  heat — ■ 

What  was  it  ?  a  lying  trick  of  the  brain  ? 

Yet  I  thought  I  saw  her  stand, 

A  shadow  there  at  my  feet, 

High  over  the  shadoivy  land. 

It  IS  gone ;  and  the  heavens  fell  in  a  gentle  rain, 

When  they  should  burst  and  drown  with  deluging 

The  feeble  vassals  of  mne  and  anger  and  lust, 
The  little  hearts  that  know  not  how  to  forgive : 
Arise,  my  God,  and  strike,  for  we  hold  Thee  just, 
Strike  dead  the  whole  weak  race  of  venomous 


See  what  a  lovely  shell. 
Small  and  pure  as  a  peaii, 
L)-ing  close  to  my  foot, 
Frail,  hut  a  work  divine, 
Miide  so  feirily  well 
With  dcllcato  spire  and  whorl, 
How  exquiately  a' 
Anuracleol"    " 
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What  i3  it  ?  a  learned  man 
Could  give  it  a  clumsy  nami 
Let  liim  name  it  who  can, 
The  beauty  would  be  the  ae 


Tlie  tiny  cell  is  forlorn, 
Void  of  the  little  living  will 
That  made  it  stir  on  the  shore. 
Did  he  stand  at  the  diamond  door 
Of  his  house  in  a  rtunbow  frill  ? 
Did  he  push,  when  he  was  uncurl'd, 
A  golden  toot  or  a  fairy  horn 
Thro'  his  dim  water- world  7 


Slight,  to  be  enish'd  with  a  tap 
Of  my  finger-nail  on  the  sand. 
Small,  but  a  work  divine, 
Frail,  but  of  force  to  withstand. 
Year  upon  }'ear,  the  shock 
Of  cataract  seas  that  snap 
The  three-decker's  oaken  spine 
■  Athwart  the  ledges  of  rock, 
Here  on  the  Breton  strand ! 

5. 
Breton,  not  Briton ;  here 
Like  a  shipwreck'd  man  on  a  coast 
Of  ancient  fable  and  fear — 
P!i^;ued  with  a  flittin"  to  and  fro, 
A  disease,  a  hard  mechanic  ghost 
That  never  came  from  on  high 
Nor  ever  arose  from  below. 
But  only  moves  with  the  moving  eye, 
Flying  along  the  land  and  the  main — 
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Why  should  it  look  like  Maud  ? 
Am  I  to  be  overawed 
By  what  I  cannot  but  know 
Is  a  juggle  bom  of  the  brjun  ? 

6. 
Back  from  the  Breton  coast, 
Si<:k  of  a  nameless  fear, 
Back  to  the  dark  sea-line 
Looking,  thinking  of  all  I  have  loi 
An  old  song  vexes  my  ear ; 
But  liat  of  Lramech  is  mine. 


For  years,  a  measureless  ill. 
For  yeajB,  for  ever,  to  part — 
But  she,  she  would  love  me  still ; 
And  as  lon^,  0  God,  as  she 
Have  a  gnun  of  love  for  me, 
80  Ion",  no  doubt,  no  doubt. 
Shall  I  nurse  in  my  dark  heart. 
However  weary,  a  apark  of  will 
Not  to  be  trampled  out. 


Strange,  that  the  mind,  when  fraught 

■yVith  a  pasMon  so  intense 

One  would  think  tliat  it  well 

Might  drown  all  life  in  the  eye, — 

That  it  should,  by  being  ao  overwrought, 

Suddenly  strike  on  a  sharper  sense 

For  a  shell,  or  a  flower,  little  tiling 

Which  else  would  have  been  past  by  1 

And  now  I  remember,  I, 

When  ho  lay  dj-ing  there,  _ 

I  noticed  one  of  bis  many  rings 

(For  he  had  many,  poor  worm)  and  thought 

It  is  his  mothei^s  ktir. 
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Who  knows  if  he  be  dead  ? 

Whether  I  need  liave  fled  ? 

Am  I  guilty  of  blood  ? 

However  this  may  be, 

Comfort  her,  comfort  her,  all  tliin"g  nood. 

While  I  am  over  the  seal  *= 

Let  me  and  my  passionate  iove  go  by. 

But  speak  to  her  all  things  holy  and  high. 

Whatever  happen  to  me  T 

Me  and  my  harmful  love  go  by ; 

But  come  to  her  waking,  find  her  asleep. 

Powers  of  the  height,  Powers  of  the  deep, 

And  comfort  her  tho'  I  die. 


CoTOACB,  poor  heart  of  stone  1 
I  will  not  adt  thee  why 
Thou  canst  not  understand 
That  thou  art  left  forever  alone : 
Couraae,  poor  stupid  heart  of  stor 
Or  if  I  adi:  thee  why. 
Care  not  thou  to  reply : 
She  is  but  dead,  and  the  time  is  a 
When  thou  slialt  move  than  die. 


O  THAT  'twere  possible 
After  long  grief  and  pain 
To  find  the  anns  of  my  true  lov( 
Eouud  me  ouee  again  I 

When  1  was  wont  to  meet  her 
In  the  silent  woody  places 
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Mixt  with  kisses  sweeter,  sweeter 
Than  anything  on  earth. 

3. 
A  shadow  flits  before  me, 
Not  thou,  hut  like  to  thee; 
Ah  Christ,  that  it  were  possible 
For  one  short  hour  to  see 
The  souls  we  loved,  that  they  might  tell  ui 
What  and  where  they  be. 


It  leads  me  forth  at  evening, 

It  lightly  winds  and  steals 

In  a  cold  white  robe  before  me, 

When  all  my  spirit  reels 

At  the  ^ouls,  the  leagues  of  lighta, 

And  the  roai-ing  of  the  wheels. 


Half  the  night  I  waste  in  ^ghs. 
Half  in  dreams  I  soitow  after 
The  delight  of  early  skies ; 
In  a  wakeful  doze  I  sorrow 
For  the  hand,  the  lip,  the  eyes, 
For  the  meeting  of  the  morrow, 
The  delight  of  happy  laughter, 
The  delight  of  low  replies. 


'Tis  a  morning  pure  and  sweet. 
And  a  dewy  splendor  falls 
On  the  litfle  ftower  that  clings 
To  the  turrets  and  the  walls ; 
lis  a  morning  pure  and  sweet, 
And  the  ligbt  and  shadow  fleet ; 
She  !3  walkinj;  in  the  meadow, 
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She  is  sinmnn;  in  the  meadow, 
And  the  rivulet  at  her  foeC 
Bjpples  on  in  light  and  aliadow 
To  the  ballad  that  she  angs. 


Do  T  hear  her  sing  as  of  old, 

My  bird  with  the  shining  head, 

My  own  dove  with  the  tender  eye  ? 

But  there  rings  on  a  sudden  a  pa3«on*te  cry, 

There  k  some  one  dying  or  dead, 

And  a  sullen  thunder  is  roll'd ; 

For  a  tumult  shakes  tlie  city, 

And  I  wake,  my  dream  is  tied ; 

In  the  shuddering  dawn,  behold, 

Without  knowledge,  without  pity, 

By  the  curtmns  of  my  bed 

!niat  abiding  phantom  cold. 


Gfet  thee  hence,  nor  come  again. 
Mix  not  memorj-  with  doubt, 
Pass,  thou  deathlike  type  of  pain, 
Pass  and  cease  to  move  about, 
'Tis  the  blot  upon  the  brain 
That  will  show  itself  without. 


Then  I  rise,  the  eave-drops  fail. 
And  the  yellow  vapors  choke 
The  great  city  sounding  wide ; 
The  da^  comes,  a  dull  red  ball 
Wrapt  in  drifts  of  lurid  smoke, 
On  the  misty  riveivtide. 
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It  crosses  here,  it  crosses  ttere, 

Thro'  all  that  crowd  confused  and  loud, 

The  Bhadow  still  the  same  ; 

And  on  my  heavy  eyelids 

My  angui^  hangs  Like  shame. 

11. 
Alas  for  her  that  met  me, 
That  heard  me  suflly  call. 
Came  glimmering  tliro'  the  laurels 
At  the  quiet  eveulall, 
In  the  garden  by  tlie  turrets 
Of  the  old  manorial  halL 


Would  the  happy  spirit  descend, 
From  the  realms  of  h'ght  and  aong, 
In  the  chamber  or  the  street, 
As  she  looks  among  the  blest, 
Should  I  fear  to  greet  my  friend 
Or  to  aav  "  fo:^ve  the  ivrong," 
Or  to  ask  her,  "  lake  me,  sweet, 
To  the  regions  of  thy  rest  V  " 

13. 
But  the  broad  light  glai'es  and  beats, 
And  the  shadow  flits  and  fleets 
And  will  not  let  me  be ; 
And  I  loathe  the  squares  and  streets, 
And  the  faces  that  one  meets, 
Hearts  irith  no  love  for  me ; 
Always  I  long  to  creep 
Into  some  stiff  cavern  deep, 
There  to  weep,  and  weep,  and  weep 
My  whole  soul  out  to  thee. 
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Dead,  loiin  dead, 

Long  dead  I 

And  my  heart  is  a  handful  of  dust, 

And  the  wheels  go  over  my  head, 

And  my  hones  are  shaken  with  piun, 

For  info  a  shallow  grave  they  are  thrust, 

Only  a  yard  beneath  the  street. 

And  the  hoofs  of  the  horses  heat,  heat, 

The  hoofs  of  the  horses  heat, 

Beat  into  my  scalp  and  my  brain, 

With  never  an  end  to  the  stream  of  pasang  feet. 

Driving,  hurrying,  martTing,  burying. 

Clamor  and  rumble,  and  ringing  and  clatter, 

And  here  beneath  it  is  all  as  bad, 

For  I  thought  the  dead  had  peace,  but  it  is  not  ao ; 

To  have  no  peace  in  the  grave,  is  that  not  sad  ? 

But  up  and  down  and  to  and  fro, 

Ever  about  me  the  dead  men  go ; 

And  then  to  hear  a  dead  man  chatter 

la  enough  to  drive  one  mad. 

2. 
Wretcliedest  age,  ance  'Kme  began 
They  cannot  even  bury  a  man ; 
And  tho'  we  paid  our  tithes  in  the  days  tiiat  are 

Not  a  bell  was  rung,  not  a  prayer  was  read  ; 

It  is  that  which  nudies  us  loud  in  the  world  of  the 

There  is  none  that  does  his  work,  not  one ; 
A  touch  of  their  office  might  have  sufficed, 
But  the  churchmen  fain  would  kill  their  church, 
As  the  churches  have  kill'd  their  Christ, 
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3. 

See,  there  is  one  of  us  sobbing, 

No  limit  to  hia  distress ; 

And  another,  a  lord  of  all  things,  praying 

To  hb  own  great  self,  aa  I  guess ; 

And  another,  a  statesBiaii  there,  betraying 

TTia  party-secret,  fool,  to  the  press ; 

And  yonder  a  Tile  pliyHcian,  blabbing 

The  case  of  his  patient — all  for  what  ? 

To  tickle  the  maggot  born  in  an  empty  head, 

And  wheedle  a  world  that  loves  him  not, 

For  it  is  but  a  world  of  the  dead. 


Nothing  but  idiot  gabble  ! 

For  the  prophecy  given  of  old 

And  then  not  understood. 

Has  come  to  pass  as  foretold ; 

Not  let  any  man  think  for  the  public  good, 

But  babble,  merely  for  babble. 

For  I  never  whisper'd  a  private  affair 

Within  the  hearing  of  cat  or  mouse, 

No,  not  to  myself  in  the  closet  alone, 

But  I  heard  it  shouted  at  once  from  the  top 


From  tbo^wiidemess,  foil  of  wolves,  where  he  used 

to  lie; 
He  has  gather'd  the  bones  for  his  o'orgrown  whelp 

Crack  them  now  for  yourself,  and  howl,  and  die. 
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I  know  not  whether  he  came  in  the  Hanover  ship. 

But  I  know  that  he  lies  and  listens  mute 

In  an  anoient  mansion's  crannies  and  holes  : 

Arsenic,  Arsenic,  sure,  woulil  do  it, 

Except  that  now  we  poison  our  baljcs,  poor  Joula  \ 

It  ia  all  useil  up  for  that. 


Tell  him  now :  she  is  standing  here  at  my  head 

Not  beautiful  now,  not  eyen  kind ; 

He  may  talie  her  now ;  for  she  never  speaks  her 

But  is  ever  the  one  thirty  silent  here. 

She  is  not  of  us,  as  I  divine  ; 

She  comes  from  another  stiller  world  of  the  dead, 

Stiller,  not  fairer  than  mine. 


But  I  know  where  a  garden  grows, 
Faii-er  than  aurfit  in  the  world  beside, 
All  made  up  ot  tlie  lily  and  rose 


And  I  almost  fear  they  are  not  roses,  but  blood  \ 
For  the  keeper  was  one,  so  full  of  pride, 
He  linkt  a  dead  man  there  to  a  spectral  bride ; 
For  he,  if  he  had  not  been  a  Sultan  of  brutes, 
Would  he  have  that  hole  in  his  side  1 


But  what  will  the  old  man  say  ? 

He  laid  a  cruel  snare  in  a  pit 

To  catch  a  friend  of  mine  one  stonny  day ; 

let  now  I  could  even  weep  to  think  of  it ; 

For  what  will  the  old  man  say 

When  he  comes  to  the  second  corpse  in  the  p 
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Friend,  to  be  stinitk  by  the  public  fiw, 
Then  to  strike  liim  and  lay  him  low. 
That  were  a  public  merit,  far, 
Whatever  the  Quaker  holds,  from  Bin, 
But  the  red  life  spilt  for  a  private  blow— 
I  swear  to  you,  lawful  and  lawless  war 
Are  scarcely  even  akin. 

11, 

0  me,  why  have  they  not  buried  me  deep  e 
la  it  kind  to  hare  made  me  a  grave  so  rougl 
Me,  that  was  never  a  quiet  sleeper  ? 
Maybe  still  I  am  but  half  dead ; 

Then  I  cannot  be  wholly  dumb; 

1  will  cry  to  the  steps  above  my  head. 
And  somebody,  surely,  some  kind  heart  wil 
To  bury  me,  bury  me 

Deeper,  ever  so  fittle  deeper. 


Mt  life  has  crept  so  long  on  a  broken  mng 
Thro'  cells  of  madness.  Haunts  of  horror  and  tear, 
That  I  come  to  be  grateful  at  last  for  a  little  Uung : 
Mr  mood  is  changed,  for  it  foU  at  a  time  of  year 
When  the  fees  of  night  is  fdr  on  the  dewy  downs, 
And  the  shining  dailbdil  dies,  and  the  Charioteer 
And  starry  Giemini  hang  like  glorious  crowns 
Over  Orion's  grave  low  down  m  the  west, 
That  like  a  ^lent  lightning  under  the  stars 
She  seera'd  to  divide  in  a  dream  from  a  band  of  the 

blest,  , ,  .      , 

And  spoke  of  a  hope  for  the  worid  m  the  coming 

And  in  that  hope,  dear  soul,  let  trouble  have  rest, 
Knowin- 1  tarry  for  thee,"  and  pomted  to  Mara 
As  he  gbw'd  like  a  ruddy  shield  on  die  Lion  s 
breast. 
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And  it  was  but  a   dream,  yet  it  jiiclded  a  dear 

deliglit 
To  have  look'd,  tho'  but  in  a  dream,  upon  eyea  so 

That  had  been  in  a  weary  world  my  one   Ihing 

bright ; 
And  it  was  but  a  dream,  yet  it  lighten'd  my  despar 
When  I  thought  that  a  war  would  arise  in  defence 

of  the  right, 
That  an  iron  tyranny  now  should  bend  or  cease, 
The  glory  of  manhood  stand  on  his  anciept  height, 
Nor  Britain's  one  sole  God  be  the  millionnaire : 
No  more  shall  commerce  be  all  in  all,  and  Peace 
Pipe  on  her  pastoral  hillock  a  hinguid  not«, 
And  watch  her  harvest  ripen,  her  herd  increase, 
Nor  the  cannon-bullet  rust  on  a  slothful  shore, 
And  the  cobweb  woven  across  the  cannon's  throat, 
Shall  shake  its  threaded  tears  in  the  wind  no  more. 


And  as  months  ran  on  and  rumor  of  battle  grew, 
"  It  is  time,  it  is  time,  O  passionate  heart,"  said  I 
(For  I  cleaved  to  a  cause  that  I  felt  to  be  pure  and 

"  It  ia  time,  O  pasaonate  heart  and  morbid  eye, 
That  old  hpterical  mock-disease  should  die," 
And  I  stood  on  a  giant  deck  and  mix'd   my  breath 
With  a  loyal  people  shouting  a  battle  cry. 
Till  I  saw  the  dreary  phantom  arise  and  fly 
Far  into  the  North,  and  battle,  and  seas  of  death. 


Let  it  go  or  stay,  so  I  wa&e  to  the  higher  aims 
Of  a  land  that  has  lost  for  a  little  lier  lust  of  gi 
And  bve  of  a  peace  that  was  full  of  wrongs 

shames, 
Horrible,  hateful,  monstrous,  not  to  be  told; 
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And  hail  once  more  ta  the  banner  of  battle  un- 

roU'd!  ,    „ 

Tho'  many  a   light  shall   darken,  and   many  shaU 

For  those  that  are  crush'd  in  the  clash  of  jairing 

claims, 
Yet  God's  just  wralh  shall  be  wreak'd  on  a  giant 

And  many 'a  darkness  into  the  Ught  shall  leap. 
And  shine  in  the  sudden  making  of  splendid  names 
And  noble  Ihought  be  freer  under  the  son, 
And  the  heart  of  a  people  beat  vpith  one  deare ; 
For  the  peace  that  1  deemed  no  peace  is  over  and 

And  now  by  the  side  of  the  Black  and  the  Baltic 

And    deathful-grinning    mouths    of   the   fortress, 

flames 
The  blood-red  blossom  of  war  with  a  heart  of  fire. 


Let  it  flame  or  fade,  and  the  war  roll  down  like  a 


And  myself  have  awaked.as  it  seems,  to  the  better 

It  is  better  to  fight  for  tiie  good,  than  to  rail  at 

the  iE; 
I  have  felt  with  my  native  land,  I  am  one  with  my 

brace  the   purpose  of   God,  and   the  doom 
assigned. 
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THE  BROOK 


"  Here,  liy  this  brook,  we  parted ;  I  to  tlia  East 
And  he  for  Italy — too  late— -too  late  ; 
One  ■whom  the  strong  sons  of  the  world  despise ; 
For  lucky  rhymes  to  him  were  scrip  and  share, 
And  mellow  meti-es  more  than  cent  for  cent ; 
Nor  could  he  understand  how  money  breeds, 
Thought  it  a  dead  thing ;  yet  himself  could  make 
The  thing  that  is  not  as  the  thiii«  tliat  is. 

0  had  he  lived !     In  our  school-books  we  say. 
Of  those  that  hold  their  heads  above  the  crowd, 
They  flourish'd  then  or  then  ;  but  life  in  him 
Could  scarce  be  said  to  flourish,  only  touch'd 
On  such  a  time  as  goes  before  the  leaf, 

When  all  the  wood  stands  in  a  mist  of  green. 
And  nothing  perfect :  yet  the  brook  he  loved, 
For  which,  m  branding  summers  of  Bengal, 
Or  ev'n  the  sweet  haJf-EnRliBh  NeUgherry  Mr, 

1  panted,  seems,  as  I  re-listen  to  it. 
Prattling  the  piimtose  fancies  of  the  boy, 

To  me  that  loved  him ;  for  '  O  brook,'  he  says, 
'  0  babbling  brook,'  says  Edmund  in  his  rhyme, 
'  Whence  come  you  ? '  and  tbe  brook,  why  not  ? 
replies. 


By  thirty  hills  I  hurry  down, 
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Bat  I  go  on  Coraver. 


"  Poor  lad,  he  died  at  Florence,  qmto  woin  out, 
Travellmg  to  Naples.     Tliere  ia  Darnley  bridge. 
It  has  more  ivy ;  there  the  nver ;  and  there 
Stands  Philip's  farm  where  brook  and  river  meet. 

I  chatter  over  stony  wnys, 
III  little  Blisrps  nnd  trebles. 


■Withrr 


toeililviiifflJfiys, 
-'la  pebbles. 


»  Held  and  fallo\ 


Bnt  I  go  oh  forever. 
«  But  PhUip  chatter-d  more  than  brook  or  bir 
Old  Philip ;  all  about  tho  fiolda  you  caught 
His  weari  daylong  chirpin?,  lika  the  dry 

lT.lndabcmt,tindinandcrat, 

Witli  liere  n  blosEom  sailing, 
And  liere  and  there  a  lusty  tront. 

And  here  and  there  a  gi-aylmg. 

And  hera  and  there  a  foamy  flake 
Above  tlie  golden  gravel. 

And  draw  fliem  nil  nloiis,  and  flow 

To  join  tlie  brimmin"  river, 
Tor  moo  mav  coroa  and  men  may  S>, 

Bnt  I  go  oh  forever. 
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"  O  darling  Katie  Willows,  his  one  obild  1 
A  mfiiden  of  our  century,  yet  most  meek ; 
A  daughter  of  our  meadows,  yet  not  coarse ; 
Straight,  but  as  lissome  as  a  hazel  wand ; 
Her  eyes  a  bashful  azure,  and  her  hair 
In  gloss  and  hue  the  chestnut,  when  the  aheU 
Divides  threefold  to  show  the  fruit  within. 

"  Sweet  Katie,  once  I  did  her  a  good  turn, 
ler  and  her  far-off  cousin  and  betrothed, 
James  Willows,  of  one  name  and  heart  with  her. 
For  here  I  came,  twenty  years  back — the  week 
Before  I  parted  with  poor  Edmund ;  crost 
By  that  old  bridge  which,  half  in  ruins  then, 
Slall  makes  a  hoary  eyebrow  for  the  gleam 
Beyond  it,  where  the  waters  marry — crost. 
Whistling  a  random  baT  of  Bonny  Doon, 
And  pusS'd  at  Philip's  warden-gat*.     The  gate, 
Half-parted  from  a  weak  and  scolding  hinge, 


To  Kalde  somewhere  in  the  walics  below, 
'  Bun,  Katie  1 '  Katie  never  ran ;  she  moved 
To  meet  me,  windii^  under  woodbine  bowers, 
A  little  fluttered,  with  her  eyelids  down. 
Fresh  apple-blossom,  blushing  for  a  boon. 

"  What  was  it  ?  less  of  sentiment  than  sense 
Had  Katie  \  not  illiterate ;  neither  one 
Who  dabbling  in  the  fount  of  ficlJTe  tears. 
And  nursed  by  mealy-mouth'd  philanthropies, 
Divorce  the  Feeling  from  her  mate  the  Ifeed. 

"  She  told  me.     She  and  James  had  quarrell'd. 
Why? 
What  cause  of  quarrel  ?     None,  she  said,  no  cause ; 
James  had  no  cause ;  but  when  I  prest  the  cause, 
I  learnt  that  James  had  flickering  jealousies 
Which  anger'd  her.     Who  anger'd  James  ?     I  siud. 
But  Katie  snateh'd  her  eyes  at  once  from  mine. 
And  sketching  with  her  slender  pointed  foot 
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Some  (iguro  like  a  wizard's  pentagram 

On  sarden  gravel,  let  mv  query  pass 

UncUura'd,  m  flushing  alence,  tal  I  aak'd 

If  Jamea.were  cramnff.     '  Coming  every  day,' 

She  answered, '  ever  longing  to  explain, 

But  evermore  Ler  fether  eame  across 

With  some  long-winded  tale,  and  brake  him  short ; 

And  James  depai-ted  vcxt  with  him  and  her.' 

How    could   I    help  her?       'Would  I— was    il 

(Claspt  bands  and  that  petitionary  grace 
Of  sweet  seventeen  subdued  me  ere  she  spoke) 
'  0  would  I  talce  her  fiither  for  one  hour, 
For  one  half-hour,  and  let  him  talk  to  me  I ' 
And  even  while  she  spoke,  I  saw  where  James 
Made  toward  us,  like  a  wader  in  the  surf, 
Beyond  the  brook,  w^st-deep  in  meadow-sweet. 

"  0  Katie,  what  I  suffer'd  for  year  sake  I 
For  in  I  went,  and  cali'd  old  PMip  out 
To  show  tii9  farm :  full  willingly  ho  rose : 
He  led  me  thro'  the  short  sweet-smelling  lanes 
Of  his  wheat-suburb,  babbling  as  he  went. 
He  praised  his  land,  his  horses,  his  machines; 
He  praised  his  ploughs,  his  cows,  his  hogs,  his  dogs ; 
He  praised  his  hens,  his  geese,  his  guinea-hens ; 
His  pigeons,  who  in  session  on  their  roofe 
Approved  him,  bowing  at  their  own  deserts : 
Then  from  the  plaintive  mother's  teat  he  took 
Her  blind  and  shuddering  puppies,  nanung  each. 
And  naming  those,  his   friends,   for  whom   thev 

Then  orost  the  common  into  Damiey  chase 
To  show  Sir  Arthur's  deer.     In  copse  and  fern 
Twinkled  tbe  innumerable  ear  and  tail. 
Then,  seated  on  a  serpent-rooted  beech, 
He  pointed  out  a  pasturio"  colt,  and  said : 
'  That  was  the  four-year-old  I  sold  the  Squire.' 
And  there  he  told  a  long  long-winded  t^e 
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Of  how  the  Squire  had  seen  the  colt  at  gi'ass. 
And  how  it  was  the  thinjr  hia  daughter  mah'A, 
And  how  he  sent  the  bailifF  to  tlie  farm 
To  learn  the  price,  and  what  the  price  he  aak'd, 
And  how  the  bailifF  swore  that  he  was  mad, 
But  he  stood  firm ;  and  so  the  matter  hun» ; 


Who  then  and  there  had  offer'd  something  more, 
But  he  stood  firm ;  and  so  the  matter  hung ; 
He  knew  the  man ;  the  colt  would  fetch  its  price 
He  gave  them  line :  and  how  by  chance  at  last 
rtt  might  be  May  or  April,  lie  forgot, 
The  last  of  Aprd  or  the  first  of  May) 
Ho  foundthe  bailiff  riding  by  the  larm. 
And,  talking  from  the  point,  he  drew  him  in. 
And  there  he  mellow'd  all  his  heart  with  ale, 
Until  they  closed  a  harg^n,  hand  in  hand. 

"  Then,  while  I  breathed  in  sight  of  liaven,  he, 
Poor  fellow,  could  he  help  it  ?  recommenced, 
And  ran  thro'  all  the  coltish  chronicle, 
mid  Will,  Black  Bess.  Tantivy.  Tallyho, 
Reform,  White  liose,  Bellerophon,  the  Jilt, 
Arbaces,  and  Phenomenon,  and  the  rest. 
Till,  not  to  die  a  listener,  X  arose. 
And  with  me  Philip,  talking  still ;  and  so 
We  turn'd  our  foreheads  from  the  falling  ann, 
And  following  our  own  shadows  thrice  as  long 
As  when  they  follow'd  ua  from  Philip's  door, 
Ariived,  and  found  the  sun  of  sweet  content 
Bc-risen  in  Katie's  eyes,  and  all  things  well. 

Isfenl  bylnwns  snil  fcmssy  plots, 
I  slide  by  hazel  covers  ; 

Tlial  grow  for  happy  lovers. 
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I  Blip,  I  slide,  1  gloom,  I  glance, 

Amonf!  mv  skiramini?  swnllows  ; 
I  maka  tha  netted  sunbesim  danoe 

Against  my  sandy  shallows. 

I  mormur  nnder  moon  and  staia 

In  bramblv  wildemBa»es  i 
I  linger  by  my  shingly  bare  ; 

I  loiter  round  my  creases  ; 

And  ont  aeaixi  I  curvB  and  flow 

To  join  the  brimming  rimr, 
For  men  may  come  and  men  may  go, 

But  I  go  on  foi-ever. 

Yes,  men  may  come  and  go;  and  these  are  gone, 

A!!  gone.    My  dearest  brother,  Edmund,  sleeps, 

NotT>f  the  well-known  stream  and  rustic  spire, 

But  HHfflmiliar  Amo,  and  the  dome 

Of  Bnmelleschi ;  sleeps  in  peace :  and  he. 

Poor  Philip,  of  all  his  lavish  waste  of  words 

Remains  the  lean  P.  W.  on  his  tomh : 

I  scraped  the  lichen  fi-om  it:  Katie  walks 

By  the  lon^  wash  of  Australasian  seas 

Far  off,  and  holds  her  head  to  other  stars. 

And  breathe  in  converse  seasons,     Al!  are  gone." 

So  Lawrence  Aylmer,  seated  on  a  stile 
In  the  long  hec^,  and  rolling  in  his  mind 
Old  waifs  of  rhyme,  and  bowin"  o'er  the  brook 
A  tonsured  head  in  middle  age  forlorn, 
Mused,  and  was  mute.     On  a  sudden  a  low  breath 
Of  tender  ah  made  tremble  in  the  hedge 
The  frarile  bindweed-hells  and  hriony  rings; 
And  he  look'd  up.     There  stood  a  maiden  near, 
Waitin"  to  pass.     In  much  amaze  he  stared 
On  ej'^  a  bashful  azure,  and  on  hmr 
In  gloss  and  hue  the  chestnut,  when  the  shell 
Divides  threefold  to  show  the  fruit  within  : 
Then,  wondering,  ask'd  her,  "Are   yon  irom  the 

"  Tes,"  answer'd  she. — "  Pray  stay  a  little :  pardon 
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What  do  they  call  you  ?  " — "  Katie."—"  That  were 

What  surname  ?  "— "  Willows."—"  No ! "— "  That 

"  Indeed  I "  and  here  he  look'd  so  self-perplext, 
That  Katie  laugh'd,  and  laughing  blush'd,  till  he 
Laugh'd  also,  but  as  one  before  he  wakes, 
Who  feels  a  glimmering  strangeness  in  his  dreMO. 
Tlien  looking  at  her ;  "  Too  happy,  freah  and  fair. 
Too  fresh  and  fair  in  our  sad  world's  best  bloom, 
To  be  the  ghost  of  one  who  bore  your  name 
About  these  meadows,  twenty  years  ago." 

"Have  you  not  heard?"  said  Kalia,  "we  came 

We  bought  the  fiinn  we  tenanted  before. 
Am  I  so  like  her  ?  so  they  said  on  board. 
Sir,  if  you  knew  her  in  her  English  days, 
My  mother,  as  it  seems  you  did,  the  days 
That  most  she  loves  to  talk  of,  oome  with  me. 
My  brother  James  is  in  the  harvest-field : 

u  will  be  welcome — 0,  eome  in  ! " 
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Still  on  the  tower  stood  the  vane, 

A  black  yew  gloom'd  the  et^Baot  sur, 
I  peer'd  athwart  the  ehancel  pane 

And  saw  the  altar  cold  and  bare. 
A  clog  of  lead  was  round  my  feet, 

A  band  of  pain  across  my  brow ; 
"  Cold  altar,  Heaven  and  earth  shall  meet 

Before  you  hear  my  marriage  vow." 
2. 
I  tum'd  and  humm'd  a  bitter  song 

That  mock'd  the  wholesome  human  heart, 
And  then  we  met  io  wrath  and  wrong, 

We  met,  but  only  meant  to  part. 
Full  cold  my  greeting  was  and  dry ; 

She  ijunliy  smiled,  she  hardly  moved ; 
I  saw  with  half-unconscious  eye 

She  wore  the  colors  I  approved. 
3. 
She  took  the  Uttle  ivory  chest, 

"With  half  a  aigh  she  turn'd  the  key, 
Then  raised  her  iiead  with  Ups  comprest, 

And  gave  my  letters  back  to  me. 
And  gave  the  trinkets  and  the  rinas. 

My  ^fta,  when  gifts  of  mine  could  please ; 
As  looks  a  fiither  on  the  things 

Of  his  dead  son,  I  hwk'd  on  these. 
4. 
She  told  me  all  her  friends  had  said ; 

I  rased  agjunat  the  public  liar ; 
She  talk'd  as  if  her  love  were  dead. 

But  in  my  words  were  seeds  of  fire. 
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of  love ;  your  sex  ig  known : 
will  be  twice  deceived. 
I  tnist  the  man  alone, 
m  cannot  be  believed. 


"  Thro'  slander,  meanest  spaivn  of  Hell 

(And  women's  slander  is  the  worst), 
And  you,  whom  once  I  loved  so  well, 

Thro'  you,  my  life  will  be  accurst." 
I  spoke  with  heart,  and  beat  and  force, 

I  shook  her  breast  with  vague  alarms — 
like  forrenta  from  a  mountain  source 

We  rush'd  into  each  other's  arms. 


We  parted ;  sweetly  gleam'd  the  stars. 
And  sweet  the  vapoiQiraided  blue, 

Low  breezes  fann'd  the  belfry  bars, 
As  homeward  by  ihe  church  I  drew. 

The  very  graves  appear'd  to  smile, 
So  fresh  they  rose  in  shadow'd  swells ; 


ODE  ON  THE  DEATH 


THE  DUKE  OF  WELLINGTON. 


Burt  the  Great  Duke 

With  an  empire's  lamentation. 
Let  lis  bury  the  Great  Duke 

To  the  noise  of  the  mourning  of  a  mighty  nation, 
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THE   DTJKE    01"    WELLIMGTOS. 

Mourning  wten  their  leaders  fell, 
Waniora  cany  the  warrior's  jiall, 
And  sorrow  darkens  hamlet  and  hall. 

2. 
Where  shall  we  lay  the  man  whom  we  dep] 
Here,  in  streamin"  London's  central  roar. 
Let  the  sound  of  those  he  wrought  for, 
And  the  feet  of  those  he  fought  for, 
Echo  round  bis  hones  fc 


Lead  out  the  pageant :  sad  and  alow, 

As  fits  an  universal  woe. 

Let  the  long,  long  procession  go. 

And  let  the  sorrowmj;  crowd  ahout  it  grow. 

And  let  the  mournful  martial  music  blow  ; 

The  last  groat  Englishman  is  low. 


Mourn,  for  to  us  he  seems  the  last, 
Eemembering  all  his  greatness  in  the  Past. 
No  more  in  tidier  fashion  will  he  greet 
With  lilted  hand  the  gazer  in  the  street. 
O  friends,  oar  chief  state-oracle  ia  mute  : 
Mourn  for  the  man  of  long-enduring  blood, 
The  statesman-warrior,  moderate,  resolute. 
Whole  in  himself,  a  common  gooi 
Mourn  for  the  man  of  amplest  influence, 
Yet  clearest  of  amKsious  crime, 
Our  greatest  yet  with  least  pretence. 
Great  in  council  and  great  in  war, 
Foremost  captfun  of  his  time, 
EKch  in  saving  common-sense, 
And,  as  the  greatest  only  are, 
In  his  simplicity  sublime. 
O  good  gray  head  which  all  men  knew, 
0  voice  from  which  their  omens  all  men  dre'v 

O  feU'n  at  length  that  tower  of  strength 
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Which  stood    foursquare   to    all  tlie    wiiids    that 

Such  was  he  whom  we  deplore. 

The  long  self-sacrifice  of  life  is  o'er. 

The   great  World-victor's  victor  wiE  he   seen  no 


All  13  over  and  done : 

Render  thanks  to  the  Giver, 

England,  for  thy  son. 

Let  the  bell  be  tolM. 

Render  thanks  to  the  Giver, 

And  render  hira  t«  the  mould. 

Under  the  cross  of  gold 

That  shines  over  city  and  river, 

There  he  shall  rest  forerer 

Among  (he  ■vrise  and  the  bold. 

Let  the  bell  be  tcU'd : 

And  a  reverent  people  behold 

The  towering  ear,  the  sable  steeds : 

Bright  let  it  ce  with  his  hiazou'd  deediS, 

Dark  in  its  funeral  fold. 

Let  the  bell  be  toll'd ; 

And  a  deeper  knell  in  the  heart  be  knoll'd  ; 

And  lie  sound  of  the  sorrowing  anthem  roU'd 

Thro'  the  dome  of  the  golden  cross ; 

And  the  volleying  cannon  thunder  his  loss ; 

He  knew  their  voices  of  old. 

For  many  a  time  in  many  a  olime 

His  captan's-ear  has  heard  them  boom 

Bellowing  victory,  bellowing  doom ; 

When  he  with  those  deep  voices  wrought, 

Guariling  realms  and  kings  from  shame ; 

With  those  deep  voices  our  dead  captain  taught 

The  tyrant,  and  asserts  his  chum 

In  that  dread  sound  to  the  great  name. 

Which  he  has  worn  so  pure  of  blame. 

In  praise  and  in  dispraise  the  same, 

A  man  of  well-attemper'd  frame. 
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To  such  a  name  for  ages  long, 
To  such  a  name, 

Preserve  a  broad  approach  of  feme, 
And  ever-ringing  avenues  of  song. 


\VIio  is  he  that  cometh  like  an  honor'd  guest, 
With  banner  and  with  music,  with  soldier  and  with 

l^th  a  nation  weeping,  and  breaking  on  my  rest  > 

Mighty  seaman,  thia  is  he 

Was  great  by  land  as  thou  by  sea. 

Thine  island  loves  thee  well,  thou  famous  man, 

The  greatest  sailor  sinne  our  world  began. 

Norn,  to  tlie  roll  of  muffled  drums. 

To  thee  the  greatest  sohiier  comea ; 

For  this  is  he 

Was  great  by  land  as  thou  by  sea ; 

His  foes  were  thine ;  he  kept  us  free ; 

O  pve  him  welcome,  this  is  be. 

Worthy  of  our  goraeous  rites. 

And  worthy  to  he  laid  by  thee ; 

For  this  is  England's  greatest  son, 

He  that  gain'd  a  hundred  fights, 

Nor  ever  lost  an  English  gun  ; 

Thia  is  he  that  far  away 

Against  the  myriads  of  Assaye 

CE^'d  with  his  fiery  few  and  won ; 

And  underneath  another  sun, 

Warring  on  a  later  day, 

Round  affrighted  Lisbon  drew 

Th6  treble  works,  the  vast  designs 

Of  his  labor'd  rampart  lines,' 

Where  he  greatly  stood  at  bay, 

Whence  he  iasued  forth  anew. 

And  ever  great  and  greater  grew. 

Beating  from  the  waated  vines 

Back  to  Fi-ance  her  banded  swarms, 
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Back  to  France  mth  countless  blows, 

Till  o'er  the  hills  her  eagles  flew 

Past  the  Pyrenean  pines, 

FoUow'd  up  in  valley  and  glen 

Witli  blare  of  bugle,  clamor  of  men, 

Roll  of  cannon  and  clash  of  arms, 

And  England  pouring  on  her  foes. 

Such  a  war  haa  such  a  close. 

Again  llieir  ravening  eagle  rose 

In  anser,  wheel'd  on  Europe-shadowing  wings. 

And  ffiirking  for  the  thrones  of  kings ; 

■nil  one  that  sought  but  Duty's  iron  crown 

On  that  loud  sabbath  shook  me  spoiler  down ; 

A  day  of  onsets  of  despair ! 

Dash'd  on  every  rooky  square 

Their  surging  charges  foam'd  themselves  away ; 

Last,  the  Prussian  trumpet  blew ; 

Through  the  long-tormented  air 

Heaven  fiash'd  a  sudden  jubilant  ray. 

And  down  we  swept  and  charged  and  overthrew 

So  great  a  soldier  taught  us  there. 

What  long-endnrine  hearts  could  do 

In  that  world's  earthquake,  Waterloo  I 

]S£ghty  seaman,  tender  and  true, 

And  pure  as  he  from  t^nt  of  craven  guile, 

O  saviour  of  the  silver^oasted  isle, 

O  shaker  of  the  Baltic  and  the  Nile, 

If  aught  of  things  that  here  befell 

Touch  a  spirit  among  tbings  divine. 

If  love  of  country  move  tSee  there  at  all. 

Be  glad,  because  his  bones  are  laid  by  tJiine ! 

And  thro'  the  centuries  let  a  people's  voice 

In  lull  acclfdm, 

A  people's  voice. 

The  proof  and  echo  of  all  human  fame, 

A  people's  voice,  when  they  rejoice 

At  civicirevel  and  pomp  and  game. 

Attest  their  great  commander's  claim 

With  honor,  nonor,  honor,  honor  to  him, 

Eternal  honor  to  his  name. 
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A  people's  voice  1  we  are  a  people  yet. 
Tho'  all  men  else  their  nobler  dreams  forget 
Confused  by  brainleas  moba  and  lawless  Powers ; 
Thank  Him  who  isled  us  here,  and  roughly  set 
His  Saxon  in  blown  seas  and  storming  showers, 
We  have  a  voice  with  which  to  pay  tie  debt 
Of  boundless  love  and  reverence  and  r^:ret 
To  those  great  men  who  fought,  and  kept  it  ours. 
And  keep  it  ours,  0  God,  from  brute  control ; 
O  Statesmeu,  guard  us,  guard  tie  eye,  the  soul 
Of  Europe,  keep  our  noble  Engknd  whole. 
And  save  the  one  true  seed  of  Ireedom  sown 
Betwixt  a  people  and  their  ancient  throne. 
That  sober  freedom  out  of  which  there  springs 
Our  loyal  passion  for  our  temperate  kings ; 
For,  saving  that,  ye  help  to  save  mankind 
nil  public  wrong  be  crumbled  into  dust, 
And  drill  the  raw  world  for  the  march  of  mind, 
1^1  crowds  at  length  be  sane  and  crowns  be  just. 
But  mink  no  more  in.sloth&l  overtrust. 
Eemember  him  who  led  your  hosts ; 
He  bade  you  guard  the  sacred  coasts. 
Your  cannons  moulder  on  the  seaward  wall ; 
His  voice  is  silent  in  your  council-hall 
Forever ;  and  whatever  tempests  lower 
Forever  eilent ;  even  if  they  broke 
In  thunder,  silent;  yet  remember  all 
He  spoke  among  you,  and  the  Man  who  spoke  ; 
Who  never  sold  tlie  truth,  to  serve  the  hour, 
Nor  palter'd  with  Eternal  God  for  power ; 
Who  let  the  turbid  streams  of  rumor  flow 
Thro'  either  babblijig  world  of  high  and  low ; 
Whose  life  was  work,  whose  langu^e  rife 
With  rugged  maxuns  heivn  trom  life ; 
Who  never  spoke  agiunst  a  foe ;  ^ 

Whose  eighty  winters  freeze  with  one  rebuke 
All  great  self-seekers  trampling  on  the  right ; 
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Trutt-teller  was  ou 
Trnth-lover  was  ou 
Whatever  record  1( 
He  never  shaU  be  i 


Lo,  the  leader  in  these  glorious  wara 

Now  to  glorious  burial  slowly  borne, 

Follow'd  by  the  brave  of  other  laiida, 

He,  on  whom  from  both  her  open  hands 

Lavish  Honor  shower'd  aU  her  stars, 

And  affluent  Tortune  emptied  all  her  horn, 

yea,  let  all  good  things  await 

Hioi  who  cares  not  to  be  great. 

But  as  he  saves  or  serves  the  stato. 

Not  once  or  twice  in  our  rough  island-story, 

The  path  of  duty  w^  the  way  to  glory ; 

He  that  walks  it,  opiy  thirsting 

For  the  right,  and  learns  to  deaden 

Love  of  sdf,  before  his  journey  closes. 

He  shall  find  the  atubborn  thistle  bursting 

Into  glossy  pnrples,  which  outredden 

AU  voluptuous  ^rden-roses. 

Not  once  or  twice  in  our  feir  island-aWry, 

The  path  of  duty  was  the  way  to  glory  r 

He,  that  ever  foUowing  her  commands, 

On  with  toil  of  heart  and  knees  and  hands, 

Uro'  the  long  gorge  to  the  fer  light  haa  won 

His  path  upn^irtt,  and  prevaii'd. 

Shall  find  the  toppling  crags  of  Doty  scaled 

Are  close  upon  the  shmin^  table-lands 

To  which  our  God  Himself  is  moon  and  sun. 

Such  waa  he ;  his  work  is  done : 

But  while  the  races  of  mankind  endure, 

Let  his  great  example  stand 

Colossal,  seen  of  every  land, 

And  keep  the  soldier  firm,  the  statesman  pure ; 

Till  in  aQ  lands  and  thro'  all  human  story 

The  i>ath  of  duty  be  the  way  to  glory ; 
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And  let  the  land  whose  hearths  he  saved  from  si 
For  many  and  manj"  an  age  proclaim 
At  civic  reyel  and  pomp  and  game, 
And  when  the  loag-illnmined  cities  tkroe, 
Their  ever-loyal  iron  leader's  fame, 
With  honor,  honor,  honor,  honor  to  him. 
Eternal  honor  to  his  name. 


Peace,  his  triumph  will  be  sung 

By  some  yet  unmoulded  tongue 

Far  on  in  summers  that  we  shall  not  see : 

Peace,  it  is  a  day  of  pain 

For  one  about  whose  patriarchal  knee 

Late  the  little  children  clung : 

O  peace,  it  ia  a  day  of  pain 

For  one,  upon  whose  hand  and  heart  and  bram 

Once  the  weight  and  fate  of  Europe  hung. 

Ours  the  pain,  be  his  the  gain  1 

More  than  is  of  man's  degree 

Must  be  with  us,  watching  here 

At  this,  our  great  aolemmty. 

Whom  we  see  not  we  revere. 

We  revere,  and  we  refr^u 

From  talk  of  battles  loud  and  vain, 

And  brawling  memories  all  too  free 

For  such  a  wise  humiUty 

As  befits  a  solemn  fiine : 

We  revere,  and  while  we  hear 

The  tides  of  Music's  jobien  sea 

Setting  toward  etermty. 

Uplifted  high  in  heart  and  hope  aJ^  we. 

Until  we  doubt  not  that  for  one  so  true 

There  must  be  other  nobler  work  to  do 

Thau  when  he  fought  at  Waterloo, 

And  Victor  he  must  ever  be. 

For  tho'  the  Giant  Ages  heave  the  hill 

And  break  the  shore,  and  evermore 

Make  and  break,  and  work  their  will ; 
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Tho'  worlds  on  worlds  in  myriad  myriads  roll 

Round  ua,  each  with  differeEt  powers, 

And  other  fonas  of  life  Uiau  oura, 

What  know  we  sreater  than  the  soul  7 

On  God  and  Gcdlike  men  we  build  our  trust. 

Hush,  the  Dead  March  wmIs  in  the  people's  ears : 

The  dark  crowd  moves,  and  there  are  sobs  and  tears : 

The  black  earth  yawns :  the  mortal  disappears ; 

Ashes  to  ashes,  dust  to  dust; 

He  is  gone  who  seem'd  so  great — 

Gone ;  but  nothing  can  bereave  I17T11 

Of  the  force  he  made  his  own 

Being  here,  and  we  believe  him 

Something  far  advanced  in  State, 

And  that  he  wears  a  truer  crown 

Than  any  wreath  that  man  can  weave  him. 

But  spealt  no  more  of  his  renown, 

Lay  your  earthly  fenciea  down, 

And  in  the  vast  cathedral  leave  him. 

God  accept  him,  Christ  receive  him. 


THE    DAISY. 


0  Love,  what  hours  were  thine  and  mi 
In  lands  of  pahn  and  southern  pine ; 

In  lands  irf  palm,  of  orange-blossom. 
Of  olive,  aloe,  and  make  and  vine. 

What  Koman  strength  Turbia  show'd 
In  rain,  by  the  mountain  road ; 

How  like  a  gem,  beneath  the  city 
Of  little  Monaco,  basking,  gloVd. 
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How  richly  down  the  rocky  deU 
The  torrent  yineyard  streaming  fell 

To  meet  the  sun  and  smniij'  waters, 
That  only  heaved  with  a  summer  swell- 

What  slender  campanili  grew 
By  bays,  the  peacock's  neck  in 

Where,  here  and  there,  on  t— .  ^ 
A  nulky-beU'd  amaryllia  blew. 

How  young  Columbus  seem'd  to  rove, 
Yet  pi-esent  in  his  natal  grove, 

Now  watehiug  high  on  mountajn  cornice, 
And  Bteering,  now,  from  a  purple  cove. 


I'stay'd  the  wheels  at  Cogoletto,_ 
ind  drank,  and  loyally  drank  to  him. 

Nm:  knew  we  well  what  pleased  us  most, 
Not  the  dipt  palm  of  which  they  boast ; 

But  distant  color,  happy  hamlet, 
A  moulder'd  eitadd.  on  the  coast, 

Or  tower,  or  high  hlU-convent,  seen 
A  hght  anud  its  olives  §reen  ; 

Or  oEve-hoary  cape  in  ocean  ; 
Or  rosy  blossom  in  hot  ravine, 

Where  oleanders  flush'd  the  bed 
Of  alent  torrents,  gravel-spread ; 

And,  crossing,  oft  we  saw  the  ghsten 
Of  ice,  iar  off  on  a  moTintain  head. 

We  loved  that  hall,  tho'  white  and  cold. 
Those  niched  shapes  of  noble  mould, 
A  princely  people's  awful  princes, 
The  grave,  severe  Genoveae  of  old. 
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At  Florence  too  what  golden  hours, 
In  those  long  galleries,  were  Ours  ; 

What  drives  about  the  fresh  Casoinfe, 
Or  walks  in  Boboli's  dueal  bowers. 

In  bright  vignettes,  and  each  complete, 
Of  tower  or  duomo,  sunny-sweet, 

Or  palace,  how  the  city  glitter'd, 
Thro'  cypress  avenues,  at  our  feet. 

But  when  we  crost  the  Lombard  plain 
Hemomber  what  a  plague  of  rain ; 


And  stern  and  sad  (so  rare  the  smiles 
Of  sunlight)  look'd  the  Lombard  piles ; 

Porch-pillars  on  the  lion  resting, 
And  sombre,  old,  colonnaded  aisles. 

0  Milan,  0  the  chanting  quires. 
The  giant  windows'  blazon'd  fires, 

The  height,  the  space,  the  gloom,  the  glory ! 
A  mount  of  marble^  a  hundred  spires ! 

1  olimb'd  the  roofs  at  break  of  day ; 
Sun-smitten  Alps  before  me  lay. 

I  stood  among  the  silent  statues. 
And  statued  pinnacles,  mute  as  they. 

How  faintly-flush'd,  how  phantom-fair, 
Was  Monte  Kosa,  hanging  there 

A  thousand  shadowy-pencill'd  valleys 
And  snowy  dells  in  a  golden  air. 

Remember  how  we  came  at  last 
To  Como ;  shower  and  storm  and  blast 
Had  blown  the  lake  beyond  his  limit, 
And  all  was  floojied ;  and  how  we  past 
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Vrom  Como,  when  tbe  lij;lit  was  grar. 
And  in  my  icad,  for  half  the  day, 

The  rich  Virpiian  rustic  measure 
Of  Lari  Masume,  all  the  way, 

Like  ballad-burthen  nmac,  kept. 
As  on  The  Lariano  crept 

To  that  fair  port  below  the  castle 
Of  Queen  Thebdolind,  where  we  slept ; 

Or  hardly  slept,  but  wal«h'd  awake 
A  ^press  in  the  moonhght  shake, 

The  moonlight  touching  o'er  a  terrace 
One  tall  Agave  above  tbe  lake. 

What  more  ?  we  took  our  last  adieu, 
And  up  the  snowy  Splugen  drew, 

Bat  ere  we  reach'd  the  highest  sunimit 
I  pluck'd  a  daisy,  I  gave  it  you. 

It  told  of  England  then  to  me. 
And  now  it  tells  of  Italy. 

0  love,  we  two  shall  go  no  longer 

So  dear  a  life  your  arms  enfold 
Whose  crying  is  a  cry  for  gold : 

Yet  hero  to-night  in  this  dark  city, 
When  ill  and  weary,  alone  and  cold, 

I  found,  tho'  crush'd  to  hard  and  dry, 
This  nursling  of  another  sky 

Stjll  in  the  little  book  you  lent  me. 
And  where  you  tenderly  laid  it  by ; 

And  I  forgot  the  clouded  Forth, 

The  gloom  that  saddens  Heaven  and  Earth, 

The  bitter  east,  the  misty  suramer 
And  gray  metropolis  of  the  North. 
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Perchance,  to  lull  the  tirobs  of  pain, 
Perchance,  to  charm  a  ■vacant  brain, 

Perchance,  to  dream  you  stiU  beside  me, 
My  &ncy  fled  to  the  South  again. 


TO    THE  REV,  F.  D.  MAURICE. 


Come,  when  no  graver  cares  employ, 
Godfather,  come  and  see  your  boy : 

Your  presence  will  be  sun  in  winter, 
Making  the  little  one  leap  for  joy. 

For,  being  of  that  honest  few. 
Who  give  the  Fiend  himself  his  due, 

Should  eighty  thousand  coUege-couneiU 
Thunder  "  Anathema,"  friend,  at  you ; 

Should  all  oar  churchmen  foam  in  aplte 
At  you,  80  careful  of  the  right. 

Yet  one  lay-hearth  would  give  you  welcome 
(Take  it  and  come)  to  the  Me  of  Wight ; 

Where,  far  from  noise  and  smoke  of  town, 
I  watch  the  twilight  falling  brown 

All  round  a  carelcss-order'd  garden 
Close  to  the  ridge  of  a  noble  down. 

You'll  have  no  scandal  while  you  dine. 
But  honest  talk  and  wholesome  wine, 

And  only  hear  the  magpie  gossip 
Garrulous  under  a  roof  of  pine : 

For  groves  of  pine  on  cither  hand. 
To  break  the  blast  of  winter,  stand ; 

And  further  on,  the  hoarj-  Channel 
Tumbles  a  breaker  on  chalk  and  sand ; 
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Wliere,  if  below  the  milky  steep 
Some  ship  of  battle  slowly  creep, 

And  on  thro'  zones  of  light  and  shadow 
GUmmisr  away  to  the  lonely  deep, 

We  might  diseua3  the  Northern  sin 
Which  made  a  selfish  war  begin ; 

Dispute  the  olmms,  arrange  the  chances ; 
Emperor,  Ottoman,  which  shall  win : 

Or  .whether  war's  avengina  rod 
Shall  lash  all  Europe  into  blood ; 

Till  you  should  turn  to  dearer  matters, 
Dear  to  the  man  that  is  dear  to  God ; 

How  best  to  help  the  slender  store, 
How  mend  the  dwellings,  of  tlie  poor; 

How  gain  in  life,  as  &e  advances, 
Talor  and  charity  more  and  more. 

Come,  Maurice,  come :  the  lawn  as  yet 
Is  hoar  with  rime,  or  spongy-wet ; 

But  when  the  wreath  of  March  has  blossom'd, 
Crocus,  anemone,  violet, 

Or  later,  pay  one  visit  here, 

For  those  are  few  we  hold  as  dear ; 

Nor  pay  but  one,  but  come  for  many, 
Many  and  many  a  happy  year. 

January,  1S61. 
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176         CHAnOE    OF    THE   LIG 

Ho  suffers,  but  he  cannot  suffer  wrang: 

For  him  nor  moves  the  loud  world's  random  mock, 

Nor  all  Calamity's  hugeat  waves  confound, 

Who  seems  a  promontoiy  of  rock, 

That,  compass'd  round  with  turbulent  sound, 

In  middle  ocean  meets  the  sui^ng  shock, 

Tempest-buffeted,  citadel-crown'd. 


But  ill  for  him  who,  bettering  not  with  time. 

Corrupts  the  strength  of  beaven-deseended  WiiJ, 

And  ever  weaker  grows  thro"  acted  crime. 

Or  seeming-genial  venial  fault, 

Etecurring  and  suggesting  still ! 

He  seems  as  one  whose  footsteps  halt, 

Toiling  in  immeasurable  sand. 

And  o  er  a  weaiy  sultry  land. 

Far  beneath  a  blazing  vault. 

Sown  in  a  wrinkle  ot  the  monstrous  hili, 

Tbe  city  sparkles  like  a  grain  of  salt. 


CHARGE  OF  THE  LIGHT  BRIGADE. 


Half  a  league,  half  a  league. 

Half  a.  lec^ue  onward, 
AH  in  the  vaUey  of  Death 

Bode  the  six  hundred. 
"  Forward,  the  Light  Brigade  1 
"  Charge  for  the  guns  I "  he  s^d : 
Into  the  valley  of  Death 

Bode  the  six  hundred. 
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"  Forwai-d,  the  Light  Brigade  ! 
Was  there  a,  man  aisojay'd  ? 
Not  tho"  the  soldier  knew 

Some  one  had  blunder'd : 
Theirs  not  to  make  reply, 
Theirs  not  to  reason  why, 
Theirs  but  to  do  and  die, 
Lito  the  valley  of  Death 

Rode  the  ax  hundred 


Cannon  to  rieht  of  them, 
Cannon  to  1^  of  them, 
Cannon  in  ftx>nt  of  them 

Volley'd  and  thunder'd ; 
Storni'd  at  with  shot  and  shell, 
Boldly  they  rode  and  well, 
Into  die  jaws  of  Death, 
Into  the  mouth  of  Hell 

Eode  the  aix  hundred. 


Flash'd  all  their  sabres  have, 
Flash'd  as  they  turn'd  in  air, 
Sabring  the  gunners  there, 
Charajing  an  army,  while 

All  the  world  wonder'd ; 
Plunged  in  the  battery-smoke 
ffight  thro'  (he  line  they  broke ; 
Cossack  and  Russian 
Reel'd  from  the  sabre-stroke 

Shatter'd  and  sundor'd. 
Then  they  rode  batk,  hut  not 

Not  the  MX  himdrod. 
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Cannon  to  right  of  them, 
Cannon  to  left  of  them, 
Cannon  behind  them 

Volley'd  and  thunder'd; 
Storm'd  at  with  shot  and  ahell. 
While  horse  and  hero  fell, 
They  that  had  fought  so  well 
Came  thro'  the  jaws  of  Death 
Back  from  the  mouth  of  Hell, 
All  that  was  left  of  tlem, 

Left  of  six  hundred. 


When  can  their  glory  fade  ? 
O  the  wild  chaise  they  made  I 

All  the  world  wonder'd. 
Honor  the  chai^  they  made  t 
Honor  the  Light  Briijade, 

Noble  ux  hundred  1 


THE    GRANDMOTHER'S   APOLOGY. 


And  Willy,  my  eldest  bom,  is  gone,  you  eay,  little 

Ruddy  and  white,  and  strong  on  his  legs,  he  looks 

like  a  man. 
And  Willy's  wife  has  written  :  she  never  was  over- 
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For,  Annie,  you  see,  lier  father  was  not  the  man  t 

Hadn't  a  head  to  manage,  and  drank  himself  int 

Pretty  enough,  very  pretty  I.  but  I  was  against  i 

Eh ! — but  he  wouldn't  hear  me^and  Willy,  yo 
say,  is  gone. 


Willy,  my  beauty,  my  eldest  boy,  (he  flower  of  tlia 
Never  a  man  could  fling  him :  for  Willy  stood  like 

"  Here's  a  leg  for  a  babe  of  a  week ! "  says  doctor ; 

and  he  would  be  bound, 
There  was  not  his  like  that  year  in  twent}'  parishes 

round. 


Strong  of  his  hands,  and  strong  on  bis  lags,  but  stiil 

I  ought  to  have  gone  before  Iiith  r  I  wonder  he  went 

I  cannot  cry  for  him,  Annie:  I  have  not  longtostay; 
Perhaps  1  shall  see  him  the  sooner,  for  he  lived  far 


Why  do  you  look  at  me,  Annie?  you  think  I  am 

hard  and  cold  ; 
But  all  my  children  have  gone  before  me,  1  am  so 

old: 
r  cannot  weep  for  Willy,  nor  can  I  weep  for  the 

Only  at  your  age,  Annie,  I  could  have  wept  with 
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For  I  remember  a  quarrel  I  had  with  your  fatlierj 
M  for  a  slanderous  story,  that  coat  nie  many  a 
I  mean  your  grandfather,  Annie :  it  cost  me  a  world 
Seventy  years  ago,  my  darling,  seventy  years  ago. 

For  Jenny,  my  cousin,  had  come  to  the  place,  and 

I  knew  right  well 
That  Jenny  had  tript  in  her  time :  I  knew,  but  I 

would  not  tell. 
And  she  to  be  conung  and  slandering  me,  the  base 

little  liar  I 
But  the  tongue  is  a  fire  aa  you  know,  my  dear,  the 

tongue  ia  a  fire. 

And  the  parson  made  it  bis  text  that  week,  and  he 

said  likewise, 
That  a  lie  which  is  half  a  truth  is  ever  the  blackest 

That  a  lie  which  is  all  a  lie  may  be  met  and  fought 

with  outright, 
But  a  lie  which  is  part  a  truth  is  a  harder  matter  to 

fight. 

And  Willy  had  not  been  down  to  the  farm  for  a 

week  and  a  day; 
And  all   things  look'd  half-dead,  tbo'  it  was  the 

middle  of  May. 
Jenny,  to  slander  me,  who  knew  what  Jenny  had 

But  soiling  another,  Annie,  will  never  make  oneselt 
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And  I  cried  mj-self  well-nigh  blind,  and  all  of  an 

evening  lale 
I  climVd  to  tlie  top  of  the  garth,  and  stood  by  the 

road  at  the  gate. 
The  moon  like  a  rick  on  lire  was  rising  over  the  dale, 
And  whit,  wMt,  whit,  in  the  bush  beside  me  chirrupt 

the  nightingale. 

AU  of  a  sudden  he  stopt :  there  past  by  the  gate  (rf 

the  faiin, 
Willy,— he  didn't   see   me,— and  Jenny  hung  on 

Out  into  the  road  I  started,  and  spoke  I  scarce 

knew  how ; 
Ah,  there's  no  fool  like  the  old  one— it  makes  me 

angiT  now. 

WiUy  stood  up  like  a  man,  and  look'd  the  thing 

that  he  meant ; 
Jenny,  the  viper,  made  me  a  mocking  courtesy  and 

And  I  said, '"  Let  us  part :  in  a  hundred  years  itil 

aU  he  the  same, 
Tou  cannot  love  me  at  all,  if  you  love  not  my  good 


And  he  tum'd,  and  I  saw  his  eyes  all  wet,  in  the 

sweet  moonshine : 
"  Sweetheart,  I  love  you  ao  well  that  your  good 

And  what  do  I  care  for  Jane,  let  her  speak  of  you 

well  or  in ;  ,    „  ^.    ■ 

But  marry  me  out  of  hand :  wo  two  shall  he  happy 
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"Marry  you,  Willj'!"  said  I,  "but  I  needs  musl 

speak  my  mind, 
I  fear  you  will  listen  to  tales,  be  jealous  and  Lard 

and  unUnd." 
But  be  turn'd  and  claspt  me  in  his  arms,  and  an- 

awer'd,  *'Ho,  love,  no;" 
Seventy  years  i^o,  my  darling,  seventy  years  ago. 

So  Willy  and  I  were  wedded:  1  wore  a  lilac 
And  the  ringers  rang  witb  a  will,  and  be  gave  tlie 
But  the  first  that  ever  I  bare  was  dead  before  he 
Shadow  and  shine  is  life,  little  Annie,  flower  and 


That  was  tbe  lirat  time,  too,  that  ever  I  thought  of 

There  lay   ihe  sweet  littie  body  that  never  had 

drawn  a  breath. 
1  had  not  went,  little  Annie,  not  since  1  had  been  a 

wife; 
Bnt  I  wept  like  a  child  that  day,  for  the  babe  had 

fought  for  bis  life. 

HJ3  dear  little  face  was  troubled,  as  if  with  anger 
I  look'd  at  the  slili  little  body — bis  trouble  had  all 
For  Willy  I  cannot  weep,  I  shall  see  hirn  another 
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THE   GRANDMOTHEIt'S    APOLOGY.  1»S 

Bus  h.  cheert  me,  m,  go«l  mm,  for  lie  reldom 

said  me  nay;  ,^ 

KM,  like  a  man,  wi»  le ;  !*«  a  m.o,  loo,  wo«iii 

Never  Si-"rh.,..-.»T.>.W 

And  he  died,  and  I  could  not  weep— my  own  time 
seem'd  so  near. 

XIX. 
Bnt  I  wiA'd  it  had  been  Gml's  «ill  that  I,  too,  then 
lbegrt:'"TJltiitae,andf.in  had  .lept  at 
And  tSi't^n  years  back,  o.  mo.,  ifldoa. 
But  as  to  Se 'children,  Anuie,  they're  all  about  mo 

XX. 

Pattering  over  the  hoards,  my  Aunie  ^ho  left  me 
Patter  she  go^,  my  owu  little  Anuie,  an  Annie  like 
Pattering^over  the  boai-ds,  she  cornea  and  goes  at 
While  Earn-'  is  in  the  fiva-acre  and  Charlie  plough- 
ing the  hill. 

Aiid  Harry  and  Charlie,  I  hear  them  too-they 
Often  Slc'^metrd^oriaaplea.ant  kind  cfa 
They  c^me'and  sit  by  my  chair,  they  hover  about 
I  am  nS^alwaj^eertain  if  they  he  alive  or  dead. 
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184        THE  grandmother's 

And  yet  I  Jtnow  for  a  truth,  there's  none  of  them 

left  alive  ; 
For  Harry  went  at  sixty,  your  father  at  sixty-five  : 

S'-  ™^  '  ^*  "'^''  tl"^esTO^  and 

I  knew  them  aJI  as  babies,  and  now  they're  elderly 


For  mme  m  a  time  of  peace,  it   js   not  often  I 

grieve ; 
1  am  ofener  sitting  at  Lome  in  my  father's  farm  at 

■^""^  *and"sSo  r^  """''  ^""^   ^^"^^  ^""^  ^'^^' 
I  find  myself  often  laughing  at  things  that  have 
long  gone  by. 

^^  ^^  n"1ad^  preacher  says,  oar  sins  sbould  make 

But  mine  is^a  tfme  of  peace,  and  Ihere  is  Grace  to 

And  God  not  man,  is  the  Judge  of  iia  all  when  life 
shall  cease ; 

^"^  '"ofpe^f '  ''*""  ^'"'''''  '^*  "'^'"^^  ''  '"'^ 

-^^  '^>  *  *'"'«  <rf  peace,  so  it  be  free  from 

And  happy'has  been  my  life ;  but  I  would  not  live 

It  again. 
J  seem  to  be  tired  a  little,  that's  all,  and  lon^  for 
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So  Willy  has  gone,  my  beauty,  my  eldest-born,  inj 

But  how  can  I  weep  for  Willy,  he  has  but  gone  for 

Gone  for  El  minute,  my  son,  from  this  room  into  the 

I  too,  shall  go  in  a  minute.     What  time  have  I  to 
be  vext? 


Get  me  my  glasses,  Annie:  tbank  God  that  I  keep 

mv  eyes. 
There  is  but  a  trifle  left  yon,  when  I  shall  have  past 

But  stay  witb  the  old  woman  now :  you  cannot  have 
long  to  stay. 


SEA  DREAMS.     AN  IDTL. 

A  CITY  clerk,  but  gently  born  and  bred; 
His  wife — an  unknown  artist's  orphan  child—- 
One  babe  was  theirs,  a  Margaret,  three  years  old ; 
They,  thiuking  that  her  clear  ^rmander  eye 
Droopt  in  the  ^ant^factoried  city-gloom, 
Came,  with  a  month's  leave  given  them,  to  the  sea 
For  which  his  gains  were  dock'd,  however  small : 
His  gains  were  small,  and  hard  his  work ;  besides, 
Their  slender  household  fortunes  (for  the  man 
Had  rislc'd  his  little),  like  the  little  thrift. 
Trembled  in  perilous  places  o'er  a  deep ; 
And  oft,  when  sitting  all  alone,  his  face 
Would  darken,  as  be  cursed  his  credulousneas, 
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And  that  one  imctuous  moutJi  wbich  lui'ed  him, 

To  buy  wild  shares  in  some  Peruvian  mine. 

Now   seawavd-bound    for    health,    they   gain'd    a 

Ail  sand,  and  cliff,  and  deep  inrunning  cave, 

At  close  of  day ;  slept,  woke,  and  went  the  next, 

The  Sabbath,  pious  variers  from  the  church. 

To  chapel;  where  a  heated  pulpiteer. 

Not  preaching  simple  Christ  to  simple  men. 

Announced  the  coming  doom,  and  fulminated 

Against  the  scarlet  woman  and  her  creed : 

For  sidewaya  up  he  swung  his  arms,  and  shriek'd 

"  Thus,  thus  with  violence,"  ev'n  as  if  be  held 

The  Apocalyptic  millstone,  and  himself 

Were  that  great  Angel ;  "  Thus  with  violence 

Shall  Babylon  be  oast  into  the  sea; 

Then  comes  the  close."     The  gentle-hearted  wife 

Sat  shuddering  at  the  ruin  of  a  world ; 

He  at  his  own ;  but  when  the  wordy  storm 

Had  ended,  forth  they  moved  and  paced  the  sand, 

Ran  in  and  out  the  long  sea-foaming  caves. 

Drank  the  large  air,  and  saw,  but  scarce  believed 

(The  sootflafce  of  so  many  a  sumnter  still 

Clung  to  their  fancies)  that  they  saw,  the  sea. 

So  now  on  sand  they  walk'd,  and  now  on  clifF, 

Lingering  on  all  the  thymy  promontories, 

Untd  the  sails  were  darken'd  in  the  west 

And  rosed  in  the  east;   then  homeward   and   to 

bed: 
Where  she,  that  kept  a  tender  Christian  hope 
Haunting  a  holy  text,  and  still  to  that 
Returning,  as  the  bird  returns,  at  night, 
"  Let  not  the  sun  go  down  upon  your  wrath," 
Said,  "  Love,  forgive  him  ; "  but  he  did  not  speak  i 
Then  all  in  silence  for  an  hour  she  Lay, 
Remembering  our  dear  Lord  who  died  for  all, 
And  musing  on  the  little  lives  of  men. 
And  how  they  mar  that  little  with  their  feuds. 
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SEA    DBBAMS.      AN    IDTL.  '»' 

But  after  Aeae  were  sleeping,  a  full  tide 
Rose  with  ground-^well,  which,  on  the  foremen  t  rooks 
Touching,  opjetted  in  spirts  of  wild  sea^moke 
AM  scafed  In  sheets  of  wasteful  foam,  and  fell 
In  vasrt  HefHiataracts — ever  and  anon 
Dead  claps  of  thunder  from  mftin  the  clilis 
Heard  through  the  lining  roar.     At  this  the  ehild. 
Their  litfle  Margaret,  cradled  near  them,  made 
A  wail  whiuh.  howsoever  slight,  aroused 
The  mother,  and  the  father  suddenly  coed. 
»  A  wreck,  a  wreck!"  then  tamd,  and  groaning 

"  Forgive  I  How  many  will  say. '  Forgive,'  and  find 
A  sort  of  absolution  in  the  sound     _ 
To  hate  a  little  longer  I    No ;  the  sm     _ 
That  neither  God  nor  man  can  weU  foi^Sive, 
Hypocrisy,  I  saw  it  in  him  at  once. 
It  is  not  true  that  second  thoughts  are  best. 
But  first,  and  third,  which  are  a  riper  first, 
Too  ripe,  too  late !  they  come  too  late  for  use. 
Ah,  love,  there  sw^ely  lives  in  man  and  beast 
SometWng  divine  to  warn  them  of  their  foes : 
And  such  a  sense,  when  first  I  lighted  on  him, 
Said,  'trust  him  not;'  but  after,  when  I  came 
To  know  him  more,  I  lost  il,  knew  him  less ; 
Fmight  with  what  seem'd  my  own  unchanty ; 
Sat  at  his  table,  drank  his  costly  wines, 
Made  more  and  more  aUowance  for  histaLfc, 
Went  further,  fool !  and  trusted  hnn  with  ftU, 
AU  my  poor  scrapings  from  a  dozen  years  _ 
Of  dust  and  deskwork :  there  is  no  such  mme. 
None ;  but  a  gulf  of  ruin,  swallowing  gold, 
Not  making.    Euin'd !  ruin'd  I  the  sea  roars 
Buin:  a  fearful  night!" 

"Not  fearful;  fair," 
Said  the  good  wife,  "if  every  star  in  heaven 
Can  make  it  fair :  you  do  but  hear  the  tide. 
Had  you  ill  dreams  ?  " 
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"  O  yes,"  he  said,  "  I  dream'd 
Of  such  a  tide  swelling  toward  the  land, 
And  I  from  out  the  boundless  outer  deep 
Swept  wiih  it  to  the  shore,  and  enter'd  one 
Of  those  dark  caves  that  run  beneath  the  cliffs. 
I  thought  the  motion  of  the  boundless  deep 
Bore  through  the  cave,  and  I  was  heaved  upon  it 
In  darkness :  then  I  saw  one  lonely  star 
Lai^r  and  larger.     '  What  a  world,'  I  thought, 
'  To  live  in ; '  bat  in  moving  on  I  found 
Only  the  landward  exit  of  the  cave, 
Brifiht  with  the  sun  upon  the  stream  beyond : 
And  near  the  light  a  giant  woman  sat, 
All  over  earthy,  like  a  piece  of  earth, 
A  pickaxe  in  her  hand :  then  out  I  slipt 
Into  a  land  all  sun  and  blossom,  trees 
As  high  as  heaven,  and  every  bird  that  sings : 
And  here  the  firelight  flickering  in  my  eyes 
Awoke  me," 

"  That  was  then  your  dream,"  she  said ; 

''  So  sweet,  I  lay,"  said  he, 
"  And  mused  upon  it,  drifijng  up  the  stream 
In  fancy,  till  1  slept  again,  and  pieced 
The  broken  vision ;  for  I  dream'd  that  still 
The  motion  of  the  gi'eat  deep  bore  me  on, 
And  tliat  the  woman  walk'd  upon  the  brink : 
I  wonder'd  at  her  strength,  and  ask'd  her  of  it ; 
'  It  came,'  she  said,  '  by  working  in  the  mines : ' 
Oh,  then,  to  ask  her  of  my  shares,  I  thought ; 
And  ask'd;  but  not  a  word;  she  shook  her  head. 
And  then  the  motion  of  the  current  ceas'd. 
And  there  was  rolling  thunder ;  and  we  reach'd 
A  mountain,  like  a  wail  of  burs  and  thorns; 
But  she,  with  her  strong  feet,  up  the  steep  hill 
Trod  out  a  path  ;  I  follow'd ;  and  at  top 
She  pointed  seaward ;  there  a  fleet  of  glass. 
That  seem'd  a  fleet  of  jewels  under  we. 
Sailing  along  before  a  gloomy  cloud 
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That  not  one  moment  ceased  to  thmider,  past 

In  sunshine :  rigtt  across  ita  track  there  lay, 

Down  in  the  water,  a  long  reef  of  gold, 

Or  what  seein'd  gold ;  and  I  was  glad  at  first 

To  thiQk  that  in  our  often-ransack'd  world 

Still  BO  much  gold  was  left !  and  then  I  feai^d 

Lest  that  gay  navy  there  should  sphtite!-  on  il, 

And  fearing  wav-d  my  arm  to  warn  them  ott ; 

An  idle  signal,  for  the  brittle  fleet 

(I  thought  I  could  have  died  to  save  it) 

Touch'd,  clink'd,  and  clash'd,  and  vanish  d,  and  1 

I  heard  the  clash  so  clearly.     Now,  I  see. 
My  dream  was  life ;  the  woman  honest  Work ; 
And  my  poor  venture  but  a  fleet  of  glass 
Wreck'd  on  a  reef  of  visionary  gold." 

"  Nay,"  said  the  kindly  wife  i«  comfort  him, 
"Tou  raised  your  arm,  you  tumbled   down  and 

The  glass  with  little  Margaret's  medicine  in  it ; 
And,  breaking  that,  you  made  and   broke   your 

dream ; 
A  trifle  makes  a  dream ;  a  trifle  breaks. 

"  No  trifle,"  groan'd  the  husband ;  "  yesterday 
I  met  him  suddenly  in  the  street,  and  ask'd 
That  which  I  ast'd  the  woman  in  my  dream. 
Like  her,  he  shook  his  head.    '  Show  me  the  books ! 
He  dodged  me  with  a  long  and  loose  account, 
i  The  books,  the  books ! '  but  ho,  he  could  not  wait, 
Bound  on  a  matter  he  of  life  and  death : 
When  the  great  Books  (see  Daniel  seven,  the  tenth) 
Were  open'd,  I  should  find  he  meant  me  well ; 
And  then  began  to  bloat  himself,  and  ooze 
All  over  with  the  fat  affectionate  smde 
That  makes  the  widow  lean.     '  My  dearest  friend. 
Have  faith,  have  fwth !    We  live  by  fiulh,'  said  he ; 
'  And  all  things  work  together  for  the  good 
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Of  those ' — it  makes  me  sick  to  quote  him — last 
Gript  mj'  hand  hard,  and  with  God-biess-you  went. 
I  stood  like  one  timt  bad  i-eceived  a  b!ow : 
I  tbund  a  bard  friend  in  bia  loose  accounts, 
A  k«se  one  in  the  bard  grip  of  his  band, 
A  curse  in  hie  God-biesa-you :  then  my  eyes 
Pursued  bim  down  the  street,  and  far  away, 
Among  the  bonest  sboulderB  of  the  crowd. 
Read  rascal  in  the  motions  of  his  back, 
And  scoundrel  in  ibe  supple  sliding  knee." 

"  Was  be  so  bound,  poor  soul  ?  "  said  tbe  good  wife ; 
"  So  ate  we  all :  but  do  not  call  him,  love, 
Beforeyou  prove  him,  rogue,  and  proved,  forgive. 
His  gain  is  loss ;  for  be  that  wrongs  his  friend 
Wrongs  himself  more,  and  ever  bears  about 
A  silent  court  of  justice  in  his  breast. 
Himself  the  judge  and  juiy,  and  himself 
The  prisoner  at  the  bar,  ever  condemn'd : 
And  that  drags  down  his  life:  then  comes  what 

Hereafter;  and  he  meant,  he  siud  he  meant. 
Perhaps  be  meant,  or  partly  meant,  you  well." 

" '  With  all  his  conscience  and  one  eye  askew  '— 
Love,  let  me  quote  these  hnes,  that  you  may  learn 
A  man  is  likewise  counsel  for  himself, 
Too  ollen,  in  that  silent  uoml^  of  yours — 
'  With  all  bis  conscience  and  one  eye  askew, 
^  false,  he  partly  took  himself  for  true ; 
Whose  pious  talk,  when  most  his  heart  was  dry, 
Made  wet  the  eraiiy  crow's-foot  round  his  eye ; 
Who,  never  naming  God  except  for  g£un. 
So  never  took  that  useful  name  in  vain ; 
Nor  deeds  of  gifV,  but  gifts  of  grace  he  forged, 
And  snakelike  slimed  his  vieljm  ere  be  gorged  , 
Made  God  his  cat's-paw,  and  the  cross  his  tool. 
And  Christ  the  snare  to  trap  a  fledgling  fool ; 
And  oft  at  Bible  meetings,  o'er  tbe  rest 
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Arising,  did  his  holy  oWy  best, 
Dropping  the  too  rough  H  in  Hell  and  Heaven,      ^ 
To  spread  the  word  by  which  bimse It  had  thriven. 
How  like  yon  this  old  sative  ?  " 

"  Nay,"  she  said, 
"  I  loathe  it :  he  had  never  kindly  heart, 
Nor  ever  eared  to  better  his  own  kind, 
Who  first  -wrote  satire,  with  no  pitf  in  it. 
But  will  yon  hear  my  dream,  for  I  had  one 
That  altogether  went  to  muBie  ?  still. 
It  awed  me.   Well— I  dream'd  that  round  the  north 
A  lights— a  belt  of  laminoua  vapor— lay. 
And  ever  in  it  a  low  musical  note 
Swell'd  up  and  died ;  and,  as  it  swell'd,  a  ndge 
Of  breakers  OMne  from  out  the  belt,  and  still 
Grew  with  the  growing  note,  and  when  the  note 
Had  reaeh'd  a  thunderous  fulness,  on  these  ehffii 
Broke,  mixt  vrith  awful  light  (the  same  .is  that 
Which  lived  within  the  belt)i  by  which  1  saw 
That  alt  these  lines  of  cliffs  were  cliffa  no  more, 
But  huge  cathedral  fronts  of  every  ap : — 
Grave,  florid,  stern,  aa  far  as  eye  oould  see. 
One  after  one  ;  and  then  tlio  great  ndge  drew. 
Lessening  to  the  lessening  mnsic,  back. 
And  past  into  the  belt  and  swell'd  again 
To  music :  ever  when  it  broke  I  saw 
The  statuea,  Bainr,  or  kin<[,  or  founder  fall ; 
Then  from  the  gaps  of  ruin  which  it  left 
Came  men  and  women  in  dark  ciustcra  round. 
Some  crying, '  Set  them  up !  they  sliall  not  lain 
And  others  '  Let  them  lie,  for  they  have  fall  n- 
And  still  they  strove  and  wrangled  ■,  and  1  gneved 
In  my  strange  dream,  I  knew  not  why,  to  hnd 
Their  wildest  waalings  never  ont  of  tune    _ 
With  that  sweet  note ;  and  ever  when  their  shrieks 
Ban  hiffhest  np  the  gamut,  that  great  wave 
B«tumin!t— though  none  mark'd  it— on  the  crowd 
Broke,  tnix'd  with  awful  Kght,  and  show'd  their  eyes 
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Glaring,  and  paasioaate  looks,  and  swept  away 

The  men  of  flesh  and  blood,  and  men  of  stone, 

To  the  waste  deepa  together;  and  I  &xt 

My  wistful  eyes  on  two  fair  images, 

Both    crown'd   witli    stare    and  high   among    the 

The  Tir^n  Mother  standing  with  her  child 
High  up  on  one  of  those  darir  minster-fronts — 
Tin  she  began  to  totter ;  and  the  child 
Clang  to  the  mother,  and  sent  out  a  cry, 
Which  mix'd  with  little  Margaret's,  and  I  woke. 
And   my  dream   awed   me:— well— but  what  are 

dreams ! 
Yours  came  but  from  the  breaking  of  a  glass, 
And  mine  but  from  the  crying  of  a  child." 

"  Child  ?     No ! "  said  he,  "  but  this  tide's  roar, 
and  his. 
Our  Boanei^a,  with  his  threats  of  doom, 
And  loud-lung'd  Antibabyionianisma 
(Although  I  grant  but  little  music  there) 
Went  both  to  make  your  dream :  but  were  there 

A  music,  harmonizing  our  wild  cries. 
Sphere  music  such  as  that  you  dream'd  about. 
Why,  that  would  make  our  passions  far  too  like 
The  discord  dear  to  flie  musioian.     No- 
One  shriek  of  hafe  would  jar  all  hjmns  of  heaven : 
True  Devils  with  no  ear,  Uiey  howl  in  tune 
With  nothing  but  the  Deyii  I " 
^  "  True  indeed  I 

One  of  our  town,  but  later  by  an  hour 
Here  than  ourselves,  spoke  with  me  on  the  shore. 
While  you  were  running  down  the  sands,  and  made 
Ihe  dimpled  flounce  of  the  sea-farbelow  flap, 
Grood  man,  to  please  the  child :  she  brought  strange 

I  would  not  tell  you  then  to  spoil  your  day. 
But  he,  at  whom  you  rail  so  much,  is  dead." 
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"  Dead  ?  who  is  dead  ?  " 

"The  man  your  eye  pursued, 
A  little  after  you  had  parted  with  him, 
He  suddenly  dropt  dead  of  heart  disease." 

"  Dead  ?  he  ?  of  heart  disease  ?  what  heart  had  ho 
To  die  of?  dead?" 

"  Ah,  dearest,  if  there  be 
A  devil  in  man,  there  ia  an  angel  too. 
And  if  he  did  that  wrong  you  chaise  him  with, 
His  angel  broke  his  heart.     But  your  rough  voice 
(You  spoke  so  loud)  has  roused  the  child  agfun. 
Sleep,  tittle  birdie,  sleep  1  will  she  not  sleep 
Without  her  '  little  birdie  ?'  well  then,  sleep, 
And  I  will  sing  you  '  birdie,'" 

Saying  this. 
The  woman  half  turn'd  round  from  him  she  loved, 
Lefl  him  one  hand,  and  reaching  through  the  night 
Her  other,  found  (for  it  was  close  beside) 
And  half  embraced  the  basket  cradle-head : 
Wilh  one  soft  arm,  which  like  the  pliant  bough 
That  moving  moves  the  nest  and  nestling,  sway'd 

The  cradle,  while  she  sang  this  baby  song. 

What  does  little  birdie  say 
Itt  her  nest  at  peep  of  day  ? 
Let  me  fly,  says  little  birdie, 
Mother,  let  me  fly  away. 
Birdie,  rest  a  Kttle  longer, 
Till  the  litrte  winss  are  stronger. 
So  she  rests  a  little  longer 
Then  she  flies  away. 

What  does  little  baby  say. 
In  her  bed  at  peep  of  day  ? 
Baby  says,  like  little  birdie. 
Let  mo  rise  and  fly  away. 
Baby,  sleep  a  little  longer, 
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Till  ihe  little  limbs  are  stronger. 
If  slie  sleeps  a  little  longer 
Babj  too  shall  fly  away. 

"  She  sleeps ;  let  ua  too,  let  all  evil,  sleep. 
He  also  sleeps — another  sleep  than  ours. 
He  can  do  no  more  wrong:  foi^tve  him,  dear, 
And  I  shall  sleep  the  sounder !  " 

Then  the  man 
"  His  deeds  yet  live,  the  worst  is  yet  to  come. 
Yet  let  j-our  sleep  for  this  one  night  be  sound: 
I  do  forgive  him  I " 

"  Thanks,  my  love,"  she  said, 
"  Yonr  own  will  be  the  sweeter,"  and  they  slepl^ 
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Ay  me !  ay  me !  the  woods  decay  and  fall, 

The  vapours  weep  their  burthen  to  the  ground, 

Man  comes  and  tills  the  earth  and  Ugh  beneath, 

And  after  many  a  summer  dies  the  swan. 

Me  only  cruel  immortality 

Consumes ;  I  wither  slowly  in  thine  arms, 

Here  at  the  quiet  limit  of  the  world, 

A  while-hair'd  shadow  roaming  like  a  dream 

The  ever  silent  spaces  of  the  East, 

Far-folded  mists,  and  gleaming  halls  of  mom. 

Alas  I  for  this  gray  shadow,  once  a  man  — 
So  glorious  in  his  beauty  and  thy  choice. 
Who  madest  him  thy  chosen,  that  he  seem'd 
To  his  great  heart  none  other  than  a  God! 
I  ask'd  thee,  "  Give  me  immortality." 
Then  didst  thou  grant  mine  asking  with  a  smile, 
Like  wealthy  men  who  care  not  how  they  give. 
But  thy  strong  Hours  indignant  work'd  their  wills 
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And  beat  me  down  and  oiarr'd  and  waf^ted  me, 
And  tho'  tliey  eoiild  not  end  me,  left  me  maim'd 
To  dwell  in  presence  of  immortal  youth, 
Immortal  age  beside  ioimortal  youth, 
And  all  I  waa,  in  ashwi.     Can  thy  love, 
Thy  beauty,  make  amends,  tho'  even  now. 
Close  over  us,  the  silver  star,  thy  guide,  ^ 
Shines  in  those  tremulous  eyes  that  fill  with  tears 
To  hear  me  ?     Let  me  go :  take  back  thy  gift : 
Why  shouhl  a  man  desire  in  any  way 
To  vary  from  the  kindly  race  of  men, 
Or  pass  beyond  the  goal  of  ordinance 
Where  all  should  pause,  as  is  most  meet  for  all  ? 

A  soft  air  fans  the  cloud  apart ;  there  comes 
A  glimpse  of  that  dark  world  where  I  was  born. 
Once  more  the  old  mysterious  glimmer  steals 
From  thy  pure  brows,  and  from  thy  shoulders  pure, 
And  bosom  beating  with  a  heart  renew'd. 
Thy  oheek  begins  to  redden  thro'  the  gloom. 
Thy  sweet  eyes  brighten  slowly  close  to  mine, 
■  Ere  yet  they  blind  Uie  stars,  and  that  wild  (earn 
Which  love  thee,  yearning  for  thy  yoke,  arise. 
And  shake  the  darkness  from  their  loosen'd  manes. 
And  beat  the  twilight  into  flakes  of  fire. 

Lo !  ever  thus  thou  growest  beautifiil 
In  silence,  then  before  thine  answer  given 
Departeat,  and  thy  tears  are  on  my  cTieefc. 

Why  wilt  thou  ever  scare  me  with  thy  tears. 
And  make  me  tremble  lest  a  saying  learnt. 
In  davs  far-off,  on  that  dark  earth,  be  true  ? 
"  The'  Gods  themselves  cannot  recall  their  gifts." 

Ay  me  !  ay  me  I  with  what  another  heart 
In  davs  far-otr,  and  with  what  other  eyes 
i  usei  to  watch— if  I  be  he  that  watch'd— 
The  lucid  ouUine  forming  round  thee,  saw 
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The  dim  rarls  fcirdle  into  sunny  rings, 
Changed  with  thj-  mvatic  eiianjiai  anS  felt  ray  blood 
Glow  with  the  ijlow  that  alowly  criinson'd  all 
Thy  presence  and  thy  portals,  while  I  lay, 
Mouth,  forehead,  eyelids,  growing  dewr-warm 
With  losses  balmier  than  Half-opening  buds 
Of  April,  and  could  hear  the  lips  that  kiss'd 
Whispering  I  knew  not  what  of  wild  and  sweet, 
Like  that  strange  song  I  heard  Apollo  sing 
While  Ilion  like  a  mist  rose  into  towers. 

Tet  hold  me  not  forever  in  thine  East : 
How  can  my  nalure  longer  mix  with  thine  ? 
Coldly  thy  rosy  shadows  bathe  me,  cold 
AreiUl  thy  lights,  and  cold  my  wrinkled  feet 
Upon  thy  glimmering  thresholds,  when  the  steam 
Floats  up  from  those  dim  fields  about  the  homes 
Of  happy  men  that  have  the  power  to  die, 
And  grassy  batrows  of  the  happier  dead. 
Release  me,  and  restore  me  to  the  ground; 
Thou  seiist  all  things,  thou  wilt  see  my  grave : 
Thon  wilt  renew  thy  beauty  mom  by  morn  ; 
1  earth  in  earth  foi^et  these  empty  courts, 
And  tiiee  returning  on  thy  silver  wheels. 
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The  brave  Geraint,  a  knight  of  Arthur's  court, 

A  tributary  prince  of  Devon,  one 

Of  that  great  order  of  the  Table  Kound, 

HatI  wedded  Enid,  Yniol'a  only  child, 

And  loved  her,  aa  he  loved  the  light  of  Heaven. 

And  as  the  light  of  Heaven  varies,  now 

At  sunrise,  now  at  sunset,  now  by  night 

With  moon  and  trembhng  stars,  so  loved  Geraint 

To  make  her  beauty  vary  day  by  day. 

In  crimsons  and  in  purples  and  in  gems. 

And  Enid,  but  to  please  her  husband's  eye, 

Who  first  had  found  and  loved  her  in  a  state 

Of  broken  fortanes,  dally  fronted  him 

In  some  fresh  splendour;  and  the  Queen  herself, 

Grateful  to  Prince  Ger^nt  for  service  done, 

Loved  her,  and  often  with  her  own  white  hands 

Array'd  and  deck'd  her,  as  the  loveliest, 

Next  after  her  own  self,  in  all  the  court. 

And  Enid  loved  the  Queen,  and  with  true  heart 

Adored  her,  as  the  stateliest  and  the  beat 

And  loveliest  of  all  women  upon  earth. 

And  seeing  them  so  tender  and  ao  close, 

Long  in  their  common  love  rejoiced  Geraint, 

But  when  a  rumonr  rose  about  the  Queen, 

Touching  her  guilty  love  for  Lancelot, 

Tho'  yet  there  lived  no  proof,  nor  yet  was  heard 

The  world's  loud  whisper  breaking  into  storm, 

Not  less  Ger^nt  believed  it ;  and  there  fell 

A  hormr  on  him,  lest  his  gentJe  wife, 


rii,y  Google 


Thro'  that  great  fenderncsa  for  Guinevere, 

Had  suffev'd,  or  should  suffer  any  taint 

In  nature :  wherefore  going  to  the  king. 

He  made  ibis  pretext,  tliat  his  princedom  lay 

Close  on  the  borders  of  a  territory, 

Wherein  were  bandit  earls,  and  Cfuliff  knights, 

Assassins,  and  all  flyers  from  the  hand 

Of  Justice,  and  whatever  loathes  a  law : 

And  therefore,  till  the  king  himself  should  please 

To  cleanse  this  common  sewer  of  all  his  realm, 

He  craved  a  fair  permission  to  depart. 

And  there  defend  his  marches ;  and  the  king 

Mused  for  a  little  on  hia  plea,  but,  last. 

Allowing  it,  the  Prince  and  Enid  rode, 

And  fifty  knights  rode  with  them,  to  the  shores 

Of  Severn,  and  they  passed  to  their  own  land; 

Where,  thinking,  that  if  ever  yet  was  wife 

True  to  her  lord,  mine  shall  bo  so  to  me, 

He  compass'd  her  with  sweet  observances 

And  worahip,  never  leaving  her,  and  grew 

Foi^tful  of  his  promise  to  "the  king. 

Forgetful  of  the  ialcon  and  the  hunt. 

Forgetful  of  the  tilt  and  tournament, 

Forgetful  of  his  glory  and  his  name, 

Forgetfiil  of  his  princedom  and  its  cares. 

And  this  forgetfulness  was  hateful  to  her. 

And  by  and  by  the  people,  when  they  met 

In  twos  and  threes,  or  fuller  companies, 

Began  to  scoff  and  jeer  and  babble  of  him 

As  of  a  prince  whose  manhood  was  all  gone, 

And  molten  down  in  mere  uxoriousness. 

And  this  she  gather'd  from  the  people's  eyes; 

This  too  the  women  who  attired  her  head. 

To  please  her,  dwelling  on  his  boundless  love. 

Told  Enid,  and  they  sadden'd  her  the  more : 

And  day  by  day  she  thought  to  tell  Geraint, 

But  could  not  out  of  bashful  delicacy  ; 

While  lie  that  watch'd  her  sadden,  was  the  more 

Suspicious  that  her  nature  bad  a  tainC 
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At  last,  it  chanced  that  on  a  summer  morn 
(Tliey  sleeping  eath  hy  other)  the  "«"  s"" 
feeat  thro'  iheUndless  «»««.'"«"*  f.'^!J^.' 
And  heated  the  strong  warnor  in  hiB  dreams , 
Who,  movii^,  oast  the  coverlet  ^de, 
And  bared  te  knotted  column  of  his  throat, 
The  massive  square  of  hia  heroic  breast, 
ind  arms  on  which  the  standmg  muscle  sloped. 
As  slopes  a  wild  brook  o'er  a  little  stone, 
Runnin-  too  vehemently  to  break  upon  it. 
And  Enid  -woke  and  sat  bes.de  the  couch, 
Idmiring  him,  and  thought  withm  hci^lf, 
Was  ever  man  so  grandly  miide  as  he  ? 
Then,  like  a  shadow,  past  the  people  s  talk 
And  acousalaoii  of  uxoriousness 
Across  her  mind,  and  bowing  over  Him, 
Low  to  her  own  heart  plteoualy  she  said : 

'  0  noble  breast  and  all-puissant  arras, 
Am  I  the  cause,  1  the  poor  cause  that  men 

Erpro^h  you,  Wi"s  %'r  'Tzr" 

I  aia  the  cause  beeauae  I  dare  not  speak 
And  teU  Hm  what  1  think  and  what  they  say- 
And  yet  I  hate  that  he  should  linger  here ; 
I  cannot  love  my  lord  and  not  his  name. 
Eat  liever  had  I  gird  h«  harney  on  him. 
And  ride  with  him  to  battle  and  stand  by, 
tZ  watok  his  mightf.l  hand  «r,kins  great  blow. 
At  eaitifi  and  at  wronger,  of  tke  word. 
Far  better  were  I  laid  m  the  tok  earth, 
Hot  hearing  any  more  hia  noble  voice, 
H«  to  he  Iblded  more  m  tbeji  dear  m 
And  darkened  from  the  high  ligh  m  his  eyes, 
Than  that  my  loiti  thro'  m.  shonld  suffer  shame. 
Am  1  so  bold,  and  conld  I  so  stand  by. 
And  see  my  dear  lord  wonnded  m  the  strife, 
0™  hoVeieed  to  death  before  mine  eyes, 
Andyet  not  dare  to  tell  him  what  I  think, 
iid  how  men  slur  hhn,  saying  all  his  force 
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Half  inwardly,  half  audibly  she  spoke, 
And  tho  stron^^  passion  in  her  made  her  weep 
l>ue  tears  upon  his  broad  and  naked  breast, 
And  these  awoke  him,  and  by  great  mischance 
He  heard  but  fr^ments  of  ber  later  words, 
And  that  she  feai'd  she  was  not  a  true  wife. 
And  then  he  thought,  '  In  spite  of  all  my  care 
For  aL  my  pains,  poor  man,  for  all  my  pains, ' 
tihe  13  not  i^thful  to  me,  and  I  see  her 
Weeping  for  some  gay  knight  in  Arthur's  hall.' 
Ihen  tho  he  loved  and  revereneed  her  too  much 
To  dream  she  could  be  guilty  of  foul  set. 
Right  thro'  his  manful  breast  darted  the  pang 
That  makes  a  man,  in  the  sweet  face  of  her 
Whom  be  lOves  most,  lonely  and  miserable. 
At  this  he  hurl'd  his  huge  limbs  out  of  bed. 
And  shook  his  drowsy  squire  awake  and  cried, 
'My  charger  and  her  palfrey,'  then  to  her 
'  I  will  ride  forth  into  the  wilderness ; 
For  tho'  it  seems  my  apuTs  are  yet  to  win, 
I  have  not  fall'n  so  low  as  some  would  wish. 
And  you,  put  on  your  worst  and  meanest  dress 
And  ride  with  me.'     And  Enid  ask'd,  amazed, 
'If  Emd  errs,  let  Enid  learn  her  fault' 
But  he,  '  I  charge  you,  ask  not  but  obey.' 
Then  she  bethought  her  of  a  faded  silk, 
A  faded  mantle  and  a  faded  veil. 
And  moTing  toward  a  cedarn  cabinet, 
Wherein  she  kept  them  folded  reverently 
With  sprigs  of  summer  laid  between  the  folds, 
She  took  tliem,  and  array'd  herself  therein, 
Eemembering  when  first  he  came  on  her 
Drest,  in  that  dress,  and  how  he  loved  her  in  it, 
And  all  her  foolish  fears  about  the  dress, 
And  all  his  journey  to  her,  as  himself 
Had  told  her,  and  their  coming  to  the  court. 
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ENID.  205 

Par  Arthur  on  the  Wliitsuntide  before 
Held  court  at  old  Caerleoii  upon  Usk. 
There  on  a  day,  hesittinjr  high  in  hall, 
Before  him  came  a  forester  of  Dean, 
Wet  from  the  woods,  with  notice  of  a  hart 
Taller  than  all  hia  fellows,  milky-white. 
First  seen  that  day :  these  things  be  told  the  king. 
Then  the  m>od  kinn  gave  order  to  let  blow 
His  horns  Tor  huntmg  on  the  morrow  morn. 
And  when  the  Queen  petition'd  for  hia  leave 
To  see  tl>e  hunt,  allow'd  it  easily. 
So  with  the  morning  all  the  court  were  gone. 
But  Guinevere  lay  late  into  the  morn, 
Loat  in  sweet  dreams,  and  dreaming  of  her  love 
For  Lancelot,  and  foi^tful  of  the  hunt ; 
But  rose  at  last,  a  single  maiden  with  her. 
Took  horse,  and  forded  Usk,  and  «ain'd  the  wood; 
There,  on  a  little  knoll  beside  it,  ataj'd 
Waiting  to  hear  the  hounds ;  bat  heard  instead 
A  sudden  sound  of  hoofs,  for  Prince  Geriunt, 
Late  also,  wearing  neither  buntina-dress 
Nor  weapon,  save  a  golden-hilted  nrand, 
Came  quickly  flashing   thro'  the  shallow  ford 
Behind  them,  and  so  gallop'd  up  the  knoll. 
A  purple  scarf,  at  either  end  whereof 
There  swung  an  apple  of  the  purest  gold, 
Sway'd  round  about  him,  as  be  gallop'd  up 
To  join  them,  glancing  like  a  dragon-fly 
In  summer  suit  and  silks  of  holiday. 
Low  how'd  the  tributary  Prince,  and  she. 
Sweetly  and  atatelily,  and  with  all  grace 
Of  womanhood  and  queenhood,  answer'd  him : 
'  Late,  late.  Sir  Prince,"  she  Siud,  '  later  than  we ! ' 
'  Tea,  noble  Queen,'  he  answer'd, '  and  so  late 
That  I  but  come  like  you  to  see  the  hunt, 
■Not  join  it.'     '  Therefore  wait  with  me,'  she  aaid ; 
'  For  on  this  little  knoll,  if  anywhere, 
There  is  good  chance  that  we  shall  hear  the  hounds : 
Here  often  they  break  covert  at  our  feet." 
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And  wliile  tliey  listen'd  for  (he  distant  hunt. 
And  chiefly  for  Che  bayinp  of  Cavall, 
Kbff  Arthur's  hounil  of  deepest  mouth,  there  rode 
Full  slowly  by  a  knioiht,  lady,  and  dwarf; 
Whereof  the  dwarf  laWd  latest,  and  the  knight 
Had  visor  up,  and  show'd  a  youthful  faue, 
Imperious,  and  of  haughtiest  lineaments. 
And  Guinevere,  not  mindful  of  his  face 
In  the  king's  hail,  desired  his  name,  and  sent 
Hijr  maiden  to  demand  it  of  the  dwarf; 
Who  beinit  viuiouB,  old  and  irritable, 
And  doubling  all  his  master's  vice  of  pride. 
Made  answer  sharply  that  she  should  not  know. 
'  Then  will  I  ask  it  of  himself,'  she  said. 
'Nay,  by  my  faith,  thou  shalt  not,'  cried  the  dwarfj 
'  Thou  art  not  worthy  ev'n  to  speak  of  him ; ' 
And  when  she  put  her  horse  toward  the  knight, 
Struck  at  her  with  his  whip,  and  she  retum'd 
ladfenant  to  the  Queen  ;  at  which  Geraint 
Exclaiming,  '  Surely  I  will  learn  the  name,' 
Made  sharply  to  the  dwarf,  and  ask'd  it  of  him. 
Who  answer'd  as  before;  and  when  the  Prince 
Had  pnt  his  horse  in  motion  toward  the  knight, 
Struclc  at  him  with  his  whip,  and  cut  his  cheek. 
The  Prince's  blood  spirted  upon  the  scarf. 
Dyeing  it;  and  his  quick,  instinetive  hand 
Caujrht  at  the  hilt,  as  to  abolish  him : 
But  he,  from  his  exceeding  man  fulness 
And  pure  nobility  of  temperament, 
Wroth  to  be  wroth  at  such  a  worm,  refr^n'd 
From  ev'n  a  word,  and  so  returning  said : 

'  I  will  avenge  this  insult,  noble  Queen, 
Done  in  your  maiden's  person  to  yourself; 
And  I  will  track  this  vermin  to  their  earths : 
For  tho'  I  ride  unarui'd,  I  do  not  doubt 
To  find,  at  some  place  I  shall  come  at,  arms 
On  loan,  or  else  tor  pledge ;  and,  bein^  fouud. 
Then  will  I  fight  him,  and  will  break  his  pride, 
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'Farewell,   fair   Prince,'   anawer'd    the   stately 
Que  en. 
'  Be  prosperous  in  this  journey,  as  in  all ; 
And  may  you  light  on  all  things  that  you  love, 
And  live  to  wed  with  her  vrhoni  first  you  love : 
But  ere  you  wed  with  any,  tring  your  bride, 
And  1,  were  she  the  daughter  of  a  king, 
Yea,  tho'  she  were  a  bemrar  from  the  hedge. 
Will  clothe  her  for  her  bridals  like  the  sun.' 

And  Prince  Geraint,now  thinking  that  he  heard 
■  The  noble  hart  at  bay,  now  the  far  horn, 
A  little  vext  at  losing  of  the  hunt, 
A  little  at  the  vile  occasion,  rode, 
By  upa  and  downs,  thro"  many  a  grassy  f;lade 
And  valley,  with  fixt  eye  followin«  the  three. 
At  last  they  issued  from  the  world"  of  wood, 
And  clirab'd  upon  a  fair  and  even  ridge, 
A^d  showed  themselves  s^inst  the  sky,  and  sank. 
And  thither  came  Geraint,  and  underneath 
Beheld  the  long  street  of  a  little  town 
In  a  long  valley,  on  one  side  of  which, 
White  from  the  mason's  hand,  a  fortress  rose ; 
And  on  one  side  a  castle  in  decay, 
Beyond  a  bridge  that  spann'd  a  dry  ravine: 
And  out  of  town  and  valley  came  a  noise 
As  of  a  broad  brook  o'er  a  shingly  bed 
Brawlinir,  or  like  a  clamour  of  the  roots 
At  distance,  ere  they  settle  for  the  night. 

And  onward  to  the  fortress  fode  the  three, 
And  enter'd,  and  were  lost  behind  the  walls. 
'  So,'  thought  Geraint,  '  I  have  track'd  him  to  ba 

And  down  the  long  street  riding  wearily. 
Found  every  hostel  full,  and  everywhere 
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Was  hammer  laid  to  hoof,  and  the  hot  hiss 

And  bustling  whistle  of  the  youth  who  seour'd 

Hia  master's  armour;  and  of  such  a  one 

He  aak'd,  '  What  meana  tlie  tumult  in  the  town  ?' 

Who  told  him,  scouring  still,  '  The  eparrow-hawk  i  * 

Then  riding  close  behind  an  ancient  churJ, 

Who,  smitten  by  the  dusty  eloping  beam, 

Went  Bweadng  underneath  a  sack  of  com, 

Ask'd  yet  once  more  what  meant  the  hubbub  here? 

Who  answer'd  gruffly, '  Ugh  !  the  spaiToiv-hawfc,' 

Then  riding  further  past  an  armourer's, 

Who,  with  back  turn'd,  and  bow'd  above  his  work, 

Sat  riveting  a  helmet  on  his  knee, 

He  put  the  selfsame  query,  but  the  man 

Not_ turning  round,  nor  looking  at  him,  said  : 

'Friend,  he  that  labours  for  the  sparrow-hawk 

Has  little  time  for  idle  questionera.' 

Whereat  Geraint  flash'd  into  sudden  spleen  : 

'  A  thousand  pips  eat  up  your  eparrow-hawk  I 

Tits,  wrens,  and  all  wing'd  nothings  peek  him  dead 

Te  think  the  rusdc  cackle  of  your  boure 

The  munnur  of  the  world  I     What  is  it  to  ine  ? 

O  wretched  set  of  sparrows,  one  and  all, 

Who  pipe  of  nothing  but  of  sparrow-hawks  ! 

Speak,  if  you  be  not  like  the  rest,  hawk-mad, 

Where  can  I  get  me  harbourage  for  the  night? 

And  arms,  arms,  arms  to  fight  my  enemy  ?    Speak  I 

At  this  the  armourer  turnmg  all  amazed 

And  seeing  one  so  gay  in  purple  silks. 

Came  forward  with  the  helmet  yet  in  hand 

And  answer'd,  '  Pardon  me,  0  stranger  knight ; 

We  hold  a  tourney  here  to-morrow  mom, 

And  there  is  scantly  time  for  half  the  work. 

Arms  ?  truth  !  I  know  not :  all  are  wanted  here. 

Harbourage  ?  truth,  good  truli,  I  know  not,  save. 

It  may  be,  at  Earl  Tniol's,  o'er  the  bridire 

Yonder.'     He  spoke  and  fell  to  work  again. 

Then  rode  Geraint,  a  little  spleenful  yet, 
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Across  till!  bridge  tliat  spaim'd  Ab  dry  ravine. 
There  miiBiBg  sat  the  ]ioarj--heade(i  Earl, 
(His  Jvuss  a  suit  of  ftaj'd  magiiific;eni!e, 
Oiiue  fit  for  feasts  of  ceremony)  and  said : 
'  Whither,  fair  son  7 '  to  whom  Geraint  replied, 
'  O  fKund,  I  seek  a  harboui-i^e  for  the  night,' 
Then  Yniol,  '  Enter  thei'efore  and  partake 
The  slender  entertaiiinient  of  a  house 
Once  rich,  now  poor,  hut  evei^  open-door'd.' 
'  Thanka,  venerable  friend,'  replied  Geraint ; 
'  So  that  you  do  not  serve  nie  sparrow-hawks 
For  aupper,  I  will  enter,  I  will  eat 
With  all  the  passion  of  a  twelve  hours'  fast' 
Then  aigh'd  and  smiled  the  hoary-headed  Earl, 
And  answer'd,  '  Graver  cause  than  yours  is  mine 
To  curse  this  hedgerow  thief,  the  sparrow-hawk ; 
But  in,  go  m;  for  aave  yourself  desire  it. 
We  will  not  touch  upon  him  ev*!!  in  jest.' 

Then  rode  GerEuut  into  the  castle  court, 
His  charger  trampling  many  a  prickly  star 
Of  sprouted  thistle  on  the  broken  atones. 
He  look'd  and  saw  that  all  was  ruinous. 
Here  stood  a  shatter'd  archway  plumed  with  fern  ; 
And  here  had  fall'n  a  great  part  of  a  tower,_ 
Whole,  like  a  crag  that  tumbles  from  the  cliff. 
And  like  a  erag  was  gay  with  wilding  flowers : 
And  high  above  a  pieL-B  of  turret  stair, 
Worn  by  the  feet  that  now  were  silent,  wound 
Bare  to  the  sun,  and  monstrous  ivy-stems 
Claspt  the  gray  walls  with  hair_v-fibred  arms, 
And  suck'if  the  joining  of  the  stones,  and  look'd 
A  knot,  beneath,  of  snakes,  aloft,  a  grove. 

And  while  he  w^ted  in  the  castle  court, 
The  voice  of  Enid,  Yniol's  datighter,  ran" 
Clear  thro'  the  open  casement  of  the  Hall, 
Sin^ng ;  and  as  the  sweet  voice  of  a  bird, 
Heard  by  the  lander  in  a  lonely  isle, 
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Moves  him  to  think  wiiat  Iciod  of  bii'd  it  ig 

That  sings  bo  delicately  clear,  and  make 

Conjecture  of  the  plumage  and  the  form; 

So  the  sweet  voice  of  Enid  moved  Geraintj 

And  made  him  like  a  man  abroad  at  morn 

When  first  the  liquid  note  beloved  of  men 

Comes  flying  over  many  a  windy  wave 

To  Britain,  and  in  April  suddenly 

Breaks  from  a  coppice  gemm'd  with  green  and  red, 

And  he  suspends  his  converse  with  a  friend, 

Or  it  may  Be  ihe  labour  of  his  hands, 

To  think  or  say,  '  there  is  the  nightingale ; ' 

80  fared  it  with  Gerwnt,  who  thought  and  said, 

'  Here,  by  God's  grace,  is  the  one  voice  for  me,' 


Turn  thy  wild  wheel  thro'  sunshine,  storm,   and 

Thy  wheel  and  thee  we  neither  love  nor  hate. 

'  Turn,  Fortune,  turn  thy  wheel  with  smile  or 

With  that  wild  wheel  we  go  not  up  or  down  ; 
Our  hoard  is  little,  but  our  hearts  are  great. 

'  Bmile  and  we  smile,  the  lords  of  many  lands ; 
Frown  and  we  smile,  the  lords  of  our  own  hands ; 
For  man  is  man  and  master  of  his  fate. 

'  Turn,  turn  thy  wheel  above  the  starinr;  crowd  ; 
Thy  wheel  and  thou  are  shadows  in  the  cloud  ; 
Thy  wheel  and  tbeB  we  neither  love  nor  hate.' 


'  Hark,  by  the  bird's 
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Said  Yniol ;  '  Enter  quickly.'     Entering  then, 
Riglit  o'oi"  a  mount  of  newly.fallen  stones, 
The  duaky-raftur'd  many-fiobweb'd  Hall, 
Hu  Jbund  an  aneient  dame  in  dim  brocade; 
And  near  her,  like  a  blossom  vermeil-white, 
That  lightly  breaks  a  faded  flower^sheatU, 
Moved  Che  f^r  Enid,  all  in  faded  ^Ik, 
Uer  daughter.     In  a  moment  tlion^ht  Geraint, 
'  Here  by  God's  rood  ia  the  one  maid  for  me.' 
But  none  spake  word  except  the  hoary  Earl : 
'Enid,  the  good  knigbt'a  horae  stands  in  the  court! 
Take  liim  to  stall,  and  ^ve  him  corn,  and  then 
Go  to  tlie  town  and  hay  us  Aesk  and  nine ; 
And  we  will  make  ns  meny  33  we  may. 
Our  board  is  little,  but  our  hearts  are  great' 

He  spake ;  the  Prince,  as  Enid  past  him,  fain 
To  follow,  strode  a  stride,  but  Yniol  uaught 
His  puiple  scarf,  and  held,  and  said  '  Forbear  I 
Rest  I  the  good  house,  tho'  riiin'd,  0  my  Son, 
Endures  not  that  her  guest  should  serve  himseE' 
And  reverencing  iJie  custom  of  the  house 
Geraint,  from  utter  courtesy,  forbore. 

So  Enid  took  his  charger  to  the  stall ; 
And  after  went  her  way  across  the  brid^, 
And  reach'd  the  town,  and  while  the  Prince  and 

Earl 
Yet  spoke  together,  came  again  with  one, 
A  youth,  that  following  with  a  eostrel  bore 
The  means  of  goodly  welcorae,  flesh  and  wine. 
And  Enid  brought  sweet  cakes  to  make  them  cheer. 
And  in  her  veil  enfolded,  manchet  bread. 
And  then,  because  their  hall  must  also  serve 
For  kitchen,  boii'd  the  flesh,  and  spread  the  board, 
And  stood  behind,  and  waited  on  the  three. 
And  seeing,  her  so  aweet  and  serviceable, 
Geraint  had  longing  in  him  evermore 
To  stoop  and  kiss  the  tender  little  thumb. 
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21 2  ENID. 

That  crost  the  trencher  as  she  laid  it  down ; 
But  after  all  had  eaten,  then  Gcraint, 
For  now  the  wine  made  enmmer  in  Lis  reins, 
Let  hia  eye  rove  in  following,  or  rest 
On  Enid  at  her  lowly  handmaid-work, 
Now  here,  now  there,  about  tlie  dusky  hall; 
Then  suddenly  addrest  the  hoaiy  Earl ; 

'  Fair  Host  and  Earl,  I  pray  your  courtesy ; 
This  sparrow-hawk,  what  is  he,  tell  me  of  him. 
His  name  ?  but  ns,  good  faith,  I  will  not  have  it : 
For  if  he  be  the  knight  wliom  late  T  saw 
Kde  into  that  new  fortress  by  j'our  town, 
Wliite  from  the  mason's  hand,  then  hare  I  Esworn 
From  his  own  lipa  to  have  it  —  I  am  Geraint 
Of  Devon  —  for  this  morning  when  the  Queen 
Sent  her  own  maiden  to  demand  the  name, 
His  dwarf,  a  viiious  under-shapen  thing, 
Stiiiuk  at  her  with  his  whip,  and  she  return'd 
Indignant  to  the  Queen ;  and  then  I  swore 
That  I  would  trai.'k  this  caitiff  to  his  hold. 
And  fi"ht  and  break  his  pride,  and  have  it  of  him. 
And  ail  unarm'd  I  rode,  and  tliought  to  find 
Arms  in  your  town,  where  all  the  men  are  mad ; 
They  take  the  rastic  murmur  of  their  bourg 
For  the  great  wave  that  echoes  round  the  world ; 
They  would  not  hear  me  speak ;  but  if  you  know 
Where  I  can  light  on  arms,  or  if  yourself 
Should  have  them,  toll  me,  seeing  I  have  sworn 
That  1  will  break  his  pride  and  learn  his  niuae, 
Avenging  this  great  insult  done  the  Queen.' 

Then  cried  Earl  Tniol.     '  Art  thou  he  indeed, 
Geraint,  a  name  far-sounded  among  men 
For  noble  deeds?  and  truly  I,  when  fii-st 
I  saw  you  moving  by  me  on  the  bridge, 
Felt  you  were  somewhat,  yea  and  by  your  state 
And  presence  might  have  guess'd  you  one  of  those 
That  eat  in  Arthur's  hall  at  Cameiot. 
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Nor  speak  1  now  from  foolisli  flattery ; 

For  this  dear  child  hath  often  heard  me  praise 

Tonr  feats  of  arms,  and  often  when  I  paused 

Hath  ask'd  again,  and  ever  loved  to  hear; 

So  grateful  is  the  noise  of  noble  dueda 

To  noble  hearts  who  see  but  aets  of  wrong : 

0  never  yet  had  woman  such  a  pair 

Of  suitors  aa  tbia  maiden ;  first  Limoiirs, 

A  creature  wholly  "iven  to  brawla  and  wine. 

Drunk  even  when  lie  woo'd ;  and  be  he  dead 

1  know  not,  but  he  past  to  the  ivild  land. 
The  second  was  your  foe,  the  spaiTow-hawk, 
My  curse,  my  nephew  —  I  will  not  let  his  name 
Slip  from  my  lips  if  I  can  help  it  —  he, 
When  I  that  knew  him  fierce  and  turbalent 
Kefused  her  to  him,  Chen  his  pride  awoke  ; 
And  since  the  proa<l  man  often  is  the  mean. 
He  sow'd  a  slander  in  the  common  ear, 
Affirming  that  his  father  left  him  gold, 

And  in  my  charge,  which  waa  not  render'd  to  him ; 
Bribed  with  large  promises  the  men  who  served 
About  my  person,  the  more  easily 

Thro'  open  doors  and  hospitality; 
Raised  my  own  town  against  me  in  the  night 
Before  my  Enid's  birthday,  aack'd  my  house ; 
From  mine  own  earldom  foully  ousted  me ; 
Bnilt  that  new  fort  to  overawe  my  friends. 
For  truly  there  are  those  who  love  me  yet ; 
And  keeps  me  in  this  ruinous  castle  here, 
Where  doubtless  he  would  put  me  soon  ta  deatli. 
But  that  his  pride  too  much  despises  me  : 
And  I  myself  sometimes  despise  myself; 
Tor  I  have  let  men  be,  and  have  their  way ; 
Am  much  too  gentle,  have  not  used  my  power : 
jSov  know  I  ■whether  I  be  very  base 
Or  very  manful,  whether  very  wise 
Or  very  foolish  ;  only  this  1  know. 
That  whatsoever  evil  Ii.appen  to  me, 
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!   heart,'  replied   Goraii 


And  Yniol  answerM,  'Arms,  indeed,  but  old 
And  rusty,  old  and  ruaty,  PrlnoB  Geraint, 
Are  mine,  and  therefore,  at  jour  asking  yours. 
But  in  this  tournament  uan  no  man  tilt, 
Except  the  lady  he  loves  heet  be  there- 
Two  forks  are  lixt  into  the  meadow  ground, 
And  over  these  is  laid  a  silver  wand, 
And  over  that  is  placed  the  sparrow-hawk. 
The  prize  of  beauty  for  the  fairest  there. 
And  this,  what  knight  soever  be  in  field 
Lays  claim  to  for  the  lady  at  his  side, 
And  tilts  with  my  good  nephew  thereupon, 
Who  being  apt  at  arms  and  big  of  bone 
Has  ever  won  it  ibr  the  lady  with  him. 
And  toppling  over  all  antagonism 
Has  earn'd  hiraself  the  name  of  sparrow-hawk. 
But  you,  that  have  no  lady,  ca:mot  fight.' 

To  whom  Geraint  with  eyes  all  bright  replied, 
Leanin"  a  little  toward  him,  '  Your  leave  I 
Let  me  lay  lance  ia  rest,  O  noble  host, 
For  this  dear  cliild,  beuause  I  never  saw, 
Tho'  having  seen  ali  beauties  of  our  time, 
!Nor  can  see  elsewhere,  anything  so  fair. 
And  if  I  fall  her  name  wil!  j'et  I'emMn 
Untarnish'd  as  before ;  but  if  I  live. 
So  aid  me  Heaven  when  at  mine  uttermost, 
As  I  will  make  her  truly  my  true  wife.' 

Then,  howsoever  patient,  Tniol's  heart 
Danced  in  his  bosom,  seeing  better  days. 
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And  looking  round  he  saw  not  Enid  there, 
(Who  hearnig  her  own  name  had  slipt  away) 
But  that  old  dame,  to  whom  full  tenderly 
And  fondling  all  her  hand  in  hla  he  swd, 
'  Mother,  a  maiden  is  a  tender  thing. 
And  best  by  her  that  bore  her  understood. 
Go  thou  to  rest,  but  ere  thou  go  to  rest 
Tell  her,  and  prove  her  heai't  toward  the  Pnnce, 

So  apake  the  kindly-hearted  Earl,  and  she 
With  frequent  smile  and  nod  departing  found, 
Half  dissrray'd  as  to  her  rest,  tiie  girl ; 
Whom  first  she  kiss'd  on  either  cheek,  and  then 
On  fflther  shining  shoulder  laid  a  hand. 
And  kept  her  off  and  gazed  opon  her  face. 
And  told  her  all  their  converse  in  the  haU, 
Proving  her  heart :  but  never  light  and  shade 
Coursed  one  another  moi-e  on  open  ground 
Beneath  a  troubled  heaven,  than  red  and  pale 
Across  the  face  of  Enid  hearing  her ; 
While  slowly  falling  as  a  scale  that  falls, 
When  weight  is  added  only  gr^n  by  grain. 
Sank  her  sweet  head  upon  her  gentle  breast ; 
Nor  did  she  lift  an  eye  nor  speak  a  word. 
Rapt  in  tiie  fear  and  in  the  wonder  of  It ; 
So  moving  without  answer  to  her  rest 
She  found  no  rest,  and  ever  fail'd  to  draw 
The  quiet  night  into  her  blood,  but  lay 
Contemplating  her  own  nnworthiness ; 
And  when  the  pale  and  bloodless  east  began 
To  quicken  to  tlie  sun,  arose,  and  raised 
Her  mother  too,  and  hand  in  hand  tliey  moved 
Down  to  the  meadow  where  the  jousts  were  held, 
And  w^ted  there  for  Yniol  and  Geraint. 

And  thither  came  the  twain,  and  when  Geraint 
Beheld  her  first  in  field,  aw^ting  him. 
He  felt,  were  she  the  prize  of  bodily  force, 
Himself  beyond  the  rest  pushing  could  move 
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The  chair  of  Idris.     Yniol'a  rusted  anns 

Were  on  his  priniielj'  person,  bat  thro'  these 

1  nncelike  his  bearing  ahone ;  and  en-ant  knishts 

And  Jadies  came,  and  by  and  by  the  town 

f  low'd  in,  and  settling,  circled  all  the  lists. 

And  there  they  fixt  the  forka  info  the  ground, 

And  over  these  they  placed  a  silver  wand 

And  over  that  a  "olden  sparrow-hawk. 

Then  Yniol's  nephew,  after  trumpet  blown, 

Spake  to  the  lady  with  him  and  proclaim'd 

'  Advance  and  take  as  fairest  of  the  fair. 

For  I  these  two  years  past  have  won  it  for  thee, 

Ihe  pnze  of  beauty,"     Loudly  spake  the  Prince, 

'Forbear :  there  is  a  worthier,'  and  the  knin-ht 

With  some  surprise  and  thrice  as  mnch  disdain 

Turn'd,  and  beheld  the  four,  and  ail  his  ftce 

Glow'd  like  the  heart  of  a  great  fire  at  Yule, 

80  burnt  he  was  with  passion,  ciyinir  ont, 

*  Do  battle  for  it  then,'  no  more  ;  and  tliricB 

They  elash'd  together,  and  thrice  they  brake  their 

spears. 
Then  each,  dishorsed  and  drawing,  lash'd  at  each 
So  often  and  with  such  blows,  that  all  the  crowd 
Wonder'd,  and  now  and  then  from  distant  walls 
There  came  a  clapping  as  of  phantom  hands, 
feo  twice  they  fought,  and  twice  they  breathed,  and 

still 
The  dew  of  their  great  labour,  and  the  blood 
Of  their  strong  bodies,  flowing,  drain'd  their  force. 
But  cither's  force  was  matoh'd  till  Yniol's  cry, 
'Remember  that  great  insult  done  the  Ciueen," 
Increased  Geraint's,  who  heaved  his  blade  aloft, 
And  crack'd  the  helmet  thro",  and  bit  the  bone, 
And  fell'd  him,  and  set  foot  upon  his  breast, 
And  said,  '  Thy  name  ? '    To  wjiom  the  fallen  man 
Made  answer,  groaning,  '  Edyrn,  son  of  Nudd! 
Ashamed  am  1  that  I  should  tell  it  thee. 
My  pride  is  broken:  men  have  seen  my  fall.' 
'  Then,  Edyrn,  son  of  Nudd,'  replied  Geraint, 
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'  These  two  things   shalt  tliou   do,  or   else   thou 

Krst,  thou  thyself,  thy  lady,  and  thy  dwarf, 
Shalt  rids  to  Arthur's  toart,  and  beiiifr  there. 
Crave  pardon  for  that  insult  done  the  Queen, 
And  shalt  abide  her  judfrniaot  on  it;  next. 
Thou  shalt  pive  batk  their  earldom  to  thy  kin. 
These  two  things  shalt  thou  do,  or  thou  ehalt  die,' 
And  Edym  answar'd,  '  These  things  will  I  do, 
Tor  I  have  never,  yet  been  overthrown, 
And  thou  hast  overthrown  me,  and  my  pride 
Is  broken  down,  for  Enid  sees  my  fall  1 ' 
And  rifflug  up,  ha  rode  io  Arthurt  eoui-t. 
And  there  the  Queen  forgave  him  easily. 
And  being  younij;,  he  changed  himself,  and  grew 
To  hate  the  sin  that  seem'd  so  like  his  own 
Of  Slodred,  Arthur's  nephew,  and  fell  at  last 
In  the  great  battle  fightiug  for  the  king. 

But  when  the  third  day  from  the  hunting-mom 
Made  a  low  splendour  in  the  world,  and  wings 
Moved  in  her  ivy,  Enid,  for  she  lay 
With  her  fair  head  in  the  dira-yelloiv  lipht 
Among  the  daneing  shadoiva  m  the  bime, 
"Woke  and  bethought  her  of  her  promise  given 
No  later  than  last  eve  to  Prince  Gersunt  — 
So  bent  he  seem'd  on  going  the  third  day, 
He  would  not  leave  her,  tiH  her  promise  given  — 
To  ride  with  him  this  morning  to  the  court. 
And  there  be  made  known  to  the  atately  Queen, 
And  there  be  wedded  with  all  ceremony. 
At  this  she  cast  her  eyes  npon  her  dress, 
And  thought  it  never  yet  had  look'd  so  mean. 
For  as  a  leaf  in  mid-November  is 
To  what  it  was  iu  mid- October,  seem'd 
The  dress  that  now  she  look'd  on  to  the  dress 
She  look'd  on  ere  the  coming  of  GerainL 
And  still  she  look'd,  and  still  the  terror  grew 
Of  that  strange  bright  and  dreadful  thing,  a  conrt, 
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'  This  noble  prince  who  won  our  earldom  back, 
So  splendid  intis  acta  and  his  attii^, 
Sweet  heaven,  how  much  I  shall  discredit  him  1 
Would  he  could  tarrj'  with  us  here  awhile! 
But  beini;  so  beholden  to  the  Prince, 
It  were  but  little  fjrace  in  any  of  us. 
Bent  as  he  seem'd  on  going  this  third  day, 
To  seek  a  second  favoar  at  his  hands. 
Yet  if  he  could  but  tarry  a  day  or  two, 
Mraelf  would  work  eye  dim,  and  finger  lame, 
Far  liefer  than  so  much  discredit  him.' 

And  Enid  fell  in  longing  for  a  dress 
AH  branch'd  and  flower'd  with  gold,  a  costly  gift 
Of  her  good  mother,  given  her  on  the  night 
Before  her  birthday,  three  sad  years  ago, 
That  night  of  fire,  when  Edyrn  sack'd  their  house, 
And  scatter'd  all  Ihey  had  to  all  the  winds: 
For  while  the  mother  show'd  it,  and  the  two 
Were  turning  and  admiring  it,  the  work 
To  both  appear'd  so  costly,  rose  a  cry 
That  Edyrn's  men  were  on  them,  and  tliey  fled 
With  little  save  the  jewels  they  had  on, 
Which  being  sold  and  sold  had  bought  them  bread; 
And  Edyrn's  men  had  caught  them  in  their  flight, 
And  pWed  them  in  this  ruin;  and  she  wish'd 
The  Prince  had  found  her  in  her  ancient  home ; 
Then  let  her  fancy  flit  across  the  past, 
And  roam  the  goodly  places  that  she  knew ; 
And  last  bethought  her  how  she  used  to  watch, 
Near  that  old  home,  a  pool  of  golden  carp ; 
And  one  was  patch'd  and  blun'd  and  lustreless 
Among  his  bHmish'd  brethren  of  the  pool; 
And  half  asleep  she  made  compaiison 
Of  that  and  these  to  her  own  faded  self 
And  the  gay  court,  and  fell  asleep  again ; 
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And  dreamt  herself  was  sact  a  faded  form 

Amon^  her  burnish'd  sisters  of  the  pool; 

But  tills  vfaa  in  the  garden  of  a  Itins ; 

And  tho'  she  lay  dark  in  the  pool,  alie  knew 

That  all  was  bright ;  (hat  all  about  were  birds 

Of  Bunny  plume  in  gilded  trellia-work ; 

That  all  the  turf  was  rich  in  plots  that  look'd 

Each  like  a  garnet  or  a  turkis  In  it ; 

And  lords  and  ladies  of  the  high  court  went 

In  silver  tiasue  talking  things  of  state ; 

And  children  of  the  king  in  cloth  of  gold 

Glanced  at  the  doora  or  gambol'd  down  the  walks; 

And  while  she  thought  'they  will  not  see  me,'  came 

A  stal«ly  queen  whose  name  was  Guinevere, 

And  all  the  children  in  their  cloth  of  gold 

Ran  to  her,  crying,  '  if  we  have  flsh  at  all 

Let  them  be  gold ;  and  charge  the  gardeners  now 

To  pick  the  iaded  creature  from  the  pool, 

And  cast  it  on  the  mixen  that  it  die.' 

And  therewithal  one  came  and  seized  on  her, 

And  Enid  started  waking,  with  her  heart 

All  overshadow'd  by  the  foolish  dream, 

And  lo !  it  was  her  mother  grasping  her 

To  get  her  well  awake ;  and  in  her  hand 

A  suit  of  bright  apparel,  which  she  laid 

Flat  on  the  couch,  and  spoke  exultingly : 

'  See  here,  my  child,  how  fresh  the  colours  look, 
How  fast  they  hold,  hke  colours  of  a  shell 
That  keeps  the  wear  and  polish  of  the  wave. 
■Why  not  ?  it  never  vel  was  worn,  I  trow :  ^ 
Look  on  it,  child,  and  tell  me  if  you  know  it. 

And  Enid  look'd;  but  all  confused  at  first. 
Could  scarce  divide  it  from  her  foolish  dream: 
Then  suddenly  she  knew  it  and  rejoiced, 
And  answer'd,  '  Yea,  I  know  it;  your  good  gift, 
So  sadly  lost  on  that  unhappy  ni^ht; 
Your  oiyii  good  gift ! '  '  Yea,  surely,'  said  the  dame, 
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e  jouBts  were  ended  yeaterday, 
Went  Ynio!  tluw'  the  town,  and  averywhere 
He  found  tlie  saok  and  plunder  of  our  house 
All  sc;atter'd  tbro'  the  houses  of  the  town  ; 
And  save  command  that  all  which  once  was  oure, 
Should  now  be  ours  again :  and  jester-eve, 
While  you  were  talking  sweetly  with  your  Prince, 
Came  one  with  this  and  laid  it  in  my  hand, 
For  love  or  fear,  or  seeking  favour  of  ub. 
Because  we  have  our  earldom  back  again. 
And  yester-eve  I  would  not  tell  you  of  it, 
But  kept  it  for  a  sweet  surprise  at  mom. 
Yea,  truly  is  it  not  a  sweet  snrprise  ? 
For  I  myself  anwillingly  have  worn 
My  faded  auit^  as  you,  my  child,  have  youra, 
And  howsoever  patient,  Yniol  his. 
Ah,  dear,  he  took  me  from  a  goodly  house, 
With  store  of  rii:h  apparel,  sumptuous  fare. 
And  pa^,  and  mfud,  and  squire,  and  seneEchat, 
And  pasdme  both  of  hawk  and  hound,  and  all 
That  appertains  to  noble  maintenance. 
Tea,  and  he  brought  me  to  a  goodly  house ; 
Bat  since  our  fortune  slipt  from  sun  to  shade, 
And  all  thro'  that  young  traitor,  cruel  need 
Constrtun'd  us,  but  a  better  time  has  come ; 
So  clothe  yourself  in  this,  tliat  better  fits 
Our  mended  fortunes  and  a  Prince's  bride : 
For  tho'  you  won  the  prize  of  faii'eat  fair, 
And  tho"  I  heard  him  call  you  fairest  fmr, 
Let  never  maiden  think,  however  fair, 
She  is  not  fairer  iu  new  clothes  than  old. 
And  should  some  great  courHady  say,  the  Prince 
Hath  pick'd  a  ragged-robin  from  the  heilge. 
And  like  a  madman  brought  her  to  the  court, 
Then  were  you  shamed,  and,  worse,  might  shame 

the  Prince 
To  whom  we  are  beholden  ;  but  I  know, 
When  ray  dear  child  is  set  forth  at  her  best, 
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rhat  neither  court  nor  tounti-y,  tho'  tliej  sought 

Thro'  all  the  provhicea  like  those  of  old 

That  lijrhtBd  on  Queen  Esther,  has  lier  match.' 

Here  ceased  the  kindly  mnther  out  of  breath; 
And  Enid  listen'd  brightening  as  she  lay ; 
Then,  as  the  white  and  glittering  star  of  mom 
Parts  from  a  bank  of  snow,  and  by  and  by 
Slips  into  golden  cloud,  the  maiden  rose. 
And  left  her  maiden  conch,  and  robed  herself, 
Help'd  by  the  mother's  careful  hand  and  eye. 
Without  a  mirror,  in  the  gorgeous  gown; 
Who,  after,  tum'd  her  daughter  round,  and  said, 
She  never  yet  had  seen,  her  half  so  fidr ; 
And  call'd  her  'like  that  maiden  in  the  tale, 
Whom  Gwydion  made  by  glamour  out  of  flowers, 
And  sweeter  than  the  bride  of  Cassivelaun, 
Flur,  tor  whose  love  the  Eoman  Ciesar  first 
Invaded  Britain,  buC  we  beaC  him  back, 
As  this  great  prince  invaded  ua,  and  we,_ 
Not  beat  him  back,  but  welcomed  him  with  joy. 
And  I  can  scarcely  ride  with  you  to  court, 
For  old  am  I,  and  rouirh  tlie  ways  and  wild ; 
But  Tniolgoes,  and  I  full  oft  shall  dream 
I  see  mj  princess  as  I  see  her  now, 
Clothed  with  my  gift,  and  gay  Moong  the  gay.' 

But  while  the  women  thus  rejoiced,  Geraint 
Woke  where  he  slept  in  the  high  hall,  and  call'd 
For  Enid,  and  when  Yniol  made  report 
Of  that  good  mother  making  Enid  gay 
In  such  apparel  as  might  well  beseem 
His  princess,  or  indeed  the  stately  queen. 
He  answer'd ;  '  Eari,  entreat  her  by  my  love, 
Albeit  I  give  no  reason  but  my  wish. 
That  she  ride  with  me  in  her  faded  silk.' 
Yniol  with  that  hard  message  went ;  it  fell. 
Like  flaws  in  summer  laying  lusty  coi-n : 
For  Enid  all  abash'd  she  knew  not  why, 
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Dared  not  to  glance  at  her  good  mother'a  fhce, 
But  silently,  in  ail  obedience. 
Her  mother  silent  too,  nor  helpinj!  her, 
Laid  from  her  llmbe  the  coatly-broider'd  gift, 
And  robed  them  in  her  ancient  suit  a^ain. 
And  so  descended.     Never  man  rejoiced 
More  than  Geraint  to  greet  her  thus  attired ; 
And  glancing  all  at  once  as  keenly  at  her, 
As  careful  robins  eye  the  delver*8  toil. 
Made  her  cheek  burn  and  either  eyelid  fall, 
But  rested  with  her  sweet  face  satisfied ; 
Then  seeing  cloud  upon  the  mother's  brow, 
Her  by  both  hands  he  caught,  and  sweetly  said, 

'  O  my  new  mother,  be  not  wroth  or  grieved 
At  your  new  son,  for  my  petition  to  her. 
When  late  I  left  Caerleon,  our  great  Queen, 
In  words  whose  eoho  lasts,  they  were  so  sweet, 
Made  promise,  that  whatever  bride  I  brought, 
Herself  would  clothe  her  lite  the  sun  in  Heaven. 
Thereafter,  when  I  reach'd  this  ruin'd  hold, 
Beholding  one  so  bright  in  dark  estate, 
I  Tow'd  that  could  I  gain  her,  our  kind  Queen, 
Ho  band  but  hers,  should  make  your  Enid  burst 
SunUke  from  cloud  —  and  likewise  thought  perhapi, 
That  service  done  so  graciously  would  bind 
The  two  together  f  for  I  wish  the  two 
To  love  each  other;  how  should  Enid  find 
A  nobler  friend  ?     Another  thought  I  had ; 
I  earns  among  you  here  so  suddenly, 
That  tho*  her  gentle  presence  at  the  lists 
Might  well  have  served  for  proof  that  I  was  loved, 
I  doubted  whether  filial  tenderness, 
Or  easy  nature,  did  not  let  itself 
Be  moulded  by  your  wishes  for  her  weal ; 
Or  whether  some  false  sense  in  her  own  self 
Of  my  contrasting  brightness,  overbore 
Her  fancy  dwelling  in  this  dusky  hall ; 
And  such  a  sense  might  make  her  long  for  court 
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And  all  its  dangerous  glories ;  and  I  thought, 

That  could  I  someway  prove  such  force  in  her 

Link'd  with  such  loye  for  me,  that  at  a  word 

(No  reason  given  her)  she  could  east  aside 

A  splendonr  dear  to  women,  new  to  her, 

And  therefore  dearer ;  or  if  not  so  new, 

Tel  therefore  tenfold  dearer  by  the  power 

Of  intermitted  custom;  then  I  felt 

That  I  could  rest,  a  rock  in  ebbs  and  flows, 

Fixt  on  her  faith.     Now,  therefore,  I  do  rest, 

A  prophet  certain  of  my  prophecy. 

That  never  shadow  of  mistrust  can  cross 

Between  us.     Grant  me  pardon  for  my  thoughts  : 

And  for  my  strange  petition  I  will  make 

Amends  hereafler  hy  some  gaudy-day, 

When  your  fair  child  shall  wear  jfour  costly  s'ft 

Beside  your  own  warm  hearth,  with,  on  lier  knees. 

Who  knows?  another  gift  of  the  hifrh  God, 

Whioh,   maybe,    shall   have    leara'tl   to    li^p   you 


He  spoke :  the  mother  smiled,  but  half  in  tears, 
Then  brought  a  mantle  down  and  wrapt  her  in  it. 
And  claspt  and  kiss'd  her,  and  they  rode  away. 

Now  thrice  that  morning  Guinevere  had  climb'l] 
The  giant  tower,  from  whose  high  crest,  they  say, 
Men  saw  the  "oodly  hills  of  Somerset, 
And  white  sails  flying  on  the  yellow  sea; 
Bat  not  to  goodly  hill  or  yellow  sea 
Look'd  the  fair  Queen,  but  up  the  vale  of  Usk, 
By  the  flat  meadow,  till  she  saw  them  tome ; 
And  then  descending  met  them  at  the  gates. 
Embraced  her  with  all  welcome  as  a  friend, 
And  did  her  honour  as  the  Prince's  bride. 
And  clothed  her  for.  her  bridals  like  the  sun 
And  all  that  week  was  old  Caerleon  gay. 
For  hy  the  hands  of  Dubi-ic.  the  high  saint, 
They  twain  were  wedded  with  all  ceremony. 
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And  tills  was  on  the  last  year's  Wliitsuntide. 
But  Enitl  ever  kept  the  failed  silk, 
Remembering  how  firat  he  tame  on  lier, 
Brest  in  tliat  (iresB,  and  how  he  loved  her  In  it, 
And  all  her  foolish  feara  about  the  dress. 
And  all  his  journey  toward  her,  as  himself 
Had  told  her,  and  their  eoming  to  the  court. 

And  now  this  morning  when  he  said  to  her. 
Put  on  your  woist  and  meanest  dress,'  she  found 
And  took  it,  atid  array'd  herself  therein. 

0  purblind  race  of  miserable  men. 
How  many  among  us  at  this  ven*  hour 
Do  forge  a  life-lonw  trouble  for  oui-selves, 
]^  taking  true  for  false,  or  false  for  true ; 
Here,  thro'  the  feeble  twilight  of  this  world 
Groping,  how  many,  until  we  pa-ss  and  reach 
That  other,  where  we  see  as  we  are  seen  ! 


And  felt  that  tempest  brooding  round  his  heart, 
Which,  if  he  spoke  at  all,  would  bi'eak  perforce 
Upon  a  head  so  dear  in  thunder,  said  ; 
'  Sot  at  my  side !  I  charge  you  ride  before. 
Ever  a  good  way  on  before ;  and  this , 
I  charge  you,  on  your  duty  as  a  wife. 
Whatever  happens,  not  to  Bpeak  to  me, 
Ko,  not  a  word ! '  and  Enid  was  aghast ; 
And  forth  they  rode,  hut  scarce  three  paces  on, 
When  crying  out  '  Effeminate  as  I  am, 
I  will  not  fight  my  way  with  gilded  arms. 
All  shall  be  iron ;  *  he  loosed  a  mighty  puree, 
Hung  at  his  bell,  and  hurl'd  it  toward  the  squire. 
So  the  last  sight  that  Enid  had  of  home 
Was  al!  the  marble  Uireshold  flashing,  stromn 
With  gold  and  seatter'd  coinage,  and  the  squire 
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Chafing  hia  shoulder :  then  he  cried  again, 

'  To  the  ivilda ! '  and  Enid  leading  down  the  tracka 

Thro'  whioh  he  bade  her  lead  him  on,  they  past 

The  maruhes,  and  by  bandit-hannted  holes. 

Gray  swamps  and  pools,  waste  places  of  the  hern, 

And"  wildernesses,  perilous  paths,  they  rode : 

Eonnd  was  their  pace  at  first,  but  slaeken'd  aoon : 

A  stranger  meeting  them  had  surely  thought. 

They  rode  bo  slowly  and  thej-  look'd  so  pale. 

That  each  had  suffer'd  some  exceeding  wrong. 

For  he  was  ever  saying  to  himseli" 

'  O  I  that  masted  time  to  tend  upon  her. 

To  compass  her  with  sweet  observances, 

To  dress  her  beautifully  and  keep  her  true'  — 

And  there  he  broke  the  sentence  in  his  heart 

Abruptly,  as  a  man  upon  his  tongue 

May  break  it,  when  his  passion  masters  him. 

And  she  was  ever  praying  the  sweet  heavens 

To  save  her  dear  lord  whole  from  any  wound. 

And  ever  in  her  mind  she  cast  about 

For  that  unnoticed  failing  in  herself. 

Which  made  him  look  so  cloudy  and  so  cold ; 

Till  the  great  plover's  human  whistle  amazed 

Her    heart,   and    glancing   round   the   waste  she 

fear-d 
In  every  wavering  brake  an  ambuscade. 
Then  thought  again  '  if  there  be  sueh  in  me, 
I  might  amend  it  by  the  grace  of  heaven. 
If  he  would  only  speak  and  tell  me  of  it.' 

But  when  the  fourth  part  of  the  day  was  gone, 
Then  Enid  was  aware  of  three  tall  knights 
On  horseback,  wholly  arm'd,  behind  a  rock 
In  shadow,  Wfuting  for  them,  ciutiffs  all ; 
And  heard  one  crying  to  his  fellow, '  Look, 
Here  comes  a  laggard  hanging  down  hia  head, 
Who  seems  no  I^Mer  than  a  beaten  hound ; 
Come,  we  will  slay  him  and  will  have  his  horse 
And  armour,  and  his  damsel  shall  be  oars' 
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Then  Enid  ponder'd  in  her  heart,  and.  s^d ; 
'  1  will  go  back  a  little  to  my  lord. 
And  I  will  tell  him  all  their  caitiff  talk ; 
For,  be  he  wroth  even  to  alaying  me, 
Far  liever  by  his  dear  hand  had  1  die, 
Than  that  my  lord  should  suffer  loss  or  shame.' 

Then  she  went  back  some  paces  of  return. 
Met  his  full  frown  timidly  firm,  and  said  : 
'  My  lord,  1  saw  three  bandits  by  the  rock 
Waiting  to  fall  on  you,  and  heard  them  boast 
That  they  would  slay  you,  and  possess  your  horse 
And  armow,  and  your  damsel  should  be  theirs.' 

He  made  a  wrathful  answer.     '  Did  I  wish 
Your  silence  or  your  warning  ?  one  command 
I  liud  upon  you,  not  to  apeak  to  me, 
And  thus   you   keep   it!     Well   then,   look  —  for 

Whether  you  wish  me  victory  or  defeat, 
Long  for  my  life,  or  hunger  for  my  death, 
Yourself  shall  see  my  vigour  is  not  lost.' 

Then  Enid  waited  pale  and  sorrowful. 
And  down  upon  hirn  bare  the  bandit  three. 
And  at  the  midmrat  charging,  Prince  Geraint 
Brave  tlie  long  spear  a,  cubit  thro'  his  breast 
And  out  beyond ;  and  then  i^insl  his  brace 
Of  comrades,  each  of  whom  bad  broken  on  him 
A  lance  that  spliutei-'d  like  an  icicle, 
Swung  from  his  brand  a  windy  buffet  out 
Once,  twice,  to  right,  to  left,  and  stunn'd  the  twain 
Or  slew  them,  and  dismounting  like  a  man 
That  skins  the  wild  beast  atter  slaying  him, 
Stript  from  the  three  dead  wolves  of  woman  bom 
The  three  gay  suits  of  armour  which  they  wore, 
And  let  the  tiodies  lie,  but  bound  the  suits 
Of  armour  on  their  horses,  each  on  each. 
And  tied  the  bridle-i-eins  of  all  the  three 
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He  foUow'd  nearer;  ruth  began  to  work 
Against  his  anner  in  him,  while  he  watch'd 
The  being  he  loved  best  in  all  the  world, 
With  difficulty  in  mild  obedience 
Driving  them  on ;  he  fain  had  spoken  to  her. 
And  loosed  in  words  of  sudden  fire  the  wrath 
And  smoulder'd  wrong  that  burnt  him  aJl  within ; 
But  evermore  it  geem'd  an  easier  thing 
At  once  without  i-emorse  to  strike  her  dead, 
Than  to  cry  '  Halt,'  and  to  her  own  bright  face 
Accnse  her  of  the  least  immodesty ; 
And   thus   tongue-tied,   it  made   him    wroth    the 

That  she   eoidd    apeak   whom    his   own   ear   had 

Call  herself  false :  and  sutferjng  thus  he  made 

Than  at  Caerleon  the  full-tided  U^, 
Before  he  turn  to  fall  seaward  again, 
Pauses,  did  Enid,  keeping  wateh,  behold 
In  the  flnst  shallow  shade  of  a  deep  wood. 
Before  a  gloom  of  stubborn-sh^led  oaks. 
Three  other  horsemen  waiting,  wholly  arm'd. 
Whereof  one  seem'd  far  larger  ihan  her  loi-d, 
And  shook  her  pulses,  cryin",  '  Loot,  a  prise !    . 
Three  horses  and  three  goodly  Buita  of  anus. 
And  all  in  chai^  of  whom  ?  a  giri :  set  on.' 
'  Nay '  sMd  the  second, '  yonder  comes  a  kiiight.' 
The  third,  '  A  craven ;  how  he  han«s  his  head.' 
The  giant  answer'd  merrily,  '  Tea,  out  one? 
Wait  here,  and  when  he  passes  fall  upon  hiin." 

And  Enid  ponder'<l  in  her  heart  and  said, 
'  I  iriU  abide  the  coming  of  my  lord. 
And  I  will  tell  him  all  their  vdlainy. 
My  lord  is  weary  with  the  fight  before. 
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And  they  will  fall  upon  him  u 
I  needs  must  disobey  Win  for  his  ftood ; 
How  should  I  dare  obey  him  to  his  harm  ? 
Needs  must  I  speak,  and  tho'  he  kill  me  for  it, 
I  Have  a  life  deai-er  to  me  than  mine.' 

And  she  ahode  his  coming  and  said  to  him 
With  timid  firmness, '  Have  I  leave  to  spealt  ? ' 
He  said,  'You  take  it,  speaking,'  and  she  spoke. 

'  There  lurk  three  villains  yonder  in  the  wood, 
And  eaoh  of  them  is  wholly  arni'd,  and  one 
Is  larger  limb'd  than  you  are,  and  they  say 
That  they  will  fall  upon  you  while  you  pass.' 

To  which  he  flung  a  wrathfiil  answer  back : 
'And  if  there  were  an  liundredin  the  wood, 
And  eveiT  man  were  lareer-limb'd  than  I, 
Anil  all  at  once  should  sdiy  out  upon  me, 
1 6wear  it  would  not  ruffle  me  ao  much 
As  you  that  not  obey  me.     Stand  aside. 
And  if  I  fall,  cleave  to  the  better  man.' 

And  Enid  stood  aside  to  wait  the  event, 
Not  dare  to  wateh  the  combat,  only  breathe 
Short  fits  of  prayer,  at  every  stroke  a  breath. 
And  he,  ahe  dreaded  most,  bare  down  upon  him. 
Aim'd  at  the  helm,  his  lance  err'd ;  but  Geraint's, 
A  little  in  the  late  encounter  strain'd, 
Struck  thro'  the  bulky  bandit's  corselet  home. 
And  then  brake  short,  and  down  his  enemy  roU'd, 
And  there  lay  still ;  as  he  that  tells  the  tale. 
Saw  once  a  great  piece  of  a  promontory, 
That  had  a  sapling  growing  on  it,  slip 
From  the   long   shora-eliff's   windy  walls   to  the 

beach. 
And  there  lie  still,  and  yet  the  sapling  grew : 
So  lay  the  man  transfixt.     His  craven  pair 
Of  comrades,  makiiig  slowlier  at  the  Prince, 
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When  now  fhej;  saw  their  bulwark  fallen,  stood ; 
On  whom  the  ■vk'tor,  to  confound  them  more, 
Spvirr'd  with  his  terrible  war-i^ry ;  for  aa  one, 
That  listens  near  a  torrent  mountain-brook. 
All  thro'  the  crash  of  the  near  <!atara*.-t  hears 
The  drumming  thunder  of  tlie  huger  fall 
At  distance,  were  the  soldiers  wont  to  hear 
His  voice  in  battle,  and  be  kindled  by  it, 
And  foemen  scared,  like  that  talse  pair  who  tum'd 
Flying,  hut,  overtaken,  died  the  death 
Thetnselves  had  wrought  on  many  an  innocent. 

Thereon  Geraint,  dismounting,  pick'd  the  lance 
That  pleased  him  best,  and  drew  fram  those  dead 

Their  three  pay  suits  of  armour,  each  from  each, 
And  bound  them  on  their  horses,  each  on  each. 
And  tied  the  bridle-reins  of  all  the  three 
TMether,  and  said  to  her,  '  Drive  them  on 
Before  you,'  and  she  drove  them  thro'  the  wpod. 

He  follow'd  nearer  still :  the  pain  she  had 
To  keep  them  in  the  wild  ways  of  ihe  wood. 
Two  sets  of  three  laden  with  jingling  arms, 
Together,  served  a  little  to  disedge 
The  sharpness  of  that  piun  about  her  heart  r 
And  they  themselves,  like  creatures  gently  born 
fiut  into  bad  hands  fall'n,  and  now  so  long 
By  bandits  groom'd,  prick'd  their  light  ears,  and  fell 
Her  low  firm  voice  and  tender  government. 

So  thro'  the  green  gloom  of  the  wood  they  past. 
And  issuing  under  open  heavtns  beheld 
A  little  town  with  towers,  upon  a  rock. 
And  close  beneath,  a  meadow  gemlike  chased 
In  the  brown  wild,  and  mowers  morning  in  it: 
And  down  a  rocky  patliway  from  the  place 
There  came  a  fair-hair'd  youth,  that  in  his  hand 
Bare  victual  for  the  mowers :  and  Geraint 
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Had  ruth  again  on  Enid  looking  pale: 

Tlien,  moving  downward  to  the  meadow  ground, 

He,  when  the  fair-hair'd  youth  tame  b^  him,  said, 

'  Friend,  let  her  eat:  the  damsel  is  so  faint.' 

'  Yea,  Tvillingly,*  replied  the  youth ;  '  and  you, 

Mv  lord,  eat  also,  tiio*  the  fare  is  coarse. 

And  only  meet  for  mowers ; '  then  set  down 

His  basket,  and  dismounting  on  the  sward 

They  let  the  horses  graze,  and  ate  themselves. 

And  Enid  took  a  little  delicately, 

Less  having  stomach  for  it  than  desire 

To  close  with  her  lord's  pleasure;  but  Geraint 

Ate  all  tlie  mowers'  victual  unawares, 

And  when  he  found  all  empty,  was  amazed ; 

And  '  Boy,'  said  he, '  I  have  eaten  all,  but  take 

A  horse  and  arms  for  guerdon ;  ohoose  the  best.' 

He,  reddening  in  extremity  of  delight, 

'  My  lord,  you  overpay  me  fifty-fold,' 

'  You  will  be  all  the  wealthier,'  cried  the  Prince. 

'  1  take  it  as  free  fpft,  then,'  said  the  boy, 

'  Not  guerdon ;  for  myself  ean  easily, 

"While  your  good  damsel  rests,  return,  and  fetch 

Fresh  viytual  for  those  mowers  of  our  Barl ; 

For  these  are  his,  and  all  the  field  Js  his. 

And  I  mj'self  am  his ;  and  I  will  tell  him 

How  great  a  man  you  are :  he  loves  to  know 

When  men  of  mark  are  in  his  tenitory : 

And  he  will  have  you  to  his  palace  here. 

And  serve  you  costlier  than  with  mowera'  fare.' 

Then  sidd  Geraint,  '  I  wish  no  better  fare : 
I  never  ate  with  angrier  appetite 
Than  when  1  left  your  mowera  dinnerless. 
And  into  no  Barfs  palace  will  I  go. 
I  know,  God  knows,  too  much  of  palaces ! 
And  if  he  want  me,  let  him  come  to  me. 
But  hire  us  some  fair  chamber  for  the  night, 
And  stalling  for  the  liorses,  and  return 
With  victual  for  these  men,  and  let  us  know.' 
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'  Tea,  my  kind  lord,'  aMd  tlie  glad  youtb,  and  went 
Held  his  head  high,  and  thoupht  himself  a  knight, 
And  np  the  rocky  pathway  disappear'd, 
Iieading  the  horse,  and  they  were  left  alone. 

But  when  the  Prince  had  brovifrht  his  errant  eyea 
Home  from  the  rock,  sideways  he  let  them  glance 
At  Enid,  where  she  droopt ;  his  own  false  doom. 
That  shadow  of  mistrust  should  never  cross 
Betwixt  them,  came  upon  him,  and  he  sigh'd  ; 
Then  with  another  humorous   ruth  remark'd 
Tlie  luaty  mowers  labouring  dinnerless, 
And  wati;h'd  the  sun  blaze  on  the  turning  scythe, 
And  after  nodded  sleepily  in  the  heat. 
But  she,  remembering  her  old  ruin'd  hall, 
And  all  the  windy  clamour  of  the  daws 
About  her  hollow  turret,  ptuck'd  the  grass 
There  growing  longest  by  the  meadow's  edge, 
And  into  many  a  lisllesa  annulet. 
Now  over,  now  beneath  her  marrif^  ring. 
Wove  and  unwove  it,  till  the  boy  return'd 
And  told  them  of  a  chamber,  and  they  went; 
Where,  after  saying  to  her,  '  If  you  will. 
Call  for  the  woman  of  the  house,'  to  which 
She  answei'd, '  Thanks,  my  lord ; '  the  two  remain'd 
Apart  by  all  the  chamber's  width,  and  mute 
As  creatures  voiteleas  thro'  the  fault  of  birth, 
Or  two  wild  men  supporters  of  a  shield. 
Painted,  who  stare  at  open  space,  nor  glance 
The  one  at  other,  partwl  hy  the  shield. 

On  a  sudden,  many  a  voice  along  the  street, 
And  heel  against  the  pavement  echoing,  hurst 
Their  drowze ;  and  either  atarted  while  the  door, 
Push'd  from  without,  drave  backward  to  the  wall, 
And  midmost  of  a  rotit  of  roiaterere, 
Femininely  fair  and  dissolutely  pale. 
Her  suitor  in  old  years  before  Geraint, 
Enter'd  the  wild  lord  of  the  place,  Limoura. 
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He  moving  up  with  pliant  courtliness, 

Greeted  Ger^nt  full  faoe,  but  stealthily, 

In  the  mid-warmth  of  weluome  and  graspt  hand, 

Found  Enid  with  the  comer  of  his  eye, 

And  knew  her  sitting  sad  and  solitary. 

Then  cried  Geraint  for  wine  and  goodly  cheer 

To  feed  the  sudden  guest,  and  sumptuously 

According  to  his  fashion,  bad  the  host 

Call  in  what  men  soever  were  his  friends, 

And  feast  with  these  in  honour  of  their  earl ; 

'And  care  not  tor  the  cost ;  the  cost  is  mine.' 

And   wine   and  food   were  brought,  and   Earl 
Liuiours 
Drank  till  he  jested  with  all  ease,  and  told 
Free  tales,  and  took  the  word  and  play'd  upon  it. 
And  made  it  of  two  colours ;  for  his  talk, 
When  wine  and  free  compaotons  kindled  him, 
Was  wont  to  glance  and  sparkle  like  a  gem 
Of  fifty  facets ;  thus  he  moved  the  Prince 
To  laughter  and  his  comrades  to  applause. 
Then,  when  the  Prince  was  merry,  ask'd  Limours, 
'Your  leave,  my  lord,  to  cross  the  room,  and  speak 
To  jour  good  damsel  Ihei-a  who  sits  apart. 
And  seems  so  lonely  ? '  '  My  free  leave '  he  said ; 
'  Get  her  to  speak :  she  does  not  speak  to  me.' 
Then  rose  Limours  and  looking  at  his  feet, 
Like  him  who  tries  the  bridge  be  fears  may  fiul, 
Crost  and  came  near,  lined  adoring  eyes, 
Bow'd  at  her  side  and  utter'd  wbisperingly : 

'Enid,  the  pilot  star  of  my  lone  life, 
Enid  my  early  and  my  only  love, 
Enid  the  loss  of  whom  has  tum'd  me  wild  — 
What  chance  is  this  ?  how  is  it  I  see  you  here  ? 
Yoii  are  in  my  power  at  last,  are  in  my  power. 
Yet  fear  me  not :  I  call  mine  own  self  wild, 
But  keep  a  touth  of  sweet  civility 
Here  in  the  heart  of  waste  and  wilderness. 
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I  thought,  but  Chat  j-our  father  came  between, 
In  former  daya  you  saw  me  favourably. 
And  if  it  were  so  do  not  keep  it  back ; 
Make  nie  a  little  happif^r:  let  me  know  it: 
Owe  you  me  nothing  for  a  life  half-lost? 
Tea,  yea,  the  whole  dear  debt  of  all  you  are. 
And,  Enid,  you  and  he,  I  see  it  with  joy  — 
You  sic  apart,  j-ou  do  not  speak  to  liim. 
You  come  with  no  attendance,  page  or  maid. 
To  serve  you  —  does  he  love  you  as  of  old  ? 
For,  call  it  lovers'  quairels,  yet  I  know 
Tho  men  may  bicker  with  the  things  they  love, 
They  would  not  make  them  laughable  in  ail  eyes, 
Not  while  they  loved  them ;    and   your  wretched 

A  wretched  insult  on  you,  dumbly  speaks 

Your  story,  that  this  man  loves  you  no  more. 

Your  beauty  is  no  beauty  to  him  now : 

Acommonchante  — right  well!  know  it  — pall'd  — 

For  I  know  men  ;  nor  will  you  win  him  back. 

For  t!ie  man's  love  once  gone  never  returns. 

But  hci'e  is  one  who  loves  you  as  of  old ; 

With  more  exceeding  passion  than  of  old ; 

Good,  speak  the  word ;  my  followers  ring  him  round: 

He  sits  unarm'd ;  I  hold  a  finger  up ; 

They  understand :  no ;  I  do  not  mean  hlood : 

Nor  ijeed  you  look  so  soared  at  what  I  say ; 

My  malice  is  no  deeper  than  a  moat, 

No  stronger  than  a  wall :  there  is  the  keep ; 

He  shall  not  cross  us  more ;  speak  but  the  word : 

Or  speak  it  not ;  but  then  by  Him  that  made  m<i 

The  one  true  lover  which  you  ever  had, 

I  will  make  use  of  all  the  power  I  have. 

O  pardon  me  !  the  madness  of  that  hour. 

When  first  I  parted  from  yon,  moves  me  yet.' 

At  this  the  fender  sound  of  his  own  voice 
And  sweet  self-pity,  or  the  fancy  of  it, 
Made  his  eye  moist ;  but  Enid  tear'd  his  eyes, 
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Moist  as  they  were,  wine-heated  from  the  feast; 
And  answer'd  with  such  craft  as  women  use, 
Guilty  or  guiltless,  \o  stave  off  a  chaiioe 
That  breaks  upon  them  perilously,  and  s^d ; 

'  Earl,  if  you  love  me  as  in  former  yean, 
And  do  not  practise  on  me,  come  with  morn, 
And  snatch  me  from  him  as  by  violence ; 
Leave  me  to-night :  I  am  weai'y  to  the  death. 

Low  at  leave-tatinn;,  with  his  brandish'd  plume 
Brushing  his  instep,  iMw'd  the  all-amorous  Earl, 
And  the  stout  Prince  bad  him  a  loud  good-night. 
He  moving  homeward  babbled  to  his  men. 
How  Enid  never  loved  a  man  but  him. 
Nor  cared  a  broken  egg-shell  for  her  lord. 

But  Enid  left  alone  with  Prince  Geraint, 
Debating  his  command  of  silence  ^ven. 
And  that  she  now  perforce  must  violate  it, 
Held  commune  with  herself,  and  whde  she  held 
He  fell  asleep,  and  Enid  had  no  heart 
To  wake  hiiu,  but  hunR  o'er  him,  wholly  pleased 
To  find  him  yet  unwounded  after  fight, 
And  hear  him  breathing  low  and  equally. 
Anon  she  rose,  and  stepping  lightly,  heap'd 
The  pieces  of  his  armour  in  one  place, 
All  to  be  there  against  a  sudden  need  ; 
Then  dozed  awhile  herself,  but  overtoil'd 
By  that  day's  grief  and  travel,  evermore 
Seem'd  catching  at  a  rootless  thorn,  and  Ihen 
\Vent  slipping  down  horrible  precipices, 
And  strongly  striking  out  her  limbs  awoke ; 
Then  thought  she  heard  the  wild  Eari  at  the  door 
With  all  his  rout  of  random  followers, 
Sound  on  a  dreadful  trumpet,  summoning  her ; 
Which  was  the  red  cock  shouting  to  the  light, 
■      ■       '  le  dewj' world, 
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And  once  again  she  rose  1o  look  at  it, 

But  touch'd  it  unawares :  jangling,  the  casque 

Fell,  and  he  started  up  and  stared  at  her. 

Then  breaking  his  command  of  silence  given, 

She  told  him  all  that  Earl  Limoure  had  said, 

Except  the  passage  that  he  loved  her  not ; 

Nor  left  untold  the  craft  herself  had  used; 

But  ended  with  apology  so  sweet, 

Low.gpoken,  and  of  bo  few  words,  and  seem'd 

So  justified  by  that  necessity. 

That  tho'  lie  thought  'was  it  for  him  she  wept 

In  Devon  V '  he  but  gave  a  wrathful  groan, 

Saying  '  your  sweet  faces  make  good  fellows  fools 

And  traitors.     Call  the  host  andbid  him  bring 

Charger  and  palfrey.'     So  she  glideii  out 

Ainontt  the  heavy  breathings  of  the  house. 

And  like  a  household  Spirit  at  the  walls 

Beat,  till  she  woke  the  sleepers,  and  retorn'd : 

Then  tendin"  her  rough  lord,  tho'  all  unask'd, 

In  silence,  did  him  service  as  a  squire ; 

'nil  issuing  ami'd  he  found  the  host  and  cried, 

'  Thy  reckoning,  friend  ? '  and  ere   he   learnt  it, 

'Take 
Five  horses  and  their  armours ; '  and  the  host. 
Suddenly  honest,  answer'd  in  amaze, 
'  My  lord,  I  scarce  have  spent  the  worth  of  one ! ' 
'  You  will  be  all  the  wealthier '  said  the  Prince, 
And  then  to  Enid,  '  Forward  1  and  to-day 
I  charge  yoa,  Enid,  more  especially. 
What  thing  soever  you  may  hear,  or  see. 
Or  fancy  (tho'  I  count  it  of  small  use 
To  charge  you)  that  you  speak  not  but  obey.' 

And  Enid  answer'd, '  Yea,  my  lord,  I  know 
Your  wish,  and  would  obey ;  but  riding  first, 
i  hear  the  violent  threats  you  do  not  hear, 
I  see  the  danger  which  you  cannot  see : 
Then  not  to  give  yon  warning,  that  seems  hard ; 
Almost  beyond  me :  yet  I  would  obey.' 
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'  Tea  so,'  said  he, '  do  it :  be  not  too  wise ; 
Seeing  that  you  are  wedded  to  a  man, 
Not  quite  mismated  with  a  yawning  clown, 
But  one  with  arms  to  guard  his  head  and  yours, 
With  eyes  to  find  you  out  however  far. 
And  ears  to  hear  you  even  in  his  dreams.' 

With  that  he  lum'd  and  look'd  as  keenly  at  her 
Aa  careful  robins  eye  the  delver's  toil ; 
And  that  within  her,  whieh  a  wanton  fool, 
Or  hasty  judger  would  have  call'd  her  guilt. 
Made  her  cheek  burn  and  either  eyelid  fall. 
And  Geraint  look'd  and  was  not  satisfied. 

Then  forward  by  a  way  whieh,  beaten  broad, 
Led  from  the  tei-ritory  of  false  Limours 
To  the  waste  earldom  of  anotlier  earl, 
Doorm,  whom  his  shaking  va-saals  eali'd  the  Bull, 
Went  Enid  with  her  sullen  follower  on. 
Once  she  look'd  back,  and  when  she  saw  him  ride 
More  near  by  many  a  rood  than  yester-movn, 
It  well  nigh  made  her  uheerful ;  till  Geraint 
Waving  an  angry  hand  as  who  should  aay 
'  Tou  watch  me,'  sadden'd  all  her  heart  agaio. 
But  while  the  sun  yet  beat  a  dewy  blade, 
The  sound  of  many  a  heavily-galloping  hoof 
Scnote  on  her  ear,  and  turning  round  she  saw 
Dust,  and  the  points  of  lances  bicker  in  it. 
Then  not  to  disobey  her  lord's  behest, 
And  yet  to  ^ve  him  warning,  for  he  rode 
As  if  he  heard  not,  moving  back  she  held 
Her  finger  up,  and  pointed  to  the  dust. 
At  which  the  warrior  in  his  obstinacy. 
Because  she  kept  the  letter  of  his  word 
Was  in  a  manner  pleased,  and  turning,  stood. 
And  in  the  moment  after,  wild  Limours, 
Borne  on  a  black  borsc,  like  a  thunder-cloud 
Whose  skirts  are  ioosen'd  by  the  breaking  storm, 
Half  ridden  ofi"  with  by  the  thing  he  rode, 
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Anil  all  in  passion  utterin"  adiy  sliiick, 

Dash'd  on  GerMnt,  who  closed  with  him,  and  bore 

Down  by  the  length  of  lance  and  arm  bevond 

The  crupper,  and  ao  left  him  stunn'd  or  dead. 

And  overthrew  the  next  that  foUow'd  him. 

And  blindly  rush'd  on  all  the  rout  behind. 

But  at  the  flash  and  motjon  of  the  man 

They  vanish'd  paniu-atricten,  like  a  shoal 

Of  darting  fish,  that  on  a  summer  morn 

Adowri  the  crystal  dykes  at  Cainelot 

Cojne  slipping  o'er  their  shadows  on  the  aand, 

Bnt  if  a  man  who  stands  upon  the  brink 

Bat  litl  a  shining  hand  against  the  sun, 

There  is  not  left  the  twinkle  of  a  fin 

Betwixt  the  cressy  islets  white  in  flower ; 

So,  scared  but  at  the  motion  of  die  man,    ■ 

Fled  all  the  boon  companions  of  the  Earl, 

And  left  him  lyinji  in  the  public  way; 

So  vanish  frieiidshipa  only  made  in  wine. 

Then  like  a  stormy  sunlight  smiled  Gei-aint, 
Who  saw  the  charfters  of  Ihe  two  that  fell 
Start  from  their  fallen  lords,  and  wildly  fly, 
Mixt  with  the  flyers.    '  Horse  and  man,'  he  said, 
'  All  of  one  mind  and  ail  right-honest  friends ! 
Not  a  hoof  left :  and  I  methinks  till  now 
Was  honest  —  paid  with  horsus  and  with  arms; 
I  cannot  steal  or  plunder,  no  nor  beg : 
And  so  what  say  you,  shall  we  strip  liim  there 
Your  lover  ?  has  your  palfrey  heart  enough 
To  bear  hia  armour?  shall  we  fast,  or  dine  ? 
Ko?  —  then  do  you,  being  right  honest,  pray 
Tliat  we  may  meet  the  horsemen  of  Earl  Doonn, 
I  too  would  still  be  honest.'     Thus  he  siud; 
And  sadly  p[azing  on  her  bridle-reins, 
And  answering  not  one  word,  she  led  the  way. 
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Bat  coining  back  he  learns  it,  and  the  loss 
So  mins  him  that  be  sickens  nigh  to  death ; 
So  iared  it  with  Geraint,  who  being  prick'd 
In  combat  witli  the  follower  of  Limours, 
Bled  underneath  hia  armour  secretly, 
And  EO  rode  on,  nor  told  his  gentle  wife 
What  ail'd  him,  hardly  knowing  it  himself, 
Til!  his  eye  darken'd  and  his  holmet  wi^'d ; 
And  at  a  sudden  swerving  of  the  road, 
Tho'  happily  down  on  a  bank  of  grnss, 
The  Prince,  without  a  word,  from  his  horse  fell. 

And  Enid  heard  the  clashing  of  his  fall, 
Suddenly  came,  and  at  his  side  all  pale 
Dismounting,  loosed  the  fastenings  of  his  arms, 
Nor  let  her  true  hand  falter,  nor  blue  eye 
Moisten,  till  she  had  lighted  on  his  wound. 
And  tearing  off  her  veil  of  faded  silk 
Had  bared  her  forehead  to  the  blistering  sun, 
And  swathed  the  hurt  that  di'ain'd  her  dear  lord'a 

life. 
Then  after  all  was  done  that  hand  could  do, 
She  rested,  and  her  desolation  came 
Upon  her,  and  she  wept  beside  the  way. 

And  many  past,  but  none  regarded  her, 
For  in  that  realm  of  lawless  turbulence, 
A  woman  weeping  for  her  murder'd  mate 
Was  tared  as  much  for  as  a  summer  shower : 
One  took  him  for  a  victim  of  Earl  Doorm, 
Nor  dared  to  waste  a  perikius  pity  on  him : 
Another  hurrying  past,  a  man-at-arms, 
Rode  on  a  mission  to  the  bandit  Earl ; 
Half  whistling  and  half  singing  a  coarse  song, 
lie  drove  (be  dust  against  her  veilless  eyes : 
Another,  flying  from  the  wrath  of  Doorin 
Befoi-B  an  ever-fancied  an-ow,  made 
The  Ion"  way  smoke  beneath  him  in  his  fear ; 
At  whicn  her  palfrey  whinnying  lifted  heel. 
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And  scour"!!  into  tLe  coppices  and  was  lost, 
While  the  great  chai^er  stood,  grieved  like  a  u 


Bound  on.  a  foray,  roUing  ej-es  of  prey, 
Came  riding  with  e.  hundred  lances  up ; 
Bat  ere  he  came,  like  one  that  hails  a  ship. 
Cried  out  with  a  bi"  yoice,  'What,  is  he  dead?' 
'  No,  no,  not  dead  I '  she  answer'd  in  all  haste. 
'  Would  some  of  your  kittd  people  take  him  up. 
And  bear  him  hence  out  of  this  cruel  sun : 
Most  sure  am  I,  quite  sure,  he  is  not  dead.' 

Tl.en   said  Earl  Doorm;   'Well,  if  he  be   no 

Why  wail  you  for  him  thus  ?  you  seem  a  child. 
And  be  he  dead,  I  count  you  for  a  fool ; 
Tour  wailing  will  not  quicken  him ;  dead  or  not, 
Tou  mar  a  comely  face  with  idiot  tears. 
Yet,  since  the  face  is  comely  —  some  of  you. 
Here,  take  him  up,  and  bear  him  to  our  hall : 
An  if  he  live,  we  will  have  him  of  our  band ; 
And  if  he  die,  why  earth  has  earth  enough 
To  hide  him.     See  ye  take  the  charger  too, 
A  noble  one.' 

He  spake,  and  past  away. 
But  left  two  brawny  spearmen,  who  advanced, 
Eaeh  growling  like  a  dog,  when  his  good  bone 
Seenas  to  be  pluck'd  at  oy  the  village  boys 
Who  love  to  vex  him  eating,  and  he  fears 
To  lose  his  bone,  and  lays  nis  foot  upon  it, 
Gnawing  and  growling:  so  the  ruffians  growl'd, 
Tearing  to  lose,  and  all  for  a  dead  man, 


Such  as  they  brought  upon  their  forays  ou 
For  those  that  might  be  i*ounded;  laid  hii 
All  in  the  hollow  of  his  shield,  and  took 
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And  bore  him  to  the  naked  hall  of  Doorm, 
(His  gentle  charter  following  him  unled) 
And  cast  him  and  the  bier  in  wliith  he  lay 
Down  on  an  oaken  settle  in  the  hall. 
And  then  departed,  hot  in  haste  to  join 
Their  luckier  mates,  but  growling  as  before, 
And  cnrsing  their  lost  time,  and  the  dead  man, 
And   their  own   Earl,  and   their  own  souls,  and 

her. 
They  mi^ht  as  well  have  blest  her:  she  was  deaf 
To  blessing  or  to  cursing  save  from  one. 

So  for  long  hours  sat  Enid  by  her  lord, 
There  in  the  naked  hall,  propping  his  head. 
And  chafina  his  pale  hands,  and  calling  to  him. 
And  at  the  last  he  waken'd  from  his  swoon. 
And  found  his  own  dear  bride  propping  his  head. 
And  chafing  his  faint  hands,  and  calling  to  him; 
And  fcilt  the  warm  tears  falling  on  his  face ; 
And  said  to  his  own  heart,  'she  weeps  for  me;' 
And  yet  lay  still,  and  feign'd  himself  as  dead. 
That  he  might  prove  her  to  the  uttermost, 
And  say  to  his  own  heart '  she  weeps  for  me.' 

But  in  the  falling  afternoon  return'd 
The  huge  Earl  Doorm  with  plunder  to  the  halL 
Hia  lusty  apeamien  follow'd  him  with  noise : 
Each  hurling  down  a  heap  of  things  that  rang 
Against  the  pavement,  cast  his  lante  aside. 
And  doff'd  his  helm:  and  then  there  flutter'd  in, 
Half-bold,  half-frighted,  with  dilated  eyes, 
A  tribe  of  women,  dress'd  in  many  hues. 
And  mingled  with  the  spearmen :  and  Earl  Doorm 
Struck  with  a  knife's  hall  hard  against  the  board, 
And  cali'd  for  flesh  and  wine  to  feed  his  spears. 
And   men   brought  in   whole    hogs   and    quarter 

beeves, 
And  all  the  hall  was  dim  with  stt-ani  of  flesh : 
And  none  spake  word,  but  all  sat  down  at  once, 
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And  ate  with  tumult  in  the  naked  hall. 

Feeding  like  horses  when  you  hear  them  feed  j 

Till  Enid  shrank  far  back  into  herself. 

To  shun  the  wild  ways  of  the  laivlesa  tribe. 

But  when  Earl  Doonn  had  eaten  all  he  would, 

He  roU'd  liis  eyes  about  the  hall,  and  found 

A  damsel  drooping  in  a  corner  of  it. 

Then  he  remember'd  her,  and  how  she  wept ; 

And  out  of  her  there  came  a  power  upon  him ; 

And  risinj;  on  the  sudden  he  said,  '  Eat  I 

I  never  yet  beheld  a  thing  so  pale. 

God's  curse,  it  makes  me  mad  to  see  you  weep. 

Eat  I     Look  yourself.     Good  luck  had  your  good 

For  were  I  dead  who  is  it  would  weep  for  me  7 
Sweet  lady,  never  since  I  first  drew  breath, 
Have  I  beheld  a  lily  like  yourself 
And  BO  there  lived  some  eolour  in  your  cheek. 
There  is  not  one  among  my  gentiaworaen 
Were  lie  to  wear  your  slipper  for  a  glove. 
But  listen  to  me,  and  by  me  be  ruled, 
And  I  will  do  the  thing  I  have  not  done. 
For  you  shall  share  my  earldom  with  me,  ^rl, 
And  we  will  live  like  two  birds  in  one  nest. 
And  I  will  fetch  you  forj^e  from  all  fields, 
For  I  compel  all  creatui-ea  to  my  will.' 

He  spoke  :  the  brawny  spearman  let  his  cheek 
Bulge  witii   the   unswallow'd   piece,  and   turning 

stared; 
While  some,  whose  souls  tlie  old  serpent  long  had 

Down,  as  the  worm  draws  in  the  witber'd  leaf 
And  makes  it  eartli,  hiss'd  each  at  other's  ear 
Wliat  shall  not  be  recorded  —  women  they. 
Women,  or  what  had  been  those  gracious  things. 
But  now  desired  the  humbling  of  their  beat, 
Yea,  would  have  helped  him  to  it :  and  all  at  onee 
They  hated  her,  who  t<«fc  no  thought  of  tbem. 
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But  answer'd  in  low  voice,  hpv  meek  head  yet 
Drooping, '  1  praj-  you  of  your  courtesy, 
He  being  as  he  is,  to  let  me  be.' 

She  spake  so  low  he  hardly  heard  her  speak, 
But  like  a  mighty  patron,  satisfied    ^ 
With  what  hlmaelf  had  done  so  flraciously, 
Assumed  that  she  had  thanked  him,  adding, '  yea, 
Eat  and  be  glad,  for  I  account  you  mine.' 

She  answer'd  meekly, '  How  should  I  be  glad 
Henceforth  in  all  the  world  at  anything^. 
Until  ray  lonl  arise  and  look  upon  me?' 

Here  the  huge  Earl  cried  oat  upon  her  talk, 
As  all  but  empty  heart  and  weariness 
And  sickly  nothing ;  suddenly  seized  on  her. 
And  bare  her  by  main  violence  to  the  board, 
And  thrust  the  dish  before  her,  crying, '  Eat.' 

'  No,  no,'  said  Enid,  vext,'  I  vrill  not  eat, 
mi  yonder  man  upon  the  bier  arise. 
And   eat  with   me.'     '  Drink,  then,'  he  answer'd. 

(And  fiU'd  a  horn  with  wine  and  held  it  1o  her,) 
'  Lo !  I,  myself,  when  flush'd  with  li<;ht,  or  hot, 
God's  curse,  with  anger  —  often  I  myself, 
Before  I  well  have  drunken,  scarce  can  eat : 
Drink  therefore,  and   the  wine  wiU  change  your 
will' 

'  Not  so,'  she  cried, '  by  Heaven,  I  will  not  drink. 
Till  my  dear  lord  arise  and  bid  me  do  it. 
And  drink  with  me  ;  and  if  he  rise  no  more, 
I  will  not  look  at  wine  until  I  die.' 

At  this  he  turn'd  all  red  and  paced  his  hall, 
Now  gnaw'd  his  under,  now  his_  upper  lip, 
And  coming  up  close  to  her,  said  at  last ; 
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'  Girl,  for  I  see  you  acorn     _ 

Tate  warning;  yonder  man  is  aurelj-  dead; 

And  I  fompel  all  creatures  to  my  wiU. 

Noc  eat  nor  drink  ?     And  wherefore  wail  for  one. 

Who  put  your  beauty  to  this  flout  and  scorn 

By  dressins  it  in  rage?     Amazed  am  I, 

Beholding  how  you  butt  against  my  wish, 

That  T  forbear  you  thus ;  cross  me  no  more. 

At  least  put  off^  to  please  me  this  poor  gown, 

This  silken  rag,  this  ben;^ar- woman's  weed : 

I  love  that  beauty  shouW  {to  beautifully : 

For  see  you  not  my  gentlewomen  here, 

How  gay,  bow  suited  to  the  house  of  one, 

Who  loves  that  beauty  should  go  beautifulSj- ! 

Rise  thei-efore ;  robe  yourself  in  this :  obey.' 

He  spoke,  and  one  amonfr  hia  gentlewomen 
Display'd  a  splendid  silk  of  foreign  loom. 
Where  like  a  shoaling  sea  the  lovely  blue 
Plav'd  into  green,  and  thicker  down  the  front 
With  jewels  than  the  sward  with  drops  of  dew. 
When  all  night  long  a  cloud  clings  to  the  hill, 
And  with  the  dawn  ascending  lets  the  day 
Strike  where  it  clung;  so  thickly  shone  the  gems. 

Bui  Enid  answer'd,  harder  to  be  moved 
Thau  hardest  tyrants  in  their  day  of  power. 
With  life-lonjf  injuries  burning  unavenged, 
And  now  their  hour  has  come ;  and  Enid  scud : 

'  In  this  poor  gown  my  dear  lord  found  me  first, 
And  loved  me  serving  in  my  father's  hall ; 
In  this  poor  gown  I  ixide  with  him  to  court, 
And  there  the  Queen  array'd  me  like  the  sun: 
In  this  poor  gown  he  bade  me  elothe  myself. 
When  now  we  rode  upon  this  fatal  quest 
Of  honour,  where  no  honour  can  be  gain'd : 
And  this  poor  gown  I  will  not  cast  aside 
tfntil  himself  arise  a  living  man. 


rii,y  Google 


And  bid  me  cast  it,     J  have  griefa  enough : 
Pray  you  be  gentle,  pray  you  let  nie  be  : 
I  never  loved,  can  never  love  but  him  : 
Yea,  God,  I  pray  you  of  your  gentleness, 
He  being  as  ne  ia,'to  let  me  be.' 

Then  strode  the  brute  Earl  up  and  down  his  hall. 
And  took  hia  ruaaet  beard  between  his  teeth ; 
Last,  coming  up  quite  close,  and  in  his  mood 
Crying, '  I  count  it  of  no  more  avail. 
Dame  to  be  gentle  than  ungentle  with  you ; 
Take  my  salute,'  unknightly  with  Hat  hand, 
However  lightly,  einota  her  on  the  theek. 

Then  Enid  in  her  utter  helpleasness. 
And  since  she  thought, '  ha  had  not  dared  to  do  it. 
Except  he  surely  knew  my  lord  was  dead,' 
Sent  tbrth  a  sudden  shaqj  and  bitter  cry, 
As  of  a  wild  thing  taken  in  the  trap, 
Wliich  sees  the  trapper  coming  thro'  the  wood. 

This  heard  Geraint,  and  fjrasping  at  his  sword 
(It  lay  beside  him  in  the  hollow  shield). 
Made  but  a  sicigle  bound,  and  with  a  sweep  of  it 
Shore  thro'  the  swarthy  r)eck,  and  like  a  ball 
The  rusaet-hearded  head  roU'd  on  the  floor. 
Bo  died  Earl  Doonn  by  hi[n  he  counted  dead. 
And  all  the  men  and  women  in  tlie  hall 
Kose  when  they  saw  the  dead  man  lise,  and  fled 
Yelliu"  as  from  a  spectre,  and  the  two 
Were  left  alone  together,  and  he  said  ■ 

'  Enid,  I  have  used  you  worse  than  that  dead 

Done  yoa  more  wrong;  we  both  have  undergone 
Tliat  trouble  which  has  left  me  thrice  your  own  : 
Henceforward  1  will  rather  die  than  doubt. 
And  here  I  lay  this  penance  on  myself, 
Not,  tho'  mine  own  eara  heard  you  ycater-morn  — 
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Yon  thought  me  sleeping,  but  I  heard  you  aay, 
I  beard  you  say,  that  you  were  no  true  ivife : 

I  do  believe  yourself  against  yourself, 

And  will  IieDcefonvard  rather  die  than  doubt' 

And  Enid  could  not  say  one  tender  word. 
She  felt  so  blunt  and  stupid  at  the  heart : 
She  only  prayed  him,  '  Fly,  they  will  return 
And  slay  you ;  fly,  your  ehai^r  is  without, 


And  moving  out  they  found  the  stately  horse, 
"VVho  now  no  more  a  vassal  to  the  thief. 
But  free  to  stretth  his  limbs  in  lawful  fight, 
Nebh'd  with  all  gladness  as  they  came,  and  stoop'i 
With  a  low  whinny  toward  the  pair :  and  she 
Kiss'd  the  white  star  upon  his  noble  front, 
Glad  also ;  then  Geraint  npon  (he  horse 
Mounted,  and  reach'd  a  hand,  and  on  his  foot 
She  set  her  own  and  eliinb'd ;  he  turn'd  his  face 
Aud  kiss'd  her  climbing,  and  she  cast  her  armB 
About  him,  and  at  onee  they  rode  away. 

And  nerer  yet,  since  high  in  Paradise 
O'er  the  four  rivers  the  first  roses  blew, 
Came  purer  pleasure  unto  mortal  kind 
Than  fived  thro'  her,  who  in  that  perilous  hour 
Put  hand  to  hand  beneath  her  hnaband's  heart, 
And  felt  liim  hers  again  :  she  did  not  weep. 
But  o'er  her  meek  eyes  came  a  happy  mist 
Like  that  whith  kept  the  heart  of  Eden  green 
Before  the  useful  trouble  of  the  rain : 
Vet  not  so  misty  were  her  meek  blue  eyes 
As  not  to  see  before  tbem  on  the  path, 
Ri"ht  in  the  gateway  of  the  bandit  hold, 
A  knight  of  Arthur's  court,  who  laid  his  lanee 
in  rest,  and  made  as  if  to  fall  upon  him. 
Then,  tearing  for  hia  liuri  and  loss  of  blood, 
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She,  with  her  mind  all  full  of  vrhat  had  chanced, 
Sliriek'd  to  the  stranger, '  Slay  not  a  dead  man  l' 
'The  voice  of  Enid,'  said  the  kiiistht;  but  she, 
Beholding  it  was  Edyrn  aon  of  Nudd, 
Was  moved  so  much  the  more,  and  ehrieU'd  ag^n, 
'  O  couan,  slay  not  him  who  gave  you  life.' 
And  Edyrn  moving  frankly  forward  spake : 
'  My  lord  Ger^nt,  I  ^reet  yoa  with  all  love ; 
I  took  you  for  a  bandit  knight  of  Doorm ; 
And  fear  not,  Enid,  1  should  fall  ujiOQ  him. 
Who  love  you,  PrEnte,  with  sometliing  of  the  love 
Wherewith  we  lOve  the  Heaven  that  chastens  oa. 
Eor  once,  when  1  was  up  so  high  in  pride 
That  I  was  halfway  down  the  slope  to  Hell, 
By  overthrowing  me  you  threw  me  higher. 
Now,  made  a  knight  of  Arthur's  Table  Round, 
And  since  I  knew  this  Earl,  when  I  mj'self 
Was  half  a  bandit  in  my  lawless  hour, 
I  come  the  mouthpiece  of  our  King  to  Doorm 
(The  King  is  close  behind  me)  bidding  him 
Disband  hnnself,  and  scatter  all  his  powers. 
Submit,  and  hear  the  judgment  of  the  King.' 

'  He  hears  the  judgment  of  ihe  King  of  Kings,' 
Cried  the  wan  Prince;  'and  lothe  powers  of  Doorm 
Are  scatter'd,'  and  he  pointed  to  the  field, 
Where,  huddled  here  and  there  on  mound  and 

knoll. 
Were  men  and  women  staring  and  aghast, 
While  some  yet  fled ;  and  then  he  pl^nller  told 
How  the  huge  Earl  lay  slain  within  his  hall. 
But  when  the  knight  besought  him,  '  Follow  me, 
Prince,  to  the  camp,  and  in  the  King's  own  ear 
Speak  what  has  thanced ;  you  surely  have  endured 
Strange  chances  here  alone ; '  that  other  flush'd, 
And  hung  his  head,  and  halted  in  reply, 
Fearinff  the  mild  face  of  the  blameless  King, 
And  after  madness  acted  question  aak'd : 
Till  Edym  crying,  '  If  you  will  not  go 
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To  Arthur,  then  will  Arthur  come  fo  you,' 
'  Enough,'  he  said,  '  I  follow,'  and  they  went. 
But  Enid  in  their  jroing  had  two  fears 
One  from  the  bandit  sea.tter'd  in  the  field, 
And  one  fiom  Edyrn.     Every  now  and  then, 
When  Edvm  reiu'd  his  charger  at  her  side, 
She  shrank  a  little.     In  a  hollow  land, 
From  which  old  fires  have  broken,  men  may  fear 
Fi'esh  fire  and  ruin.     He,  perceiving,  said : 

'  Fair  and  dear  cousin,  you  that  most  had  cause 
To  fear  me,  fear  no  loaser,  I  am  changed. 
Yourself  were  first  the  blameless  cause  la  make 
My  nature's  pridef'iil  sparkle  in  the  blood 
Break  into  furious  flame ;  being  repulsed 
By  Yniol  and  yourself,  1  schemed  and  wrought 
Until  1  overturn'd  him  ;  then  set  up 
(With  one  main  purpose  ever  at  my  heart) 
My  haughty  jousts,  and  took  a  paramour; 
Did  her  mock-honour  as  the  fairest  fair. 
And,  toppling  over  all  antagonism, 
So  wax'd  in  pride,  that  I  believed  myself 
"Unconquerable,  for  1  was  well-nigh  jnad : 
And,  but  ibr  my  main  purpose  in  these  jousfs, 
1  should  have  slain  )'our  father,  seized  yourself. 
I  lived  in  hope  that  sometime  you  would  ci 

""    ■'  " im  whom  be; 

with  your  m 
ir  answer'd  heaven, 
Behold  me  overturn  and  trample  on  him. 
Then,  had  you  cried,  or  knelt,  or  pray'd  to  me, 
I    should    not    less    have    kill'd   him.     And   you 

But  once  you  came,  —  and  with  your  own  true  eyes 
Beheld  the  man  you  loved  (I  speak  as  one 
Speaks  of  a  service  done  him)  overthrow 
My  proud  self,  and  my  purpose  three  years  old, 
And  set  his  foot  upon  me,  and  give  me  life. 
There  was  I  broken  down  ;  thei'e  was  I  saved  ; 
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And  all  the  penance  the  Queen  laid  upon  me 
Was  but  to  rest  awhile  within  her  court ; 
Where  first  as  sullen  as  a  beast  new-i/aged, 
And  wiuting  to  be  treated  like  a  wolf, 
Because  I  knew  my  deeds  were  known,  I  found, 
Instead  of  scornful  pity  or  pure 
Such  line  reserve  and  noble  relvi. .. 
Manners  so  kind,  yet  stately,  such 
Of  tenderest  courtesy,  that  I  began 
To  dance  behind  me  at  my  former  life. 
And  find  that  it  had  been  the  wolf's  indeed : 
And  oft  I  talfd  with  Dubrie,  the  high  saint, 
Who,  with  mild  heat  of  holy  oratory. 
Subdued  me  somewhat  M  that  jentlencss, 
Which,  when  it  weds  with  manhood,  m^es  a  man. 
And  you  were  often  there  about  the  Queen, 
But  saw  nie  not,  or  mark'd  not  if  you  saw ; 
Nor  did  I  care  or  dare  to  speak  with  you. 
But  kept  myself  aloof  till  I  was  changed ; 
And  fear  not,  cousin ;  I  am  changed  indeed.' 

He  spoke,  arid  Enid  easily  believed, 
Like  simple  noble  natures,  credulous 
Of  what  the^  long  for,  good  in  friend  or  foe. 
There  most  in  those  who  most  have  done  them  ilL 
And  when  they  reach'd  the  camp  the  King  himself 
Advanced  to  greet  them,  and  beholding  her 
Tbo'  pale,  yet  happy,  ask'd  her  not  a  word. 
But  went  apart  with  Eflym,  whom  he  held 
In  converse  for  a  little,  and  retum'd, 
And,  ^avely  smiling,  lifted  her  from  horse. 
And  kiss'd  her  with  all  pureness,  brother-like, 
And  show'd  an  empty  lent  allotted  her. 
And  crlancing  for  a  minute,  till  he  saw  her 
Pass  mto  it,  turn'd  to  the  Prince,  and  said : 

'  Prince,  when  of  late  you  pray'd  me  for  my  leave 
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To  movp  to  your  own  Jaiid,  and  there  defend 
Yoar  marches,  I  was  prick'd  with  some  reproof, . 
As  one  that  let  foul  wrong  stagnate  and  be, 
By  having  look'd  too  much  thro'  alien  eyes, 
And  wrought  too  long  ivith  delejcatod  hands. 
Not  used  mine  own :  but  now  behold  me  eoine 
To  cleanse  this  common  sewor  of  all  my  realm. 
With  Edym  and  with  others :  have  you  look'd 
At  Edyrn  ?  have  you  seen  how  nobly  changed  ? 
This  work  of  his  ia  great  and  wonderlul,' 
His  very  face  with  change  of  heart  is  changed. 
The  world  will  not  believe  a  man  repents; 
And  this  wise  world  of  oura  is  mainly  right. 
Full  seldom  does  a  man  repent,  or  use 
Both  grace  and  will  to  pick  the  vicious  qnitch 
Of  blood  and  custom  wholly  out  of  him, 
And  make  all  clean,  and  plant  himself  afresh. 
Edyrn  has  done  it,  weeding  all  hi«  heart 
As  I  will  weed  this  land  before  I  go. 
I,  therefore,  made  him  of  our  Table  Round, 
Not  rashly,  but  have  proved  him  eveiyway 
One  of  our  noblest,  our  most  valorous. 
Sanest  and  most  obedient :  and  indeed 
This  work  of  Edyrn  wrought  upon  himself 
After  a  life  of  violence,  seems  to  me 
A  thousand-fold  more  great  and  wonderful 
Than  if  some  knight  of  mine,  risking  his  hfe, 
My  subject  with  my  subjects  under  him. 
Should  make  an  onslaught  single  on  a  realm 
Of  robbers,  tho'  he  slew  them  one  by  one. 
And  were  himself  nigh  wounded  to  the  death.' 

So  spake  the  King;  low  boiv'd  the  Prince,  an( 
felt 
His  work  was  neither  great  nor  wonderful, 
And  past  to  Enid's  tent ;  and  thither  came 
The  King's  own  leech  to  look  into  his  hurt; 
And  Enid  tended  on  him  there ;  and  there 
Her  constant  motion  round  him,  and  the  breath 
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Of  her  sweet  tendance  hoverinjE  over  him, 
Fill'd  all  the  genial  courses  of  his  blood 
With  deeper  and  with  eyer  deeper  love, 
As  the  south-west  that  blowing  Bala  lake 
Fills  all  the  sacred  Dee.     So  past  the  days. 

But  while  Geraint  lay  healing  of  his  hurt^ 
The  blameless  King  went  forth  and  cast  his  eyes 
On  whom  his  father  Uther  left  in  charge 
Long  8inee,'to  gttard  the  justice  of  the  King ; 
He  uok'd  and  found  them  wanting ;  and  as  now 
Men  weed  the  whit«  horse  on  the  Berkshire  hills 
To  keep  hiu  bright  and  clean  aa  heretofore, 
He  rooted  out  the  slothful  officer 
Or  guilty,  which  for  bribe  had  wink'd  at  wrong, 
And  in  their  (chairs  set  up  a  stronger  race 
With  hearts  and  hands,  and  sent  a  thousand  men 
To  till  the  wastes,  and  monng  everywhere 
Clear'd  the  dark  plates  and  let  in  the  taw, 
And  broke  the  bandit  holds  and  cleansed  the  land. 

Then,  when  Geraint  was  whole  again,  they  past 
With  Arthur  to  Caei'loon  upon  Usk, 
There  the  great  Queen  once  more   embraced  her 

friend, 
And  clothed  her  in  apparel  like  the  day. 
And  tho'  Geraint  coald  never  take  an;ain 
That  comfort  from  their  converse  which  he  took 
Before  the  Queen's  fair  name  was  breathed  upon, 
He  i-ested  well  content  that  all  was  well. 
Thence  after  tarrying  for  a  space  they  rode, 
And  fiily  knights  rode  with  them  to  the  shores 
Of  Severn,  and  they  past  to  their  own  land. 
And  there  he  kept  the  justice  of  the  King 
So  vigorously  yet  mildlj',  that  all  hearts 
Applauded  and  the  spiteful  whisper  died : 
And  being  ever  foremost  in  the  chase, 
And  victor  at  the  tilt  and  U 
They  call'd  him  the  great  Prinu 
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But  Enid,  whom  her  ladies  loved  to  call 
Enid  the  Fair,  a  grateful  people  named 
Enid  the  Good ;  and  in  their  halls  arose 
The  cry  of  children,  Enids  and  Geraints 
Of  timea  to  he ;  nor  did  he  doubt  her  more 
But  rested  in  her  feal^,  till  he  crown'd 
A  happy  life  with  a  fair  dcatii,  and  fell 
Against  the  heathen  of  the  Northern  Ssa 
In  battle,  fighting  for  the  blameless  King, 
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A  STORM  was  coming,  but  the  winds  were  still, 
Aud  in  the  wild  woods  of  Broceliande, 
Before  an  oak,  so  hollow  huge  and  old 
It  look'd  a  tower  of  ruUi'd  raasonwork, 
At  Merlin's  feet  the  wily  Vivien  lay. 

The  wily  Vivien  stole  from  Arthur's  court : 
She  hated  all  the  knights,  and  heard  in  thought 
Their  lavish  comment  when  her  name  was  named. 
For  once,  when  Arthur  walking  all  alone, 
Vest  at  a  rumour  rife  about  the  Queen, 
Had  met  her,  Vivien,  being  greeted  fair, 
Would  fain  have  wrought  npon  his  cloudy  mood 
With  reverent  eyes  mock-loyal,  shaken  voice, 
And  flutter'd  adoration,  and  at  last 
With  dark  sweet  hints  of  some  who  prized  him  more 
Than  who  should  prize  him  most ;  at  which  the  King 
Had  gazed  upon  her  blankly  and  gone  by : 
But  one  had  watch'd,  and  had  not  held  his  peace : 
It  made  the  laughter  of  an  afternoon 
That  Vivien  should  attempt  the  blameless  King. 
And  al^or  that,  she  set  herself  to  gain 
Him,  the  most  famous  man  of  all  those  times. 
Merlin,  who  knew  the  range  of  all  their  arts, 
Had  built  the  King  his  havens,  ships,  and  halls. 
Was  also  Bard,  and  knew  the  starry  heavens ; 
The  people  called  him  Wizard ;  whom  at  first 
She  plaj^'d  about  with  slij^ht  and  sprinhtly  talk, 
And  vivid  smiles,  and  faintly-venom'a  pmnts 
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Of  slander,  glancinff  here  and  gracing  there ; 
And  yieldin}{  to  his  kindlier  moods,  the  Seer 
Would  watch  her  at  her  petulance,  and  play, 
Ev'n  when  they  seem'd  unloveable,  and  laugh 
As  those  that  watch  a  kitten  \  thus  he  grew 
Tolerant  of  what  he  half  disdain'd,  and  she, 
PerceivinfT  that  sbe  was  hut  half  disdain'd, 
Began  to  break  her  sports  with  graver  flta, 
Turn  red  or  pale,  would  often  when  they  met 
Sigh  fiily,  or  all-alcnt  j^aze  upon  him 
With  suoh  a  fixt  devotion,  that  the  old  man, 
Tho'  doubtful,  fett  the  flattery,  and  at  times 
Would  flatter  hia  own  wish  in  a^e  for  love, 
And  half  believe  her  true  :  for  thus  at  times 
He  waver'd ;  but  that  other  clung  to  him, 
Fixt  in  her  will,  and  so  the  seasons  went. 
Then  fell  upon  him  a  great  melancholy  ; 
And  leaving  Arthur's  court  he  gain'd  the  beach ; 
There  found  a  little  boat,  and  slept  into  it; 
And  Vivien  follow'd,  hut  he  mark'd  her  not 
She  took  the  helm  and  he  the  sail ;  the  boat 
e  with  a  sudden  wind  across  the  deeps, 


Ev'n  to  the  wild  woods  of  Broceliande. 
For  Merlin  once  had  told  her  of  a  charm. 
The  which  if  any  wrought  on  any  one 
With  woven  paces  and  with  waving  arms, 
Tlie  man  so  wrought  on  ever  seem'd  to  he 
Closed  in  the  four  walls  of  a  hollow  tower, 
From  which  was  no  escape  for  evermore ; 
And  none  could  bind  that  man  for  evermore. 
Nor  could  he  see  but  him  who  wrought  the  charm 
Coming  and  going,  and  be  lay  as  dead 
And  losi  to  lite  and  use  and  name  and  fame. 
And  Vivien  ever  sought  to  work  the  charm 
Upon  the  great  Enchanter  of  the  Time, 
As  fancying  that  her  glory  would  be  gi-eat 
According  to  bis  gi-eataess  whom  she  quench'd. 
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There  lay  she  all  her  lengili  arid  liiss'd  fais  feet, 
As  if  in  deepest  reverence  and  in  loie. 
A  twist  of  gold  was  round  her  hair ;  a  robe 
Of  aamite  without  price,  that  more  exprest 
Than  hid  her,  clann;  about  her  lissome  limbs, 
In  colour  liiie  the  ^atin-shiniug  palm 
On  sallows  in  the  windy  gleams  of  March  ; 
And  while  she  kias'd  therii,  crj-inji;, '  Trample  me, 
Dear  feet,  that  1  have  follow'd  thro'  the  world, 
And  I  will  pay  you  worship ;  tread  me  down 
And  I  will  kiaa  you  for  it ; '  he  was  mute ; 
So  dark  a  forethought  roll'd  about  his  brain, 
Ah  on  a  dull  day  in  an  Ocean  care 
The  blind  wave  feeling  round  hia  long  sea-hall 
In  silence:  wherefore,  when  she  lifted  up 
A  face  of  sad  appeal,  and  spake  and  said, 
'  0  Merlin,  do  you  love  me  i  '  and  i^ain, 
'  O  Merlin,  do  you  love  me  ? '  and  once  more, 
'  Great  Master,  do  you  love  me  7 '  he  was  mute. 
And  iisaome  Vivien  holding  by  his  heel. 
Writhed  toward  him,  slided  np  his  knee  and  sat, 
Behind  his  ankle  twined  her  hollow  feet 
Together,  curved  an  arm  about  his  neuk. 
Clung  lite  a  snake  ;  and  lettinjf  her  left  hand 
Droop  fram  his  mighty  shoulder,  as  a  leaf. 
Made  with  her  right  a  comb  of  pearl  to  part 
The  lista  of  such  a  beard  as  youth  gone  out 
Had  left  in  ashes  :  then  he  spoke  and  said, 
Not  looking  at  her,  '  who  are  wise  in  love 
l^ve  most,  say  least,'  and  Vivien  answer'd  quick, 
'  I  saw  the  little  elf^od  eyeless  once 
In  Arthur's  arras  ball  at  Camelot ; 
But  neither  eyes  nor  tongue  —  O  stupid  child  I 
Tet  you  are  wise  who  say  it ;  let  nie  think 
Silence  is  wisdom;  I  am  silent  then 
And  ask  no  kiss ; '  then  adding  all  at  once, 
'  And  lo,  I  clothe  myself  with  wisdom,'  drew 
The  vast  and  shaggy  mantle  of  his  beard 
Across  her  neck  and  bosom  to  her  knee, 
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And  eall'd  herielf  a  gilded  summer  fly 
Caught  in  a  great  old  tjTant  spider's  web, 
Who  meant  to  eat  her  up  in  that  wild  wood 
Without  one  word:     So  Vivian  eall'd  herself, 
But  rather  seem'd  a  lovely  baleful  star 
Veil'd  in  gray  vapour ;  till  he  aadly  smiled : 
'  To  what  request  for  what  strange  boon,'  he  smd, 
'  Are  these  your  pretty  tricks  and  fooleries, 

0  "Vivien,  die  pi-eamble  ?  yet  my  thanks, 
For  these  have  broken  up  my  melancholy.' 

And  Vivien  answev'd  smiling  saucily, 
'  What,  O  my  master,  have  you  found  your  voice  ? 

1  bid  the  stranger  welcome.     Thanks  at  last  I 
But  yesterday  you  never  open'd  lip, 
Escept  indeed  to  drink  ;  no  cup  had  we  : 

In  mme  own  lady  palms  I  cuU'd  the  sprinj; 
That  gather'd  triekling  dropwise  from  the  cleft, 
And  made  a  pretty  cup  of  both  my  hands 
And  oiFer'd  you  it  kneeling:  then  you  drank 
And  knew  no  mora,  nor  ^ave  me  one  poor  word ; 
O  no  more  thanks  iJian  might  a  goat  have  given 
With  no  more  aign  of  reverence  than  a  beard. 
And  when  we  halted  at  that  other  well, 
And  I  was  faint  to  swooning,  and  j'ou  lay 
Poofr-gilt  with  all  the  blossom-dust  of  those 
Duep  meadows  we  had  traversed,  did  you  know 
That  Yivien  bathed  your  feet  before  her  own  ? 
And  j-et  no  thanks :  and  all  thro'  this  wild  wood 
And  all  this  morning  when  T  fondled  you : 
Boon,  yes.  there  was  a  boon,  one  not  so  strange  — 
How  had  I  wrong'd  j-ou  ?  surely  you  are  wise, 
But  such  a  silence  is  more  wise  than  kind.' 

And  Merlin  lock'd  his  hand  in  hers  and  said; 
'  O  did  you  never  lie  upon  the  shore. 
And  watch  the  eurl'd  white  of  the  coming  wave 
Glass'd  in  the  slippery  sand  before  it  breaks  ? 
Ev'n  such  a  wave,  but  not  so  pleasurable, 
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Dark  in  tbe  glass  of  some  presageful  mood, 
Had  I  for  tliree  days  seen,  ready  to  falL 
And  then  I  rose  and  fled  fi-oio  Arthur's  court 
To  hreak  the  mood.     You  foUow'd  me  unask'd; 
And  when  I  look'd,  and  saw  yoa  followinn  still, 
illy  mind  involved  yourself  the  nearest  thing' 
In  that  mind-mist :  for  shall  I  tell  you  truth  r 
Tou  secm'd  that  wave  ahoiit  to  break  upon  me 
And  sweep  me  from  toy  hold  upon  the  world. 
My  use  and  name  and  fame.     Your  pardon,  chili 
Your  pretty  sports  have  brighten'd  all  again. 
And  aak  your  boon,  for  boon  I  owe  you  thrice, 
Once  for  wrong  done  you  by  confusion,  next 
For  thanks  it  aeems  till  now  neglected,  last 
h'or  these  your  dainty  gambols  ;  wherefore  ask ; 
And  take  this  boon  so  strange  and  not  so  strange.' 

And  Vivien  answer'd  smiling  mournfully  ; 
'  0  not  so  strange  as  my  long  asking  it, 
Nor  yet  so  strange  as  you  yourself  are  strange, 
Kor  half  so  strange  as  that  dark  mood  of  youra. 
1  ever  fear'd  you  were  not  wholly  mine ; 
And  see,  yourself  have  own'd  you  did  me  wrong. 
Tiiu  people  call  you  prophet :  let  it  be : 
But  not  of  those  that  can  expound  themselves. 
Take  Vivien  for  expounder;  she  will  call 
That  ihree-days-long  presageful  gloom  of  yours 
No  presage,  but  the  same  mistrustful  mood 
That  makes  you  seem  less  noble  than  yourself, 
Whenever  I  have  ask'd  this  very  boon, 
Now  ask'd  agsun :  for  see  you  not,  dear  love. 
That  such  a  mood  as  that,  which  lately  glooni'd 
Your  fancy  when  you  saw  me  following  you, 
Must  make  me  fear  still  more  you  are  not  mine, 
Must  make  me  yearn  still  more  to  prove  you  mine, 
And  make  me  wish  still  more  to  learn  this  charm 
Of  woven  paces  and  of  waving  hands, 
As  proof  of  trust.     O,  Merlin,  teach  it  mo. 
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r,  grant  me  some  siigiit  power  upon  y( 
I,  feefing  that  you  felt  me  worthy  trust, 
Should  rest  and  let  you  reat,  knowing  you  mina. 
And  therefore  be  as  ^reat  as  you  are  named, 
Not  muffled  round  with  selfian  reticence. 
How  hard  you  look  and  how  deoyingly  I 
O,  if  you  think  this  wickedness  in  me, 
That  I  should  proye  it  on  you  unawarea, 
To  make  you  lose  your  use  and  name  and  fame, 
That  m^es  me  moat  indignant ;  then  our  bond 
Had  best  be  loosed  for  ever:  but  think  or  not. 
By  HeaTen  that  hears  I  tell  you  the  dean  truth. 
As  clean  as  blood  of  babes,  as  white  as  milk : 
O  Merlin,  may  this  earth,  if  ever  I, 
If  these  un  witty  wandering  wits  of  mine, 
Ev'n  in  the  jiunbled  rubbish  of  a  dream, 
Have  tript  on  such  conjectural  treachery  — 
May  this  hard  earth  cleave  to  the  Nadir  hell 
Down,  down,  and  close  apiin,  and  nip  me  flat, 
If  I  be  such  a  traitress.     Yield  my  boon, 
Ell  which  I  s(;artc  can  yield  you  all  I  am ; 
And  grant  my  re-relterated  wish. 
The  great  proof  of  your  love ;  because  I  think. 
However  wise,  you  hardly  know  me  yet.' 
And  Merlin  loosed  his  hand  from  hers  and  said, 
'I  never  was  less  wise,  however  wise, 
Too  curious  Vivien,  tho'  you  talk  of  trust. 
Than  when  I  told  yoo  first  of  such  a  charm. 
Yea,  if  you  talk  of  trust  I  tell  you  this, 
Too  much  I  trusted,  when  I  laid  you  that, 
And  stirr'd  this  vice  in  you  which  ruin'd  man 
Thro'  woman  the  first  hour ;  for  howsoe'er 
In  children  a  great  curiousness  be  well, 
'W'ho  have  to  learn  themselves  and  all  the  world, 
In  you,  that  are  no  child,  for  still  I  find 
Your  face  is  practised,  when  I  spell  the  lines, 
I  call  it,  —  well,  I  will  not  call  it  vice ; 
But  since  you  name  yourself  the  summer  fly, 
T  well  could  wish  a  cobweb  for  the  gnat, 
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That  settles,  beaten  back,  and  beaten  back 
Settles,  till  one  could  yield  for  weariness : 
But  since  1  will  not  yield  to  give  you  power 
Upon  my  life  and  use  and  name  and  fame, 
Why  will  you  never  ask  some  other  boon  ? 
Tea,  by  God's  rood,  I  trusted  you  too  much.' 

And  Vivien,  like  the  tenderesl^hearted  maid 
That  ever  bided  tryst  at  village  stile. 
Made  answer,  either  eyelid  wet  with  tears. 
'  Nay,  master,  be  not  wrathful  with  your  maid ; 
Caress  her ;  let  her  feel  herself  forgiven 
Who  feels  no  heart  to  ask  another  boon. 
I  think  you  hardly  know  the  lender  rhyme 
rt^,., — . .  W  all  or  all  in  all." 


"  In  Love,  if  Love  be  Love,  if  Love  be  ours. 
Faith  and  unfaitli  can  ne'er  he  equal  powers : 
TJnfaith  in  aught  is  want  of  faith  in  all. 

"  It  is  the  little  rift  within  the  lute. 
That  by  and  by  will  make  the  music  mute. 
And  ever  widening  slowly  silence  all. 

"The  little  rift  within  the  lover's  lute. 
Or  little  pitted  speck  in  aarner'd  fruit. 
That  rotting  inward  slowly  moulders  all. 


And  trust  me  not  at  all  or  all  in  all." 

O,  master,  do  you  love  my  tender  .rhyme  ? ' 

And  Merlin  look'd  and  half  believed  her  true, 
So  tender  was  her  voice,  so  lair  her  face, 
So  sweetly  gleam'd  her  eyes  behind  her  tears 
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Like  sunligbt  on  tie  plain  beBind  a  abower  : 
And  jet  he  answer'd  half  indignantly. 

'  Far  other  was  the  song  that  once  I  heard 
By  this  huge  oak,  sung  nearly  mhere  we  ait : 
For  here  we  met,  some  ten  or  tnelre  of  ua, 
Tochaae  a  creature  that  was  current  then 
In  these  wild  woods,  the  hart  with  golden  horns. 
It  was  the  time  when  first  the  question  rose 
About  the  founding  of  a  Table  Round, 
That  was  to  be,  for  love  of  God  and  men 
And  noble  deeds,  fhe  flower  of  all  the  world. 
And  each  incited  each  to  noble  deeds. 
And  while  we  w£ul«d,  one,  the  youngest  of  us. 
We  could  not  keep  him  silent,  out  he  flash'd. 
And  into  such  a  song,  such  fire  for  fame. 
Such  trumpet^blowinffs  in  it,  coming  down 
To  such  a  stem  and  iron-clashing  close, 
That  when  he  stopt  we  long'd  to  hurl  together. 
And  should  have  done  it;  bat  fhe  beauteous  beast 
Scared  by  the  noise  upstarted  at  our  feet, 
And  like  a  silver  shadow  slipt  away 
Thro'  the  dim  land ;  and  all  day  long  we  rode 
Thro'  the  dim  land  i^ainst  a  rushing  wind. 
That  glorious  roundel  echoing  in  our  ears, 
And  chased  the  flashes  of  his  golden  horns 
Until  thcT  vanish'd  by  the  fairy  well 
That  laughs  at  iron  —  as  our  warriors  did  — 
Where  children  cast  their  pina  and  nails,  and  cry, 
"  Laugh,  little  well,"  but  touch  it  with  a  sword, 
It  buzzes  wildly  round  the  point ;  and  there 
We  lost  him :  such  a  nobie  song  was  that. 
But,  Viwen,  when  you  sang  me  that  sweet  rhymCj 
I  felt  as  tho'  you  knew  this  cursed  charm. 
Were  proving  it  on  me,  and  that  1  lay 
And  felt  them  slowly  ebbing,  name  and  fame.' 


rii,y  Google 


260  viriEN. 

And  all  thro'  following  you  to  this  wild  wood, 

Because  I  saw  jou  sad,  to  comfort  you. 

Lo  now,  what  heartB  have  men  !  tbey  never  mount 

And  touching  fame,  howe'er  yon  scorn  my  sonft 
T^e  one  verse  more  ^ the  lady  speaks  it  —  this; 

"  My  name,  once  mine,  now  thine,  is  closelier 


So  trust  me  not  at  all  or  all  in  all." 

'  Says  she  not  well  ?   and  there  is  more  —  this 

I3  lite  the  fair  pcarl-necklace  of  the  Queen, 

That  burst  in  dancing,  and  the  pearls  were  spilt ; 

Some  lost,  some  stolen,  some  as  relics  kept. 

But  nevermore  tlie  same  two  sister  pearls 

Ran  down  the  silken  thread  to  kiss  each  other 

On  her  white  neck  —  so  is  it  with  this  rhyme : 

It  lives  dispersedly  in  many  hands, 

And  every  minstrel  wnga  it  differently ; 

Yet  is  there  one  true  line,  the  pearl  of  pearls ; 

"  Man  dreams  gf  Fame  while  woman  wakes  to  love,^ 

True :  Love,  tho'  Love  were  of  the  grossest,  carve* 

A  portion  from  the  solid  present,  eats 

And  uses,  careless  of  the  rest;  hut  Fame, 

The  Fame  that  follows  death  ia  nothing  to  us ; 

And  what  is  Fame  in  life  but  half-distaine. 

And  eounterchan  wd  with  darkness  ?  you  yourself 

Know  well  that  Envy  calls  you  Devil's  son. 

And  since  you  seem  thQ  Master  of  all  Art, 

They  fain  would  make  you  Master  of  all  Tice.' 

And  Merlin  lock'd  his  hand  in  hers  and  said, 
'  I  once  was  looking  for  a  magic  weed. 
And  found  a  fair  young  squire  who  sat  alone, 
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Had  carved  himself  a  knighHy  shield  of  wood, 

And  tben  was  painting  on  it  fancied  arms, 

Azure,  an  Eagle  riang  or,  the  Sun 

In  dexter  chief;  the  scroll  "  1  follow  feme." 

And  speaking  not,  but  leaning  over  him, 

I  took  his  brush  and  hlotted  out  the  hjrd, 

And  made  a  Gardener  putting  in  a  graff, 

With  this  for  motto,  "  Rather  nse  than  fame." 

You  should  have  seen  him  blush ;  hut  afterwards 

He  made  a  stalwart  knight.     O  Vivien, 

For  you,  methinks  you  Hiink  you  love  me  well ; 

For  me,  I  love  you  somewhat ;  rest :  and  Love 

Should  have  some  rest  and  pleasure  in  himself, 

Not  ever  be  too  curious  for  a  boon, 

Too  prurient  for  a  proof  against  the  grain 

Of  him  yon  say  you  loveibut  Fame  with  men, 

Being  hut  ampler  means  to  serve  mankind. 

Should  have  small  rest  or  pleasure  in  herself; 

But  work  as  vassal  to  the  larger  love. 

That  dwarfs  the  petty  love  of  one  to  one. 

Use  gave  me  Fame  at  first,  and  Fame  again 

Increasing  gave  me  use.     Lo,  there  my  boon ! 

What  other  ?  for  men  sought  to  prove  me  vUe, 

Because  I  wiah'd  to  give  them  greater  minds : 

And  then  did  Envy  (tall  me  Devil's  son : 

The  sick  weak  beast  seeking  (o  help  herself 

By  striking  at  her  better,  mlss'd,  and  brought 

Her  own  claw  back,  and  wounded  her  own  heart. 

Sweet  were  the  days  when  I  was  all  unknown. 

But  when  my  name  was  lifted  np,  the  storm 

Broke  on  the  mountain  and  I  cared  not  for  it. 

Eight  well  know  I  that  Fame  is  half-disfame. 

Yet  needs  must  work  my  work.     'ITiat  other  fame, 

To  one  at  least,  who  hath  not  children,  vague. 

The  cackle  of  the  unborn  about  the  grave, 

I  cared  not  for  it :  a  single  misty  star. 

Which  is  the  second  in  a  line  of  stars 

That  seem  a  sword  beneath  a  belt  of  three, 

I  never  gazed  upon  it  but  1  dreamt 
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Of  some  vast  charm  concluded  in  that  star 

To  make  fame  nothing.     Wherefore,  if  I  fear, 

Giving  you  power  upon  me  thro'  this  charm, 

That  you  might  play  me  falsely,  having  power, 

However  well  you  think  ^ou  love  me  now 

(As  sons  of  kings  loving  m  pupilli^e 

Have  tum'd  to  tyrants  when  they  came  to  power) 

I  rather  dread  the  loss  of  use  than  fame ; 

If  joii  —  and  not  so  much  from  wickedness, 

As  some  wild  torn  of  anger,  or  a  mood 

Of  overatrMn'd  affection, it  may  be, 

To  keep  me  all  ta  yonr  own  self,  or  else 

A  sudden  spurt  of  woman's  jealousy, 

Should  try  this  charm  on  whom  you  say  you  love. 

And  Vivien  answer'd  smiling  as  in  wrath. 
'  Have  I  not  sworn  ?    I  aro  not  trusted.    Good  I 
Well,  hide  it,  hide  it ;  I  shall  find  it  out ; 
And  being  found  take  heed  of  Vivien. 
A  woman  and  not  trusted,  doubtless  I 
Might  fee!  some  sudden  turn  of  anger  horn 
Of  your  misfailh ;  and  your  fine  epithet 
la  accurate  too,  for  this  full  love  of  mine 
Without  the  iuU  heart  back  may  merit  well 
Tour  term  of  overstrsun'd.     So  used  as  I, 
My  daily  wonder  la,  I  love  at  all. 
And  as  to  woman's  jealousy,  0  why  not? 

0  to  what  end,  except  a  jealous  one. 
And  one  to  make  me  jealous  if  I  love, 
Was  this  fair  charm  invented  by  yourself? 

1  well  believe  that  all  about  this  world 
You  cage  a  buxom  captive  here  and  there. 
Closed  in  the  four  -walls  of  a  hollow  tower 
Fr.om  which  is  no  escape  for  evermore.' 

Then  the  great  Master  merrily  answer'd  her. 
'  Full  many  a  love  in  loving  youth  was  mine, 
I  needed  then  no  charm  to  keep  them  mine 
But  youth  and  lore ;  and  that  full  heart  of  yours 
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Whereof  you  prattle,  may  now  assure  you  mine : 
So  live  uncharm'd.     For  those  who  -wrouglit  it  first, 
The  nrist  is  parted  from  the  hand  that  waved, 
The  leet  uamorljsed  from  their  anklo-bones 
Who  paoed  it,  ages  back :  but  will  you  hear 
The  legend  as  in  guerdon  for  your  rhyme  ? 

'  There  lived  a  king  in  the  most  Eastcra  East, 
Lesa  old  than  I,  yet  older,  for  my  blood 
Hath  earnest  in  it  of  far  spring  to  be. 
A  tawny  pirate  anchor'd  in  his  port, 
Whose  bark  had  pluuder'd  twenty  nameless  isles ; 
And  passing  one,  at  the  high  peep  of  dawn, 
He  saw  two  cities  in  a  thousand  boals 
All  fighdu^  for  a  woman  on  the  sea. 
And  pushing  his  black  craft  among  them  all, 
He  lightly  scatter'd  theirs  and  brought  her  off, 
Withlosa  of  half  his  people  arrow-slain; 
A  maid  so  smooth,  so  white,  so  wonderful. 
They  said  a  light  came  from  her  when  she  moved : 
And  since  the  pirate  would  not  j'ield  her  up. 
The  King  impaled  him  for  his  piracy ; 
Then  made  her  Queen :  but  those  isle-nurtur'd  eyes 
Waged  such  unwilling  tbo'  aueueasful  war 
On  alt  the  youth,  they  sicken'd ;  councils  thinn'd, 
And  armies  waned,  for  maenet^like  she  drew 
The  rustiest  iron  of  old  fighters'  hearts ; 
And  beasts  themselves  would  worship ;  camels  kpelt 
Unbidden,  and  the  brutes  of  mountcun  back 
That  carry  kings  in  castles,  bow'd  black  knees 


What  wonder,  being  jealous,  that  he  sent 

His  horns  of  proclamation  out  thro'  all 

The  hundred  under-kingdoms  that  he  sway'd 

To  find  a  wizard  who  ought  teach  the  King 

Some  charm,  which  being  wrought  upon  the  Queen 

Might  keep  her  all  his  own ;  to  such  a  one 

He  promised  more  than  ever  king  has  given, 
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A  league  of  mountain  full  of  golden  minea, 
A  province  with  a  hundred  mues  of  coast, 
A  palace  and  a  princess,  all  for  him : 
But  on  all  those  who  tried  and  fail'd,  the  Kiug 
Pronounced  a  dismal  aenteni^e,  meaning  by  it 
To  keep  the  list  low  and  pretenders  bact, 
Or  like  a  king,  not  to  be  trifled  with  — 
Their  heads  should  moulder  on  the  city  sates. 
And  many  tried  and  fail'd,  because  the  charm 
Of  nature  in  her  overbore  their  own : 
And  many  a  wizard  brow  bleach'd  on  the  walls; 
And  many  weeks  a  troop  of  carrion  crows 
Hung  like  a  oloud  above  the  gateway  towers.' 

And  Vivien  breaking  in  upon  him,  sMd : 
'  I  sit  and  gather  honey ;  yet,  methinks. 
Tour  tongue  has  tript  a  little;  ask  yourself. 
The  lady  never  made  ummUing  war 
With  those  fine  eyes :  she  had  her  pleasure  in  it. 
And  made  her  good  man  jealous  with  good  cause. 
And  lived  there  neither  dame  nor  damsel  then 
Wroth  at  a  lover's  loss  ?  were  all  as  tame, 
}  mean,  as  noble,  as  their  Queon  was  &ir? 
Mot  one  to  flirt  a  venom  at  her  eyes. 
Or  pinch  a  mnrderous  dust  into  her  drink, 
Or  make  her  paler  with  a  poison'd  rose  ? 
Well,  those  were  not  our  days  r  but  did  they  find 
A  wizard  ?     Tell  me,  was  ho  like  to  thee  ?  ' 

She  ceased,  and  made  her  lifhe  arm  round  hii 

Tighten,  and  then  drew  back,  and  let  her  eyes 
Speak  for  her,  glowing  on  him,  like  a  bride's 
On  her  new  lord,  her  own,  the  first  of  men. 

He  answer'd  laughing,  '  Nay,  not  like  to  me. 
At  last  they  found  —  his  foragers  for  charms  — 
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Read  but  one  book,  and  ever  reaiJing  grew 
So  grated  down  and  filed  away  with  thoi^ht, 
So  lean  his  eyes  were  monstrous ;  wbile  (be  skin 
Clung  but  to  crate  and  basket,  ribs  and  spine. 
And  anoe  be  kept  his  mind  on  one  sole  aim. 
Nor  ever  tflach'd  fierce  wine,  nor  tasted  flesh, 
Nor  own'd  a  sensual  wish,  to  him  tbe  wall 
That  sunders  ghosts  and  shadow-casting  men 
Became  a  crj'atal,  and  he  saw  them  tiiro'  it. 
And  henrd  their  voices  talk  behind  the  wall, 
And  learnt  their  elemental  secrets,  powers 
And  forces ;  often  o'er  the  sun's  bright  eye 
Drew  the  vast  eyelid  of  an  inky  cloud, 
And  lash'd  It  at  tbe  base  with  slanting  storm ; 
Or  in  the  noon  of  mist  and  driving  rain, 
When  the  lake  whiten'd  and  the  pmewood  roar'd. 
And  the  caim'd  mountain  was  a  shadow,  sunn'd 
Tlie  world  to  peace  again :  here  was  the  man. 
And  so  by  force  they  dragg'd  him  to  the  King. 
And  then  he  taught  the  Kmg  to  charm  the  Queen 
In  auch-wise.  that  no  man  could  see  her  more. 
Nor  saw  she  save  the  King,  who  wrought  the  charm. 
Coming  and  going,  and  she  lay  as  dead. 
And  lost  all  use  of  life :  but  when  the  King 
Made  proffer  of  the  league  of  golden  mines, 
The  province  with  a  hundred  miles  of  coast. 
The  palace  and  the  princess,  that  old  man 
Went  back  ia  bis  old  wild,  and  lived  on  grass. 
And  Tanish'd,  and  his  book  came  down  to  me.' 

And  Vivien  answer'd  smiling  saucily ; 
'  You  have  the  book :  the  charm  is  written  in  it : 
Good;  take  my  counsel;  let  me  know  it  at  once: 
For  keep  it  like  a  puzzle  chest  in  cheat, 
With'  each  chest  lock'd  and  padlock'd  thirty-fold, 
And  whelm  all  this  beneath  as  vast  a  mound 
As  after  furious  battle  turfs  the  slain 
On  some  wild  down  above  the  windy  deep, 
I  yet  should  strike  upon  a  sudden  means 
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To  dig,  pick,  open,  End  and  read  the  charm ; 
Then,  if  I  tried  it,  who  should  blame  me  then  ? 

And  smiling  as  a  Master  smiles  at  one 
That  is  not  of  his  school,  nor  any  school 
But  that  where  hlind  and  naked  Ignoranea 
Delivers  brawling  judgments,  unashamed, 
On  all  things  all  day  long ;  he  answer'd  her. 

'  You  read  the  book,  my  pretty  Vivien  I 
O  ay,  it  is  but  twenty  pf^es  long, 
But  every  page  having  an  ample  mawe. 
And  every  marge  enclosing  in  the  midst 
A  square  of  text  that  looks  a  little  blot. 
The  text  no  lai^r  than  the  limbs  of  fleas ; 
And  every  square  of  text  an  awful  charm, 
Writ  in  a  language  that  has  long  gone  by. 
So  long,  that  mount^s  have  arisen  since 
With  cities  on  their  flanks  — you  read  the  book 
And  every  margn  scribbled,  crost,  and  eramm'd 
With  comment,  densest  condensatjon,  hard 
To  mind  and  eye  ;  but  the  long  sleepless  nights 
Of  my  long  life  have  made  it  easy  to  me. 
And  none  can  read  the  text,  not  even  I ; 
And  none  can  read  the  comment  but  myself; 
And  in  the  comment  did  I  tind  the  charm. 
O,  the  results  are  simple ;  a  mere  child 
Migbt  use  it  to  the  harm  of  any  one, 
And  never  could  undo  it :  ask  no  more : 
For  tho'  yon  should  not  prove  it  upon  me, 
But  keep  that  oath  you  swore,  you  might,  perchance. 
Assay  it  on  some  one  of  the  Table  Round, 
And  all  because  you  dream  they  babble  of  yon.' 

And  Vivien,  frowning  in  true  anger,  s^dv 
'  What  dare  the  fuE-fed  liars  say  of  me  ? 
They  ride  abroad  redressing  human  wrongs  1 
They  at  with  knife  in  meat  and  wine  in  horn. 
They  bound  to  holy  vowa  of  chastity  I 
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Were  I  not  -woman,  I  could  tell  a  tale. 
But  yon  are  man,  you  weU  can  understand 
The  shame  that  cannot  be  explain  d  for  shama. 
Not  one  of  aU  the  drove  should  touch  me :  swine ! 

Then  answer'd  Merlin  careless  of  her  words. 
■  You  breathe  but  accusation  vast  and  vague, 
Spleen-born,  I  think,  and  proofless.     If  you  know. 
Sot  up  the  charge  you  know,  to  stand  or  fall  1 

And  Vivien  answer'd  frownmg  wrathfully. 
'  0  ay,  what  say  ye  to  Sir  Valence,  Inm 
Whose  kinsman  left  him  watober  o  er  his  wite 
And  two  fair  babes,  and  went  to  distant  lands ; 
Was  one  year  gone,  and  on  retuminc  ioand 
Not  two  but  three :  there  lay  the  reckling,  one 
But  one  hour  old !     What  said  the  bappysire  { 
A  seven  months'  babe  had  been  a  truer  gift. 
Those  twelve  sweet  moons  confused  his  fatherhood. 

Then  answer'd  Merlin,  '  Nay,  I  know  the  tale. 
Sir  Valence  wedded  with  an  outland  dajne : 
Some  cause  had  kept  him  sundered  from  his  wite : 
One  child  they  had :  it  lived  with  her :  she  died  -. 
Hia  kinsman  travelling  on  his  own  affair 
Was  charged  by  Valence  to  bnng  home  the  child. 
He  brought,  not  found  it  therefore :  take  the  truth. 

'  O  ay,'  said  Vivien,  '  overtrue  a  talc. 

What  say  ye  then  to  sweet  Sir  Sagramore, 

That  ardent  man  ?  ^'  to  pluck  the  flower  in  season ; 

So  says  the  SI        ■"'■        "  ' 

O  Master,_sh 

To  crop  his  o 

And  Merlin  answer'd  '  Overquick  are  you 
To  catch  a  lothly  plume  fall'n  from  the  vnng 
Of  that  foul  bird  of  rapine  whose  whole  prey 
1=  «.,.>,'=  ™i™l  name:  he  never  wrona'd  his  bnde. 
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I  know  the  tale.     An  angry  gnst  of  wind 
Puff'd  out  his  torch  among  the  myriad-room'd 
And  many-oorridor'd  complexities 
Of  Arthur's  palace :  then  he  found  a  door 
And  darkling  telt  the  sculptured  ornament 
That  wreathen  round  it  made  it  seem  his  own  ; 
And  wearied  out  made  for  the  touch  and  slept, 
A  stainless  man  beside  a  stwnless  maid ; 
And  either  slept,  nor  knew  of  other  there ; 
Till  the  high  dawn  piercing  the  royal  rose 
In  Arthur's  easement  climmer'd  chastely  down, 
Bluebing  upon  them  blushing,  and  at  once 
He  rose  without  a  word  and  parted  from  her : 
But  when  the  thing  was  blazed  about  the  court, 
The  brute  world  howling  forced  them  into  bonds, 
And  as  it  chanced  they  are  happy,  being  pure.' 

'  O  ay,'  SMd  Vivien, '  that  were  likely  too. 
What  say  ye  then  to  fair  Sir  Percjvale 
And  of  the  horrid  fbulness  that  he  wrought, 
The  siuntly  youth,  the  spotless  lamb  of  Christ, 
Or  some  black  wether  of  St.  Satan's  fold. 
What,  in  the  precincts  of  the  chapel-yard. 
Among  the  knightly  brasses  of  the  graves, 
And  by  the  cold  Hie  Jaceta  of  the  dead  1 ' 

And  Merlin  answer'd  careless  of  her  charge. 
'  A  sober  man  is  Percivale  and  pure  ; 
But  once  in  life  was  fluster'd  with  new  wine, 
Then  paced  for  coolness  in  the  chapel-yard; 
Where  one  of  Satan's  shepherdesses  caught 
And    meant    to    stamp    him   with    her    master's 

And  that  he  sinn'd,  is  not  believable ; 

For,  look  upon  his  face !  —  but  if  he  sinn'd. 

The  sin  that  practice  burns  into  the  blood. 

And  not  the  one  dark  hour  which  briugs  remorse, 

Will  brand  us,  afler,  of  whose  fold  we  be : 

Or  else  were  he,  the  holy  king,  whose  hymns 
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Are  chanted  in  the  minster,  worse  than  all. 

But  is  your  spleen  froth'd  out,  or  have  ye  more?' 

And  Vivien  anawer'd  frowning  yet  in  -wrath; 
'  0  ay  ;  what  say  ye  to  Sir  Lancelot,  friend  ? 
Traitor  or  true  ?  that  commerce  with  the  Queen, 
I  aak  yon,  is  it  elamour'd  by  the  thild. 
Or  whisper'd  in  the  comer  ?  do  you  know  it  f ' 

To  which  he  anawer'd  sadly,  '  Yea,  I  know  it 
Sir  Lancelot  went  ambassador,  at  first, 
To  fetch  her,  and  she  took  him  for  the  King; 
So  fist  her  fancy  on  him :  let  him  be. 
But  have  you  no  one  word  of  loyal  praise 
Foe  Arthur,  blameless  King  and  stamless  man  ?' 

She  anawer'd  with  a  low  and  chuckling  laugh ; 
'  Him '?  is  he  man  at  all,  who  knows  and  winks  ? 
Sees  what  his  fair  bride  is  and  does,  and  winics  ? 
By  which  the  good  king  means  to  blind  himself. 
And  blinds  himself  and  all  the  Table  Round 
To  all  the  foulness  that  they  work.     Myself 
Could  call  him  (were  it  not  for  womanhood) 
The  prettv,  popular  name  such  manhood  earns, 
Could  call  him  the  raain  cause  of  all  their  crime ; 
Yea,  were  he  not  crown'd  king,  coward,  and  tool' 

Then  Merlin  to  his  own  heart,  loathing,  said ; 
'  O  true  and  tender  !  0  my  liege  and  king  I 
C)  aelftess  man  and  stainle^  gentleman. 
Who  would'st  i^^nst  thine  own  eye-witness  fain 
Have  all  men  true  and  leal,  all  women  pure ; 
How,  in  the  mouths  of  base  interpreters. 
From  over-fineness  not  intelligible 
To  things  with  every  sense  as  false  and  foul 
As  the  poach'd  filth  that  floods  the  middle  street, 
la  thy  whit«  blamelessness  accounted  blame  ! ' 

But  Vivien  deeming  Merlin  overborne 
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By  instancG,  recommenced-,  and  lot  her  tongue 
Rage  like  a,  fire  among  tlie  noblest  namea, 
Poilaljng,  and  imputing  her  whole  self, 
Defaming  and  defacing,  till  she  left 
Not  even  Lancelot  brave,  nor  Galahad  clean. 

Her  words  bad  issue  other  than  she  will'd. 
He  dragg'd  his  eyebrow  bushes  down,  and  made 
A  snowy  penthouse  for  hia  hollow  eyes, 
And  mutter'd  in  himself, '  tell  her  the  chann  I 
So,  if  she  had  it,  would  she  rail  on  me 
To  snare  the  next,  and  if  she  have  ic  not, 
So  will  she  rail.    What  did  the  wanton  say  ? 
"  Not  mount  as  high ; "  we  scarce  can  sink  as  low 
For  men  at  most  differ  as  Heaven  and  eartii. 
But  women,  worst  and  best,  as  Heaven  and  Hell. 
I  know  the  Table  Romid,  my  friends  of  old; 
All  brave,  and  many  genei-ous,  and  some  chaste. 
I  think  she  eloaks  the  wounds  of  loss  with  lies; 
I  do  believe  she  tempted  them  and  fail'd. 
She  is  so  bitter :  for  fine  plots  may  fail, 
Tho'  harlots  paint  their  talk  as  well  as  face 
With  colours  of  the  heart  that  are  not  (heirs. 
I  wiU  not  let  her  know  :  nine  tithes  of  times 

Face-flatterers  and  backbiters  are  the  same. 
And  they,  sweet  soul,  that  most  impute  a  erime 
Are  pronest  to  it,  and  impute  themselves, 
Wanting  the  mental  range ;  or  low  desire 
Not  to  feel  lowest  makes  them  level  all ; 
Yea,  they  would  pare  the  mountain  to  the  plain, 
To  leave  an  equal  baseness ;  and  in  this 
Are  harlols  like  the  crowd,  that  if  they  find 
Some  st^n  or  blemish  in  a  name  of  note, 
Not  grieving  thai  their  greatest  are  so  small, 
Inflate  themselves  with  some  insane  delight, 
And  judge  all  nature  from  her  feet  of  clay, 
Without  the  will  to  lift  their  eyes,  and  see 
Her  godlike  head  crown'd  with  spiritual  fire. 
And  touuhing  other  words.     I  am  weary  of  her. 
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He  apoke  in  words  part  heard,  in  whiapcis  part, 
Half-suffocaled  in  Ae  noary  fell 
And  many-winter'd  fleece  of  throat  and  chin. 
But  Vivien,  gathering  somewhat  of  his  mood. 
And  hearins  '  harlot '  mnWer'd  twice  or  thrice, 
Leapt  from  her  seaaion  on  his  lap,  and  stood 
Stiff  as  a  viper  frozen ;  loathsome  aght. 
How  from  the  rosy  lips  of  life  and  love, 
Flash'd  the  bare-grinning  slieleton  of  death  I 
White   was   her  cheek;   sharp   breaths   of  anger 

purd 
Her  feiry  nostril  out ;  her  hand  half-clench'd 
Went  faltering  Ndeways  downward  to  her  belt, 
And  feeling;  had  she  foimd  a  dagger  there 
(For  in  a  wink  the  false  love  turns  to  hate) 
She  would  have  stabb'd  him;  bnt  she  found  it  not: 
His  eye  was  calm,  and  suddenly  she  took 
To  hitter  weeping  like  a  beaten  child, 
A  long.  Ions  weeping,  not  eongolable. 
Then  her  Mse  voice  made  way  broken  with  aoba. 

'  O  crueller  than  was  ever  told  in  tale. 
Or  sung  in  song  I     O  vainly  lavish'd  love  I 

0  cruel,  there  was  nothing  wild  or  strange, 
Or  seeming  shameful,  for  what  shame  in  love. 
So  love  be  true,  and  not  as  yonrs  ia  —  nothing 
Poor  Vivien  had  not  done  to  win  his  trust 

Who  call'd  her  what  he  call'd  her  —  all  her  crime, 
A.l  —  all  —  the  wish  to  prove  him  wholly  hers.' 

She  mused  a  little,  and  then  ciapt  her  hands 
Together  with  a  wailing  ahriek,  and  said : 
'  '.abb'd  through  the  heart's  affections  to  the  heart! 
Seeth'd  like  the  kid  in  its  own  mother's  milk ! 
Kill'd  with  a  word  worae  than  a  life  of  blffws! 

1  thought  that  he  was  gentle,  being  great; 
O  God,  that  I  had  loved  a  smaller  man  1 

t  should  have  found  in  him  a  greater  heart. 
0, 1,  that  flattering  my  true  passion,  saw 
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The  knights,  the  court,  the  king,  dark  in  your  light, 

Who  loved  to  make  men  darker  than  they  are, 

Because  of  that  high  pleasure  whioh  I  had 

To  seat  you  sole  upon  my  pedestal 

Of  worship —  I  am  answer'd,  and  henceforth 

The  course  of  life  that  aeem'd  ao  flowery  to  me 

With  you  for  guide  and  master,  only  you, 

Becomes  the  sea-clifF  pathway  broken  short, 

Andending  in  a  ruin  —  nothing  left, 

But  into  some  low  t;ave  to  crawl,  and  there. 

If  the  wolf  spare  me,  weep  my  life  away, 

Kill'd  with  inutterable  unkindliness.' 

She  paused,  she  turn'd  away,  she  hong  her  head, 
The  snake  of  jtold  slid  from  her  hswr,  the  bnud 
Slipt  and  uncoil'd  itself,  she  wept  afresh. 
And  the  dark  wood  grew  darker  toward  the  storm 
In  silence,  while  his  anger  slowly  died 
Within  him,  till  he  let  his  wisdom  go 
For  ease  of  heart,  and  half  believed  her  true; 
Call'd  her  to  shelter  in  the  hoUow  oak, 
'  Come  from  the  storm,'  and  having  no  reply. 
Gazed  at  the  heaving  shoulder,  and  the  face 
Hand-hidden,  as  for  utmost  grief  or  shame ; 
Then  thrice  essay'd,  by  tenderest-toucliing  terms 
To  sleek  her  ruffled  peace  of  mind,  in  vain. 
At  last  she  let  herself  be  conquer'd  by  him. 
And  as  the  oageling  newly  flown  returns, 
The  seeming-injured  simple-hearted  thing 
Came  to  her  old  perch  back,  and  settled  there. 
There  while  she  sat,  half-fallian;  from  his  knees, 
Half-nestled  at  his  heart,  and  amce  he  saw 
The  slow  tear  creep  from  her  closed  eyelid  yet, 
About  her,  more  in  kindness  than  in  love. 
The  gentle  wizard  cast  a  shielding  arm. 
But  she  dislink'd  herself  at  once  and  rose, 
Her  arms  upon  her  breast  across,  and  stood 
A  virtuous  gentlewoman  deeply  wrong'd, 
Upright  and  flush'd  before  hnn :  then  she  said : 
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'  There  must  lie  now  no  passages  of  love 
Belivixt  us  twain  henceforward  evermore. 
BiDoe,  if  I  be  what  I  am  griMsIy  eaU'cl, 
What  should   be  granted  which  your   own   gross 

Would  reckon  worth  the  taMag?    I  will  go. 
Jn  truth,  but  one  thing  now —  better  have  died 
Thrice  tLan  have  aek'd  it  once— could  make  me 

'J'bad  proof  of  trust  —  so  often  asfd  in  vain! 
How  justly,  after  that  vile  term  of  yours, 
1  find  with  grief!    1  might  believe  you  then, 
Who  knows?  once  more.    O,  what  was  once  to  me 
Mere  matter  of  the  faney,  now  has  grown 
The  vast  necessity  of  heart  and  life. 
Farewell ;  think  kindlj;  of  me,  for  I  fear 
My  fate  or  fault,  omitting  gayer  youth 
For  one  so  old,  must  be  to  love  you  still. 
But  ere  I  leave  you  let  me  swear  once  more 
That  if  I  schemed  against  your  peace  in  this. 
May  yon  just  heaven,  that  darkens  o'er  me,  send 
One  Qash,  that,  missing  all  things  else,  may  make 
My  scheming  brain  a  cinder,  if  I  lie.' 

Scarce  had  she  ceased,  when  out  of  heaven  a 
holt 
(For  now  the  storm  was  close  above  them)  struck. 
Furrowing  a  giant  oak,  and  javelining 
With  darted  spikes  and  splinters  of  the  wood 
The  dark  earth  round.     He  raised   his   eyes  and 

The  tree  that  shone  white-listed  thro'  the  gloom. 

But  Vivien,  fearing  heaven  had  heard  her  oath, 

And  dazzled  by  the  livid-flickering  ibrk, 

And  deafen'd  with  the  stammering  cracks  and  claps 

That  foilow'd,  flying  back  and  crying  out, 

'  0  Merlin,  tho'  you  do  not  love  me,  save,  _ 

Yet  save  roe ! '  clung  to  him  and  hugg'd  him  close ; 

And  call'd  him  dear  protector  in  her  fright, 
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Nor  yet  forgot  her  prautice  in  her  fright, 

But  wrought  upon  his  mood  and  lmgg*d  him  close. 

The  pale  tlood  of  the  wizard  at  her  touch 

Toot  gayer  colours,  like  an  opal  wann'd. 

She  hlamed  herself  for  telling  hearsay  tales : 

She  shook  from  fear,  and  for  her  fault  she  wept 

Of  petulaney  ;  she  call'd  him  lord  and  liege, 

Her  seer,  her  bard,  her  silver  star  of  eve, 

Her  God,  her  Merlin,  the  one  passionate  love 

Of  her  whole  life ;  and  ever  overhead 

Bellow'd  the  tempest,  and  the  rotten  branch 

Snapt  in  the  rushing  of  the  river-rain 

Above  them ;  and  in  change  of  glare  and  gloomi 

Her  eyes  and  neck  glittering  went  and  eamef 

Till  now  the  storm,  its  burst  of  passion  spent, 

Moaning  and  calling  out  of  other  lands. 

Had  left  the  rav^ed  woodland  yet  once  more 

To  peace;  and  what  should  not  have  been  had 

For  Merlin,  overtalk'd  and  overworn. 

Had  yielded,  told  her  ail  the  charm,  and  slept. 

Then,  in  one  moment,  she  put  forth  Ibe  charm 
Of  woven  paces  and  of  waving  hands, 

And  in  the  hollow  oak  he  lay  as  dead, 
And  lost  to  life  and  use  and  name  and  fame- 
Then  crying  'I  have  made  his  glory  mine,' 
And  shrieking  out '  O  fool,'  tbe  harlot  leapt 
AdowD  the  forest  and  the  thicket  closed 
Behind  her,  and  the  forest  echo'd  '  fool.' 
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Elaine  the  fair,  Elaine  the  loveable, 

Elaine  the  lily  maid  of  AaMlat, 

High  m  her  chamber  up  a  tower  to  the  east 

Uuarded  the  saered  shield  of  Lancelot; 

Which  fii^t  she  placed  where  mornina's  «arlie3t  ray 

Might  strike  It,  and  awake  her  with  the  gleam  ■ 

Ihen  feanng  rust  or  soilure  fashion'd  for  it 

A  oase  of  silk,  and  braided  thereupon 

All  the  devices  blazon'd  on  the  shield 

.  u    f  *'""  ''"*'*'  ^^  added,  of  her  wit, 

A  border  fantasy  of  branch  and  flower, 

And  yellow-throated  nestling  in  the  nest. 

Nor  rested  thus  content,  but  day  by  day 

Leaving  her  household  and  good  falher  climb'd 

ihat  ea^ern  tower,  and  entering  barr'd  her  door, 

Stript  off  the  case,  and  read  the  naked  shield, 

Mow  guess'd  a  hidden  meaning  in  his  arms 

Now  made  a  pretty  history  toTierself 

01  every  dint  a  aword  had  beaten  in  it, 

And  every  scratch  a  lance  had  made  upon  it, 

e^njectunng  when  and  where :  this  cut  is  fresh ; 

Ihat  ten  years  back ;  this  dealt  him  at  Caerlvle ; 

ibat  at  Caerfeon;  this  at  Camelot: 

And  ah  God's  mercy  what  a  stroke  was  there ! 

And  here  a  thrust  that  might  have  kill'd,  but  God 

Broke  the  strong  lance,  and  roll'd  his  enemy  down, 

And  saved  him :  so  she  lived  in  fantasy. 

How  came  the  lily  maid  by  that  good  shield 
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Of  Lancelot,  she  that  knew  not  ev'n  his  name  ? 
He  left  it  with  hur,  when  lie  rode  to  tilt 
For  the  great  diamond  in  lie  diamond  jousts. 
Which  Arthur  had  ordfun'd,  and  by  that  name 
Had  named  them,  since  a  diamond  was  the  prize. 

For  Arthur  iihen  none  knew  &om  whence  he 

Long  ere  the  people  chose  him  for  their  kiog, 
Roving  the  trackless  realms  of  Lyonnesse, 
Had  found  a  glen,  gray  boulder  and  black  tarn. 
A  horror  lived  about  tbe  tarn,  and  clave 
Like  its  own  mists  to  all  the  mountain  side  : 
For  here  two  brothers,  one  a  king,  had  met 
And  foun;ht  together ;  but  their  names  were  lost. 
And  each  had  sl^n  his  brother  at  a  blow, 
And  doim  they  fell  and  made  the  ^len  abhorr'd  : 
And  there  they  lay  till    ali    their   bones  were 

hleach'd. 
And  liuhen'd  into  colour  with  the  cri^s : 
And  one  of  these,  the  king,  had  on  a  crown 
Of  diamonds,  one  in  front,  and  four  aside. 
And  Arthur  came,  and  labouring  up  the  pass 
All  in  a  misty  moooahine,  unawares 
Had  trodden  that  crowu'd  skeleton,  and  the  skull 
Brake  from  the  nape,  and  from  the  skull  the  crown 
RolI'd  into  light,  and  turning  on  its  rims 
Fled  like  a  glittering  rivulet  to  the  tarn ; 
And   down   the   sinngly   scaur   he    plunged,   and 

caught, 
And  set  it  on  his  head,  and  in  his  heart 
Heard  murmurs  '  lo,  thou  likewise  shalt  be  king.' 

Therealter,  when  a  king,  he  had  the  gems 
Pluck'd  from  the  crown,  and  show'd  them  to  his 

Saying  'these  jewels,  whereupon  I  chanced 
IKvinely,  are  die  kingdom's  not  the  king's  — 
For  public  use:  henceforward  let  there  be. 


rii,y  Google 


Once  every  year,  a  joust  for  one  of  these : 

For  so  by  nine  years'  proof  we  needs  must  leara 

Which  is  our  mightiest,  and  ourselves  shall  grow 

In  use  of  arms  and  manhood,  till  we  drive 

The  Heatben,  who,  some  say,  shall  rule  the  land 

Hereafter,  which  God  hinder.'     Thus  he  spoke  ; 

And  eight  years  past,  eight  jousts  had  been,  and 

still 
Had  Lancelot  won  the  diamond  of  the  year. 
With  purpose  to  present  them  to  the  Queen, 
When  all  were  won ;  but  meaning  all  at  once 
To  snare  her  royal  fancy  with  a.  boon 
Worth  half  her  realm,  had  never  spoken  word. 

Now  for  the  central  diamond  and  the  last 
And  largest,  Arthur,  holding  then  his  court 
Hard  on  the  river  nigh  the  place  which  now 
Is  this  worid's  hugest,  let  proclaim  a  joust 
At  Camelot,  and  when  the  time  drew  nigh 
Spake  (for  she  had  been  sick)  to  Guinevere 
'  Are  you  so  sick,  my  Queen,  you  cannot  move 
To  these  fair  jousts  ? '    '  Yea,  lord,'  she  said, '  ymi 

'  Then  will  you  miss,'  he  anawer'd, '  the  great  deeds 
Of  Lancelot,  and  his  prowess  in  the  lists, 
A  sight  you  love  to  look  on.'     And  the  Queen 
Lifted  her  eyes,  and  they  dwelt  languidly 
On  Lancelot,  where  he  stood  beside  the  King. 
He  thinking  that  he  read  her  meaning  there, 
'  Stay  with  me,  I  am  sick ;  my  love  is  more 
Than  many  diamonds,'  yielded,  and  a  heart, 
Love-loyal  to  the  least  wish  of  the  Queen 

gowever  much  he  yearn'd  to  make  complete 
e  tale  of  diamonds  for  his  destined  boon) 
Uiged  him  to  speak  against  the  truth,  and  say, 
■  Sir  King,  mine  ancient  wound  is  hardly  whole, 
And  lets  me  irom  the  saddle  ; '  and  the  King 
Glanced  first  at  him,  then  har,  and  went  his  way. 
"So  sooner  gone  than  suddenly  she  began. 
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'  To  blame,  my  lord  Sir  Lancelot,  much  to  blame. 
Why  go  you  not  to  these  fair  jousts  ?  tbe  knights 
Are  half  of  them  our  enemies,  and  the  crowd 
Will  murmur,  lo  the  shameless  ones,  who  take 
Their  pastime  now  the  trustfu!  king  is  gone  1 ' 
Then  Lancelot  vest  at  having  lied  in  vain  : 
'  Are  you  so  wise  ?  you  were  not  once  bo  wise, 
My  Queen,  that  summer,  when  you  loved  me  first. 
Then  of  the  crowd  you  took  no  more  account 
Than  of  the  myriad  cricket  of  the  mead, 
When  its  own  voice  clings  to  each  blade  of  grass, 
And  every  voice  is  nothing.     As  to  knights. 
Them  surely  can  I  silence  with  all  ease- 
But  now  toy  loyal  worship  is  allow'd 
Of  all  men ;  many  a  bard,  without  offence, 
Has  iink'd  our  names  together  in  his  lay, 
Lancelot,  the  flower  of  brayery,  Guinevere, 
The  pearl  of  beauty :  and  our  knights  at  feast 
Have  pledged  us  in  this  union,  whUe  the  king 
Would  hst«n  smiling.     How  then  ?  is  there  more  ? 
Has  Arthur  spoken  aught  ?  or  would  yourself, 
How  weary  of  my  service  and  devoir. 
Henceforth  be  truer  to  your  faultless  lord?* 

She  broke  into  a  little  scornful  laugh. 
'Arthur,  my  lord,  Arthur,  the  faultless  King, 
That  passionate  perfection,  my  good  lord  — 
But  who  can  gaze  upon  the  Sun  in  heaven  ? 
He  never  spake  word  of  reproach  to  me. 
He  never  had  a  glimpse  of  mine  untruth. 
He  cares  not  for  me :  only  here  to-day 
There  gleam'd  a  vague  suspicion  in  his  eyes: 
Some  meddling  rogue  has  tamper'd  with  bim  —  else 
Bapt  in  this  fancy  of  his  Table  Bound, 
And  swearing  men  to  vows  impossible. 
To  make  them  like  himself:  but,  friend,  to  me 
He  is  all  fault  who  hath  no  fault  at  all : 
For  who  loves  me  must  have  a  touch  of  earth ; 
The  low  sun  makes  the  colour :  I  am  yours, 
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Not  Arthur's,  as  you  know,  save  hy  tbe  bond. 
And  therefore  hear  my  words  ;  go  to  the  jousts : 
The  tiny-trunipeting  gnat  can  break  our  dream 
When  sweetest;  and  the  vermiu  Yoicea  here 
May  buzz  eo  loud — we  acorn  them,  but  they  sting.' 

Then  answer'd  Lancelot,  the  chief  of  knights. 
'  And  with  what  face,  after  my  pretext  made, 
Shall  I  appear,  0  Queen,  at  Camelot,  I 
Before  a  king  who  honours  his  own  word. 
As  if  It  were  his  God's?' 

'Yea,'  said  the  Queen, 
'  A  moral  child  without  the  craft  to  rule, 
Else  had  he  not  lost  me :  but  listen  to  me, 
If  I  must  find  you  wit :  we  hear  it  said 
That  men  go  doivn  before  your  spear  at  a  touch 
But  knowing  you  are  Lancelot ;  your  great  name. 
This  conquers ;  hide  it  therefore ;  go  unknown  : 
Win !  by  this  kiss  you  wilt :  and  our  true  king 
Will  then  allow  your  pretext,  0  my  knight, 
As  all  for  glory ;  for  to  speak  him  true. 
Ton  know  right  well,  how  meek  soe'er  he  seem, 
No  keener  hunter  afier  glory  breathes. 
He  loves  it  in  his  knights  more  than  himself; 
They  prove  to  him  his  work;  win  and  return.' 

Then  got  Sir  Lancelot  suddenly  to  horse. 
Wroth  at  himself:  not  willing  to  be  known. 
He  lefl:  the  barren-beaten  thoroughfare. 
Chose  the  green  path  that  show'd  the  rarer  foot, 
And  there  among  the  solitary  downs. 
Full  often  lost  in  fancy,  lost  his  way; 
Till  as  he  traced  a  faintly-ahadow'd  track. 
That  all  in  loops  and  hnks  among  the  dales 
Eaa  to  the  Castle  of  Astolat,  he  saw 
Fired  from  the  west,  far  on  a  hill,  the  towera. 
Thither  he  made  and  wound  tbe  gateway  horn. 
Then  came  an  old,  dumb,  myriad- wrinkled  man, 
Who  let  him  into  lodging  and  disarm'd. 
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And  Lancelot  marvell'd  at  the  wordless  man ; 

And  issuing  found  the  Lord  of  Astolat. 

With  two  strong  sons.  Sir  Torre  and  Sir  Laviune, 

Moving  to  meet  him  in  the  castle  court ; 

And  close  behind  them  atept  the  lily  maid 

Elaine,  his  daughter :  mother  of  the  house 

There  was  not :  srane  tight  jest  among  them  rose 

With  laughter  dying  down  as  the  great  knight 

Approach'd  them  r  then  the  Lord  of  Aatolat. 

'  Whence   comest  thou,   my  guest,  and   by  what 

Liveat  between  the  lips  V  for  by  thy  slate 
And  presence  I  might  guess  thee  chief  of  those. 
After  the  king,  who  eat  in  Arthur's  halls. 
Him  have  I  seen  :  the  rest,  his  Table  Round, 
Known  as  they  are,  to  me  they  are  unknown.' 

Then  answer'd  Lancelot,  the  chief  of  knights. 
Known  am  I,  and  of  Arthur's  hall,  and  known, 
What   I   by  mere   mischance   have   brought,   my 

shield. 
But  since  I  go  to  joust  as  one  unknown 
At  Camelot  for  the  diamond,  ask  me  not. 
Hereafter  you  shall  know  me  —  and  the  shield  — 
I  pray  you  lend  me  one,  if  such  you  have. 
Blank,  or  at  least  with  some  device  not  mine.' 

Then  said  the  Lord  of  Astolat, '  Here  is  Torre's ; 
Hurt  in  hie  first  tilt  was  my  son,  Sir  Toj-re. 
And  so,  God  wot,  his  shield  is  blank  enough. 
His  you  can  have.'     Then  added  plam  Sir  Torre, 
'  Yea  since  I  cannot  use  it,  you  may  have  it.' 
Here  laugh'd  the  father  saying  '  Fie,  Sir  Churl, 
Is  that  an  answer  for  a  noble  knight? 
Allow  him :  but  Lavaine,  my  younger  here, 
He  is  so  full  of  lustihood,  he  will  ride 
Joust  for  it,  and  win,  and  bring  it  in  an  hour 
And  set  it  in  this  damsel's  golden  hair, 
To  make  her  thrice  as  williil  as  before.' 
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'  Nay,  father,  nay^ood  father,  ahame  me  not 
Before  this  nobie  knight'  s^d  young  Lavaine 
'  For  nothing.     Surely  I  bnt  piafd  on  Torre : 
He  aeem'd  so  suDen,  vext  he  could  not  go : 
A  jest,  no  more :  for,  knight,  the  maiden  dreamt 
That  some  one  put  this  diamond  in  her  hand, 
And  that  it  was  too  slippery  to  be  hold. 
And  slipt  and  fell  into  some  pool  or  stream, 
The  castle-weli,  belike  ;  and  then  I  said 
That  if  I  vfent  and  if  I  fought  and  won  it 

Sat  all  was  jest  and  joke  among  ourselves) 
en  must  she  keep  it  safelier.     All  was  jest 
But  father  give  me  leave,  and  if  he  will, 
To  ride  to  Camelot  with  this  noble  knight ; 
Win  shall  I  not,  but  do  ray  beat  to  win  : 
Young  as  I  am,  yet  would  I  do  my  best.' 

'  So  you  vrill  grace  me,'  anawer'd  Lancelot, 
Smiling  a  moment,  '  with  y^ur  feUowship 
O'er  these  waste  downs  whereon  I  lost  myself, 
Then  were  I  glad  of  you  as  guide  and  friend ; 
And  you  shall  win  this  diamond  —  as  I  hear. 
It  is  a  fair  lat^e  diamond,  —  if  you  may, 
And  yield  it  Co  this  maiden,  if  you  will.' 
'  A  Mr  large  diamond,'  added  plain  Sir  Torre, 
'  Such  be  for  Queens  and  not  for  simple  maids.' 
Then  she,  who  held  her  eyes  upon  the  ground, 
Elaine,  and  heard  her  name  so  tost  about, 
riush'd  slightly  at  the  slight  disparagement 
Before  the  stranger  knight,  who,  looking  at  her, 
Full  courtly,  yet  not  falsely,  thus  return'd. 
'  If  what  13  fwr  be  but  for  what  is  fair, 
And  only  Queens  are  to  be  counted  so, 
Kash  were  my  judgment  then,  who  deem  this  maid 
Might  wear  as  fair  a  jewel  as  is  on  earth. 
Not  violating  the  bond  of  like  to  like,' 

He  spoke  and  ceased  :  the  lily  mcud  Elaine, 
Wan  by  the  mellow  voice  before  she  look'd, 
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Lifted  her  eyes,  and  read  his  lineaments. 

The  great  and  guilty  love  he  bare  the  Queen, 

In  battle  with  the  love  he  bare  his  lord, 

Had  marr'd  his  fece,  and  mart'd  it  ere  hia  time. 

Another  sinning  on  such  heights  with  one, 

The  flower  of  dl  the  west  and  all  the  world, 

Had  been  the  sleeker  for  it :  but  in  him 

His  mood  was  often  like  a  fiend,  and  roae 

And  drove  him  into  wasles  and  solitudea 

For  a^Dny,  who  was  yet  a  hving  soul. 

Marr'd  as  he  was,  he  seem'd  the  goodliest  man. 

That  ever  among  ladies  ate  in  Hall, 

And  noblest,  when  she  lifted  up  her  eyes. 

However  marr'd,  of  more  than  twice  her  yeari, 

Seam'd  with  an  ancient  sworduut  on  the  cheek, 

And  bruised  and  bronzed,  she  lifted  up  her  eyea 

And  loved  him,  with  that  love  which  was  her  doom 

Then  the  great  knight,  the  darling  of  the  court. 
Loved  of  the  loveliest,  into  that  rude  hall 
Slept  with  all  grace,  and  not  with  half  disdain 
Hid  under  grace,  as  in  a  smaller  time. 
But  kindly  man  moving  among  his  kind ; 
Whom  they  with  meats  and  vintage  of  their  bast 
And  talk  and  minstrel  melody  entertain'd. 
And  much  they  ask'd  of  court  and  Table  Round, 
And  ever  well  and  readily  answer'd  he : 
But  Lancelot,  when  they  glanced  at  Guinevere, 
Suddenly  speaking  of  the  wordless  man. 
Heard  from  the  Baron  that,  ten  years  before. 
The  heathen  caught  and  reft  him  of  his  tongue. 
'  He  learnt  and  warn'd  me  of  their  fierce  design 
Against    my   house,   and    him    they   caught   and 

But  I  my  sons  and  little  daughter  fled 

From  bonds  or  death,  and  dwelt  among  the  woods 

By  the  great  river  in  a  boatman's  hut. 

Dull  days  were  those,  till  our  good  Arthur  broke 

The  Pagan  yet  once  more  on  Badon  hill.' 
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'  O  there,  great  Lord,  doubtless,'  Lavaine  said, 

By  all  the  sweet  and  sudden  paaaion  of  youth 

Toward  greatness  in  its  elder,  '  yoa  have  fought. 

0  tell  us;  for  we  live  apart,  you  know 

Of  Arthur's  glorious  ware.'     And  Lancelot  spoke 

And  answer'd  him  at  full,  as  having  been 

With  Arthur  in  the  fight  which  all  day  long 

Rang  by  the  white  mouth  of  the  violent  Glem  j 

And  io  the  four  wild  battles  by  the  shore 

Of  Duglaa ;  that  on  Bassa ;  then  the  war 

That  thunder'd  in  and  out  the  gloomy  skirts 

Of  Celidon  the  forest ;  and  again 

By  caatle  Gurnion  where  the  glorious  King 

Itad  on  his  cuirass  worn  our  Lady's  Head, 

Carved  of  one  emerdd,  eenl^/d  m  a  sun 

Of  silver  rays,  thW  light«ii'd  as  he  breathed  ; 

And  at  Caerleon  had  he  help'd  his  lord, 

When  the  strong  neighings  of  the  wild  white  Horse 

Set  everj-  gilded  parapet  shuddering ; 

And  up  in  Agned  Cathregonion  loo, 

And  down  the  waste  sand-shores  of  Trath  Treroit, 

Where  many  a  heathen  fell :  '  and  on  the  mount 

Of  Badon  Imyself  beheld  the  King 

Chaise  at  the  head  of  all  his  Table  Round, 

And  all  his  legions  crying  Christ  and  him, 

And  break  them ;  and  I  saw  him,  after,  stand 

High  on  a  heap  of  slain,  from  spur  to  plume 

Red  as  the  rising  sun  with  heathen  blood. 

And  seeing  me,  with  a  great  voice  he  cried 

"  They  are  broken,  they  are  broken  "  for  the  Kin", 

However  mild  he  seems  at  home,  nor  cares  " 

For  triumph  in  our  mimic  wars,  the  jousts  — 

For  if  his  own  knight  cast  him  down,  he  laughs 

Saying,  his  knights  are  better  men  than  he  — 

Yet  in  this  heathen  war  the  fire  of  God 

Fills  him :  I  never  saw  his  like :  there  lives 

No  greater  leader.' 

While  he  utter'd  this. 
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Low  to  her  own  heart  said  the  lily  mai<I 

'  Saye  your  great  self,  fair  lord ; '  and  when  ha  fell 

Prom  talk  of  war  to  traits  of  pleasantry  — 

Being  mirthfnl  he  but  in  a  stately  kind  — 

She  still  took  note  that  when  the  livins;  smile 

Died  from  hia  lips,  across  him  came  a  cloud 

Of  melancholy  severe,  from  which  again, 

Whenever  in  her  hovering  1«  and  fro 

The  lily  maid  had  striven  to  make  him  cheer. 

There  brake  a  sudden-beaming  tenderness 

Of  manners  and  of  nature :  and  she  thought 

That  all  was  nature,  all,  perchance,  for  her. 

And  all  night  long  his  face  before  her  lived. 

As  when  a  painter,  poring  on  a  face, 

Divinely  thro'  all  hindrance  finds  the  man 

Behind  it,  and  so  paints  him  that  his  face, 

The  shape  and  colour  of  a  mind  and  life, 

Lives  for  his  children,  ever  at  its  best 

And  fullest;  so  the  face  before  her  lived. 

Dark-splendid,  speaking  in  the  silence,  full 

Of  noble  things,  and  held  her  from  her  sleep. 

Till  rathe  she  rose,  half-cheated  in  the  thought 

She  needs  must  bid  farewell  to  sweet  Lavame. 

rirat  as  in  fear,  step  after  step,  she  stole 

Down  the  long  tower-staira,  hesitating ; 

Anon,  she  heard  Sir  Lancelot  crjf  in  the  court, 

'  This  shield,  my  friend,  where  is  it? '  and  Lavmne 

Past  inward,  as  she  came  from  out  the  tower. 

There  to  his  proud  horse   Lancelot   turn'd,   and 

amooth'd 
The  glossy  shoulder,  bamming  to  himself 
Half-envious  of  the  flattering  hand,  she  drew 
Nearer  and  stood.     He  look'd,  and  more  amazed 
Than  if  seven  men  bad  set  upon  him,  saw 
The  maiden  standing  in  the  dewy  light. 
He  had  not  dream'd  she  was  so  beautiful. 
Then  came  on  him  a  sort  of  sacred  fear, 
For  silent,  tho'  he  greeted  her,  she  stood 
BMrt  on  his  feoe  as  if  it  were  a  God's. 
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Suddenly  fiasb'J  on  ier  a  wild  deaire, 

That  lie  should  wear  her  favour  at  the  tUt 

She  braved  a  rioious  heart  in  asking  for  it. 

'  Fair  lord,  -whose  name  I  know  not  —  noble  it  is, 

1  well  believe,  the  noblest—  will  jou  wear 

My  favour  at  this  tourney  ? '    '  Nay,'  said  he, 

'  Fair  lady,  since  I  never  yet  have  worn 

Favour  01  any  lady  in  the  lists. 

Such  is  my  wont,  as  those,  who  know  me,  know.' 

'  Yea,  so,'  she  answer'd ;  '  then  in  wearing  mine 

Needs  must  be  lesser  likelihood,  noble  lord, 

That  those  who  know  should  know  yon.'     And  he 

turn'd 
Her  counsel  up  and  down  within  his  mind. 
And  found  it  true,  and  answer'd,  •  true,  my  child. 
WuH,  I  will  wear  it :  fetch  it  out  to  me : 
What  is  it  ? '  and  she  told  him  '  a  red  sleeve 
Broider'd   with  pearls,'   and  brought  it:   then  he 

bound 
Her  token  on  his  helmet,  with  a  smile 
Sayinn;,  '  I  never  yet  have  done  so  much 
For  any  maden  living,'  and  the  blood 
8pi-ang  tfl  her  face  and  fiH'd  her  with  delight ; 
But  left  her  all  the  paler,  when  IjavaJne_ 
Eeturning  brought  tbe  yet-unblazon'd  shield, 
His  brother's ;  which  he  gave  lo  Lancelot, 
Who  parted  with  his  own  to  fair  Elaine ; 
'  Do  nie  this  grace,  my  child,  to  have  my  sliield 
In  keeping  till  I  come.'     '  A  grace  to  me,' 
She  answer'd, '  twice  to-day.     1  am  your  Squire.' 
Whereat  Lavaine  Sdj<l,  laughing, '  Lily  luEud, 
For  fear  our  people  call  you  lily  maid 
In  earnest,  let  me  bring  your  colour  back  ; 
Once,  twice,  and  thrice :    now  get  you  hence  to 

bed;' 
So  kisa'd  her,  and  Sir  Lancelot  his  own  baud. 
And  thus  they  moved  away :  she  stay'd  a  minute. 
Then  made  a  sudden  step  to  the  gate,  and  there  — 
Her  bright  hiur  blown  about  the  serious  face 
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Yet  rosy-kindled  with  her  brother's  kisa  — 
Paused  in  the  "ateway,  standing  by  the  shield 
In  ailenee,  while  she  watch'd  their  arms  far-off 
Sparkle,  until  they  dipt  below  the  downs. 
Then  to  her  tower  she  climb'd,  and  took  the  shield, 
There  kept  it,  and  so  lived  in  fantasy. 

Meanwhile  the  new  companions  p^  away 
Far  o'er  the  long  backs  of  the  bushless  downs, 
To  where  Sir  Lancelot  knew  there  lived  a  knight 
Not  far  from  Camelot,  now  for  forty  years 
A  hermit,  who  had  pray'd,  labour'd  and  pray'd 
And  ever  labouring  had  scoop'd  himself 
In  the  white  rock  a  chapel  and  a  hall 
On  massive  columns,  like  a  ahorecliff  cave. 
And  cells  and  chambers :  all  were  f^r  and  dry ; 
The  green  light  from  the  meadows  underneath 
Struck  up  and  lived  along  the  milky  roots ; 
And  in  the  meadows  tremulous  asjwn-trees 
And  poplars  made  a  noise  of  falling  showers. 
And  thithet  wending  there  that  night  they  bode, 

But  when  the  next  day  broke  from  underground, 
And  shot  red  fire  and  shadows  thro'  the  Cave, 
They  rose,  heai-d  mass,  broke  fast,  and  rode  away : 
Then  Lancelot  saying,  '  hear,  but  hold  my  name 
Hidden,  you  rido  with  Lancelot  of  the  Lake,' 
Abash'd  Lavme,  whose  instant  reverence, 
Dearer  to  true  young  hearts  than  their  own  praise, 
But  left  him  leave  to  stammer,  '  is  it  indeed  ?  * 
And  after  muttering  'the  great  Lancelot' 
At  last  he  got  his  breath  and  answer'd  '  One, 
One  have  I  seen  — that  other,  our  liege  lord. 
The  dread  Pendragon,  Britain's  king  of  kings. 
Of  whom  the  peop^  talk  mysteriously. 
He  will  he  there  —  then  were  I  stricken  blind 
That  minute,  I  might  say  that  I  had  seen.' 

So  spake  Lavaine,  and  when  they  reach'd  the  lists 
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Br  Camelot  in  tlie  meadow,  let  his  eyes 
Eun  thro'  the  peopled  gallery  wh.ch  half  round 
Lay  like  a  rainbow  folfn  upon  the  grass, 
Until  they  found  the  clear-faced  Kmg,  who  sat 
Robed  in  red  samite,  easily  to  be  known, 
Since  to  his  crown  the  golden  dragon  clung. 
And  down  his  robe  the  dragon  writhed  in  gold, 
And  from  the  carven-work  behind  him  crept 
Two  dragons  jrilded,  sloping  down  to  mate 
Arras  fo?his  lair,  while  all  the  rest  of  them 
Thro'  knots  and  loops  and  folds  innuraerable 
Fled  ever  thro'  the  woodwork,  till  they  found 
The  new  design  wherein  tbey  lost  themselves, 
Tet  with  all  ease,  so  tender  was  the  work  : 
And,  in  the  costly  canopy  o'er  him  set,       _ 
Blazed  the  last  diamond  of  the  nameless  king. 
Then  Lancelot  answer'd  young  Lavaine  and  saia, 
'  Me  you  call  great;  mine  is  the  firmer  seat. 
The  truer  lance :  but  there  is  many  a  youth 
Now  crescent,  who  will  come  to  all  I  am 
And  overcome  it ;  and  in  me  there  dwells 
■   '  le  far-otf  touch 


Of  greatness' to  know  well  I  an;  not  great : 

There  is  the  man.'     And  Lavaine  gaped  upon  him 

As  on  a  thing  miraculous,  and  anon^    , 

The  trumpets  blew ;  and  then  did  either  nde, 

They  that  assail'd,  and  they  that  held  the  lists. 

Set  lance  in  rest,  strike  spur,  suddenly  move, 

Meet  in  the  midst,  and  there  so  furiously     _ 

Shock,  that  a  man  far-off  miglit  well  perceive, 

If  any  man  that  day  were  left  afield, 

The  bard  earth  shake,  and  a  low  thunder  of  arms. 

And  Lancelot  bode  a  little,  till  he  saw      _ 

Which  were  the  weaker  -,  then  he  hurl  d  into  it 

Against  the  stronger :  little  need  to  speak 

Of  Lancelot  in  his  gloiy:  King,  duke,  earl, 

Count,  baron  —  whom  he  smote,  he  overthrew. 

But  in  the  field  were  Laneelofa  kith  and  kin, 
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Ranged  with  the  Table  Round  that  held  the  lists, 

Strong  men,  and  wrathful  that  a  stranger  tnight 

Should  do  and  almost  overdo  the  deeds 

Of  Lancelot  i  and  one  said  to  the  other  'Lo! 

What  is  he  ?     I  do  not  mean  the  force  alone, 

The  grace  and  veraatility  of  the  man  — 

Is  it  not  Lancelot  I '    '  When  has  Lancelot  worn 

Favour  of  any  lady  in  the  lists  ? 

Not  such  his  wont,  as  we,  tbat  know  him,  know.' 

'  How  then  ?  who  then  ? '  a  fury  seized  on  them, 

A  fiery  family  passion  for  the  name 

Of  Lancelot,  and  a  glory  one  with  theirs. 

They  couoh'd  their  spears  and  pricfc'd  their  steeds 

and  thus, 
Their  plumes  driv'n  backward  by  the  wind  they 

In  moving,  all  together  down  upon  him 
Bare,  as  a  wild  wave  in  the  wide  North-sea, 
(ireen-glimmering  toward  the  summit,  bears,  with 

Its  ebDnnv  crests  that  smote  against  the  skies, 
Down  on  a  bark,  ami  overbears  the  bark, 
And  him  tbat  helms  it,  so  they  overbore 
Sir  Lancelot  and  his  chai^r,  and  a  speai' 
Down-glancing  lamed  the  charger,  and  a  spear 
Prick'd  sharply  his  own  uuiraas,  and  the  head 
Pierced  thro'  his  aide,  and  there  snapt,  and  remain'd, 

Then  Sir  Lavaine  did  well  and  worsbipfully; 
He  bore  a  knight  of  old  repute  to  the  earth, 
And  brought  his  horse  to  Lancelot  whei-e  he  lay. 
He  up  the  side,  sweating  with  agony,  got, 
Bat  tnonght  to  do  while  he  might  yet  endure. 
And  being  lustily  holpen  by  the  rest. 
His  party,  — tho'  it  seemed  half-miracle 
To  those  he  fought  with  —  drave  his  kith  and  kin. 
And  all  the  TaUe  Round  tbat  held  the  lists, 
Bauk  to  the  barrier ;  then  the  heralds  blew 
Proclaiming  his  the  prize,  who  wore  the  sleeve 
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Of  scarlet,  and  the  pearls ;  and  all  the  knights, 
Hia  party,  cried  '  Advance,  and  take  your  prize 
The  diamond  ; '  hut  he  anawer'd, '  diamond  me 
No  diamonds  !  for  God's  love,  a  little  air  I 
Prize  me  no  prizes,  for  my  prize  ia  death  I 
Hence  will  I  and  I  charge  you,  follow  me  not. 

He  Bpoke,  and  vanish'd  suddenly  from  the  field 
Witt  young  Lavaine  into  the  poplar  grove. 
There  from  his  chai^r  down  he  aKd,  and  sat. 
Gasping  to  Sir  Lavaine,  '  draw  the  lance-head : ' 
'  Ah  my  sweet  lord  Sir  Lancelot,'  said  Lavmne, 
'  1  dread  me,  if  I  draw  it,  you  will  die.' 
But  he  '  I  die  already  with  it ;  draw  — 
Draw '  —  and  Lavaine  drew,  and  that  other  gave 
A  marvelloog  great  shriek  and  ghastly  groan. 
And  half  his  blood  burst  forth,  and  down  he  sank 
For  the  pure  pain,  and  wholly  swoon'd  away. 
Then  came  the  hermit  out  and  hare  him  in, 
There  stanch'd  hia  wound ;  and  there,  in  daily  doubt 
Whether  to  live  or  die,  for  many  a  week 
Hid  from  the  wide  world's  rumour  by  the  grove 
Of  poplars  with  their  noise  of  fallins  showers, 
And  ever-tremulous  aspen-trees,  he  lay. 

But  on  that  day  when  Lancelot  fled  the  lists, 
His  party,  knights  of  utmost  North  and  West, 
Lords  of  waste  marches,  kings  of  desolate  isles, 
Came  round  their  great  Pendr^on,  saying  to  him 
'  Lo,  Sire,  our  knight  thro'  whom  we  won  the  day 
Hath  gone  sore  wounded,  and  hath  lefl;  his  prize 
Unlaken,  crying  that  his  prize  is  death.' 
'  Heaven  binder,'  s^d  the  King  '  that  such  an  one, 
So  great  a  knight  as  we  have  seen  fo-day  — 
He  seeni'd  to  me  another  Lancelot  — 
Yea,  twenty  times  I  thought  him  Lancelot  — 
He  muat  not  pass  uni^ared  for.     Gawain,  rise. 
My  nephew,  and  ride  forth  and  find  the  knight. 
Wounded  and  wearied  needs  most  he  be  near. 
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I  charge  yoti  that  you  get  at  onee  to  horse. 

And,  knights  and  kinga,  there  breathes  not  one  of 

Will  deem  this  prize  of  ours  ia  rashly  given  r 
His  prowess  was  too  wondrous.     We  will  do  him 
No  uustomary  honour :  since  the  knight 
Came  not  to  us,  of  us  to  claim  the  prize, 
Ourselves  will  send  it  after.     Whereforu  take 
This  diamond,  and  deliver  it,  and  return, 
And  bring  us  what  he  ia  and  how  he  fares. 
And  cease  not  from  your  quest,  until  you  find.' 

So  saying  from  the  carven  flower  above, 
To  which  it  made  a  restless  heart,  he  took. 
And  gave,_  the  diamond :  then  from  where  he  sat 
At  Arthur's  right,  with  smiling  face,  arose. 
With  smiling  face  and  frowning  heart,  a  Prince 
In  the  mid  might  and  flourish  (3"  his  May 
Gawain,  surnamed  The  Courtaoua,  fair  and  strong, 
And  after  Lancelot,  Tristram,  and  Geraint 
And  Lamorack,  a  good  knight,  but  therewithal 
Sir  Modred's  brother,  of  a  crafty  house. 
Nor  often  loyal  to  his  word,  and  now 
Wroth  that  the  king's  command  to  sally  forth 
In  quest  of  whom  he  knew  not,  made  him  leave 
The  banquet,  and  concourse  of  knights  and  kinga. 

So  all  in  wrath  he  got  to  horse  aad  went; 
While  Arthur  to  the  banquet,  dark  in  mood, 
Past,  thinking  '  is  it  Lancelot  who  has  come 
Despite  the  wound  he  spake  of,  all  for  gain 
Of  "lory,  and  has  added  wound  to  wound. 
And  ridd'n  away  to  die  ? '     So  fear'd  the  King, 
And,  after  two  days'  tarriaace  there,  retum'd. 
Then  when  he  saw  the  Queen,  embracing  ask'd, 
'Love,  are   you   yet   so   sick?'   'Nay, lord,'   she 

'And  where  ia  Lancelot  ? '  Then  the  Queen  amazed 
'  Was  he  not  with  jou  ?  won  ho  not  your  prize  ? ' 
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'Nay,  but  one  like  him.'     '  Why  tbat  like  wag  he.' 

And  when  the  King  demanded  how  she  knew 

Said  '  Lord,  no  sooner  had  you  parted  from  us, 

Than  Lancelot  told  me  of  a  eominon  talk 

That  men  went  down  before  Ms  apear  at  a  touch. 

But  knowing  he  was  Lancelot ;  his  great  name 

Conquer-d;  and  therefore  would  he  hide  his  name 

From  all  men,  ev'n  the  king,  and  to  this  end 

Had  madethe  pretext  of  a  hindering  wound, 

Ihat  he  might  joust  unknown  of  all,  and  learn 

li  his  old  prowess  were  in  aught  decay'd  r 

And  added  "  our  true  Arthnr,  when  ie  learns, 

Will  well  allow  my  pretext,  as  for  gain 

Ot  purer  glory." ' 

,_      ,      ,.      .  Then  replied  the  King: 

'Far  lovelier  in  our  Lancelot  had  it  been, 

la  heu  of  idly  dallying  with  the  truth, 

lo  have  trusted  me  as  he  has  trusted  you. 

Surely  his  king  and  most  familiar  friend 

M^ht  weU  have  kept  his  secret     True,  indeed, 

Afteiit  I  know  my  knights  fantastical, 

bo  fine  a  fear  in  our  Jarge  Lancelot 

Must  needs  have  moved  mylanght-er-  now  remains 

But  little  cause  for  laughter ;  hra  own  kin  — 

w  "vTv'  "'I  S"^""'  ^'""  ^'  "^^  '°'e  him,  these  ! 

Hie  kith  and  kin,  not  knowing,  set  upon  him; 

feo  that  he  went  sore  wounded  from  the  field : 

Yet  mod  newstoo ;  for  goodly  hopes  ai^  mine 

^at  Lancelot  is  no  more  a  lonely  heart 

H-e  wore,  against  hia  wont,  upon  his  helm 

A  sleeve  ofscarlet,  broidered  witi  great  pearls, 

home  gentle  maiden's  gia' 

,-sr       I.  .  '^ea,  lord,' she  said, 

lour  hopes  are  mine,'  and  saying  that  she  choked, 
And  sharply  turn'd  about  to  hide  ber  face. 
Moved  to  her  chamber,  and  there  flung  herself 
Uown   on   the  great   King's   couch,   Snd   writhed 

And  clenoh'd  her  fingers  till  they  bit  the  pahn. 
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Anii  sliriek'd  out '  traitor'  to  the  anhearing  wall, 
Then  llash'd  into  wild  tears,  and  rose  again, 
And  moved  about  her  palace,  proud  and  pale. 

Gawaiu  the  wliile  thro'  all  the  region  round 
Rode  with  his  diamond,  wearied  of  the  quest, 
Touch'd  at  all  points,  except  the  poplar  grove. 
And  came  at  last,  tho'  late,  to  Astolat; 
Whom  glittering  in  enamell'd  arms  the  maid 
Glanced  at,  and  cried  '  What  news  from  Camelot, 

lord? 
What  of  the  knight  -with  the  red  sleeve  ? '     'He 

'  I  knew  it,'  she  said.    '  But  parted  from  the  jousts 
Hurt  in  the  side,'  whereat  she  caught  her  breath ; 
Thro"  her  own  side  she  felt  the  sharp  lanee  go ; 
Thereon    she    smote    her    hand :    well-nigh    she 

swoon'd  r 
And,  while  he  gazed  wonderingly  at  her,  came 
The  lord  of  Astolat  out,  to  whom  the  Prince 
Reported  who  he  was,  and  on  what  quest 
Sent,  that  he  bore  the  prize  and  could  not  find 
The  victor,  but  had  ridden  wildlj"  round 
To  seek  him  and  was  wearied  ot  the  search. 
To  whom  the  lord  of  Astolat '  Bide  with  us. 
And  ride  no  longer  wildly,  noble  Prince  1 
Here  was  the  knight,  and  here  he  left  a  shield ; 
This  will  he  send  or  come  for :  furthermore 
Our  son  is  with  him ;  we  shall  hear  anon, 
Needs  must  we  hear.'    To  this  the  courteous  Prince 
Accorded  with  his  wonted  courtesy. 
Courtesy  with  a  touch  of  traitor  in  it. 
And  stay'd ;  and  cast  hia  eyes  on  fair  Elaine : 
Where  could  he  found  face  daintier  ?    then   her 

From  forehead  down  to  foot  perfect  —  again 
From  foot  to  forehead  exquisitely  tnrn'd : 
'  Well  —  if  I  bide,  lo !  this  wild  flower  for  me ! 
And  oft  they  met  among  the  garden  yews, 
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And  there  he  set  himself  to  play  upoo  her 
With  sallying  wit,  free  flashes  from  a  height 
Ahove  her,  graces  of  the  court,  and  songs. 
Sighs,  and  sEiw  smites,  and  golden  eloquence 
And  amorous  adulation,  till  the  maid 
Rebell'd  against  it,  saying  to  him,  '  Prince, 
O  loyal  nephew  of  our  noble  King, 
Why  ask  you  not  to  see  the  shield  he  left, 
Whence  you  might  learn  his  name  ?     Why  slight 

your  King, 
And  lose  the  quest  ho  sent  you  on,  and  prove 
No  surer  than  our  falcon  yesterday. 
Who  lost  the  hem  we  alipt  him  at,  and  went 
To  all  the  winds  ? '     '  Nay,  hy  mine  head,'  said  he, 
'  I  lose  it,  as  we  lose  the  lark  in  heaven, 

0  damsel,  in  the  light  of  your  blue  eyes : 
Bnt  an  jou  will  it  let  me  see  the  shield.' 

And  when  the  shield  was  brought,  and   Gawain 

Sir  Lancelot's  azure  lions,  crown'd  with  sold, 
Eamn  in  the  field,  he  smote  his  thigh,  and  mook'd ; 
'Bight  was   the  Kingl    our  Lancelot  1   that  true 

'  And  right  was  I,'  she  answer'd  merrily, '  I, 
Who  di-eam'd  my  knight  the  greatest  knight  of  all.' 
'  And  if  /  dream'd,'  said  Gawain,  '  that  you  love 
This  greatest  knight,  your  pardon !  lo,  you  know  it  1 
Speak  therefore ;  shall  I  waste  myself  in  vain  ? ' 
Full  simple  was  her  answer  '  What  know  I  ? 
My  brethren  have  been  all  my  fellowship, 
And  I,  when  often  they  have  talk'd  of  love, 
WIsh'd  it  had  been  my  mother,  for  they  talk'd, 
Meseem'd,  of  what  they  knew  not;  so  myself  — 

1  know  not  if  I  know  what  true  love  is. 
But  if  I  know,  then,  if  1  love  not  him, 
Methinks  there  is  none  other  I  can  love.' 

Yea,  by  God's  death,'  said  he, '  you  love  him  well, 
But  would  not,  knew  you  what  all  others  know. 
And  whom  he  loves.'     '  So  be  it,'  cried  Elaine, 
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2S4  ELAINE. 

And  lifted  her  fair  face  and  moved  away ; 

But  he  pursued  her  calling  '  Stay  a  little ! 

One  golden  minute's  grace:  he  wore  your  sleeve; 

Would  he  break  faith  with  one  I  may  not  name  V 

Must  onr  true  man  change  like  a  leaf  at  last? 

May  it  he  so  ?  why  then,  far  be  it  from  me 

To  cross  our  mighty  Lancelot  in  his  loves  I 

And,  damsel,  for  I  deem  you  know  full  well 

Where  your  great  knight  is  hidden,  let  me  leave 

My  quest  with  you ;  the  diamond  also :  here  ! 

For  if  you  love,  it  will  be  sweet  to  give  it ; 

And  if  he  love,  it  will  be  sweet  to  have  it 

From  your  own  hand ;  and  whether  he  love  ornol^ 

A  diamond  is  a  diamond.     Fare  you  well 

A  thousand  times  I  —  a  thousand  times  farewell ! 

Tet,  if  he  love,  and  his  love  hold,  we  two 

May  meet  at  court  hereafter ;  there,  I  think, 

So  you  will  learn  the  courtesies  of  the  court, 

We  two  shall  know  each  other.' 

Then  he  gave, 
And  slightly  kiss'd  the  hand  to  which  he  gave. 
The  diamond,  and  all  wearied  of  the  quest 
Leapt  on  his  horse,  and  carolling  as  he  went 
A  true-love  ballad,  lightly  rode  away. 

Thence  to  the  court  he  past ;  there  told  the  King 
What  the  King  knew  '  Sir  Lancelot  is  the  knight.' 
And  added  '  Sire,  my  li^e,  so  much  I  learnt ; 
But  faii'd  to  find  him  tho'  I  rode  all  round 
The  region :  but  I  lighted  on  the  maid. 
Whose  sleeve  he  wore  ;  she  loves  him ;  and  to  her, 
Deeming  our  courtesy  is  the  truest  law, 
I  gave  the  diamond :  she  will  render  it ; 
For  by  mine  head  she  knows  his  hiding-place.' 

The  seldom-frowning  Kin"  frown'd,  and  replied, 
'  Too  courteous  truly  I  you  shall  go  no  more 
On  quest  of  mine,  seeing  that  you  forget 
Obedience  is  the  courtesy  due  to  kings.' 
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He  flpake  and  pai-fed.     Wroth  but  all  in  awe, 
For  twenty  8ti-oke3  of  the  blood,  without  a  word, 
Linger"!  Ihat  other,  staring  after  bim ; 
Theu  shook  bis  hair,  strode  off,  and  buzz"!  abroad 
About  the  maid  of  Astolat,  and  her  love. 
All   ears  were  prick'd  at  once,  all  tongues  were 

loosed; 
'  The  maid  of  Aatolat  loves  Sir  Lancelot, 
Sir  Lancelot  loves  the  maid  of  Astolat.' 
Some  read  the  King's  face,  some  the  Queen's,  and 

all 
Had  marvel  what  the  maid  might  be,  but  most 
Fredoom'd  her  as  unworthy.     One  old  dame 
Came  suddenly  on  the  Queen  with  the  sharp  newa. 
She,  that  had  heard  the  noise  of  it  before, 
But  sorrowing  Lancelot  should  have  stoop'd  so  low, 
Marr'd  her  friend's  point  with  pale  tranquillity. 
So  ran  the  tale  like  fire  about  the  court. 
Fire  in  dry  atubbk  a  nine  days'  wonder  flared : 
Till  ev'n  the  knights  at  banquet  twice  or  thrice 
Forgot  to  drink  to  Lancelot  aTid  the  Queen, 
And  pled^ns  Lancelot  and  the  lily  maid 
Smiled  at  each  other,  while  the  Queen  who  sat 
With  lips  severely  placid  felt  the  knot 
Climb  in  ber  throat,  and  with  her  feet  unseen 
Cnish'd  the  wild  passion  out  against  the  floor 
Beneath  the  banquet,  where  the  meats  became 
As  wormwood,  and  she  haled  all  who  pledged. 

But  far  away  the  maid  in  Astolat, 
Her  guiltless  rival,  she  that  ever  kept 
The  one-day-seen  Sir  Lancelot  in  her  heart, 
Crept  to  her  father,  while  he  mused  alone. 
Sat  on  bis  knee,  stroked  his  gray  face  and  said. 
'  Father,  you  call  me  wilful,  and  the  fault 
h  yours  who  let  me  have  my  will,  and  now. 
Sweet  father,  will  you  let  me  lose  my  wits  ? ' 
'  Nay,'  said  he, '  surely.'    '  Wherefore  let  me  hence, 
She  answer'd, '  and  find  out  our  dear  Lavaine.' 
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'  Tou  will  not  lose  your  Tvits  for  dear  LaTaine : 
Bide,'  aDswer'd  he  ;  'we  needs  must  hear  anon 
Of  him,  and  of  that  other.'     '  Ay,'  she  s^d, 
'  And  of  that  other,  for  I  needs  mijst  honee 
And  find  that  other,  whereaoe'er  he  be. 
And  viA  mine  own  hand  mve  his  diamond  to  him, 
Lest  I  be  fonnd  as  faithless  in  the  quest 
As  yon  proud  Prince  who  left  the  quest  to  me. 
Sweet  father,  1  behold  him  in  my  dreams 
Gaunt  as  it  were  the  skeleton  of  himself, 
Death-pale,  for  lack  of  gentle  maiden's  aid. 
The  gentler-born  the  maiden,  the  more  bound, 
My  father,  to  be  sweet  and  serviceable 
To  noble  knighte  in  ^cknesa,  aa  you  know. 
When  these  have  worn  their  tokens  :  let  me  henc« 
I  pray  you.'     Then  her  father  nodding  said, 
'Ay,  ay,  the  diamond  :  wit  you  well,  my  child. 
Eight  fain  were  I  to  learn  this  knight  were  whole. 
Being  oar  greatest  r  yea,  and  you  must  give  it — 
And  sure  I  think  this  fruit  is  hung  too  hi^h 
For  any  mouth  to  gape  for  save  a  Queen  s  — 
Hay,  I  mean  nothing :  ao  then,  get  you  gone. 
Being  so  very  wiifufyou  must  go.' 

Lightly,  her  suit  allow'd,  she  alipt  away. 
And  while  she  made  her  ready  for  her  nde. 
Her  father's  latest  word  humm'd  in  her  ear, 


'  Being  80  very  wilful  you 
And  changed  itself  and  e< 


And  changed  itself  and  echoed  in  her  heart, 
'Being  eo  very  wilful  you  must  die.' 
Bnt  she  was  happy  enough  and  shook  it  off. 
As  we  shake  off  the  bee  tiiat  buzzes  at  us ; 
And  in  her  heart  she  answer'd  it  and  awd. 
What  matter,  so  I  help  him  back  to  life  7 ' 
Then  far  away  with  good  Sir  Torre  for  guide 
Bode  o'er  the  long  backs  of  the  bushlesa  downs 
To  Camelot,  and  before  the  city-gates 
Came  on  her  brother  with  a  happy  face 
Making  a  roan  horse  caper  and  curvet 
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For  pleasure  all  about  a  field  of  flowers : 
Whom  when  she  saw,  'Lavaine,'  she  cned,  'La- 
How  fares  my  lord  Sir  Lancelot  ?  '    He  amazed, 
'  Torre  and  Elaine !  why  here  ?  Sir  Lancelot ! 
How  know  you  my  lord's  name  is  Lancelot  i ' 
But  when  the  maid  had  told  him  all  her  tale, 
Then  tura'd  Sir  Torre,  and  being  in  his  moods 
Left  them,  and  under  the  straoee-statued  gate. 
Where  Arthur's  wars  were  render'd  mystically, 
Past  up  the  still  rich,  city  to  h!a  km, 
His  own  far  blood,  which  dwelt  at  Camelot ; 
And  her  Lavaine  across  the  poplar  grove 
Led  to  the  caves :  there  first  she  saw  the  casque 
Of  Lancelot  on  the  wall :  her  scarlet  sleeve, 
Tho"  carved  and  cut,  and  half  the  pearls  away, 
Strcam'd  from  it  atill ;  and  in  her  heart  she  laugh  d, 
Because  he  had  not  loosed  it  from  his  helm,  _    _ 
Bat  meant  once  more  perchance  to  tourney  m  ''" 
And  when  they  gain'd  the  cell  in  which  he  slept, 
His  battle-wrlthen  arms  and  mighty  hands 
Lay  naked  on  the  wolftkio,  and  a  dream 
Of  dri^ng  down  his  enemy  made  them  move. 
Then  ^e  that  saw  him  lying  unsleek,  unshorn, 
Gaunt  as  it  were  the  skeleton  of  himself. 
Uttered  a  little  tender  dolorous  cry. 
The  sound  not  wonted  in  a  place  so  still        _ 
Woke  the  sick  knight,  and  while  he  roU'd  hia  eyes 
Tet  blank  from  sleep,  she  started  to  him,  s^ng  ^ 
'  Your  prize  the  diamond  sent  you  hy  the  King : 
His  eyes  glisten'd :  she  fancied  '  is  it  for  me  V 
And  when  the  maid  had  told  him  all  the  tale 
Of  King  and  Prince,  the  diamond  sent,  the  quest 
Aasign'd  to  her  not  worthy  of  it,  she  knelt 
Full  lowly  by  the  comers  of  his  bed. 
And  laid  the  diamond  in  his  open  hand. 
Her  face  was  near,  and  as  we  kiss  the  chdd 
That  does  the  task  asslgn'd,  he  kiss'd  her  face. 
At  once  she  slipt  like  water  to  the  floor. 
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'Alas,'  he  said,  '  your  ride  liaa  wearied  ymi. 
Rest  must  you  have."    '  No  rest  for  me,'  she  said ; 
'  Hay,  for  near  you,  fair  lord,  I  ara  at  rest.' 
What  might  she  mean  by  that?  his  lat^   black 

Yet  larger  thro'  his  leanness,  dwelt  upon  her, 
Till  ill  her  heart's  sad  secret  blazed  itself 
In  the  heart's  colours  on  her  simple  face ; 
And  Lancelot  look'd  and  was  perplest  in  mind, 
And  being  weak  in  body  said  no  more ; 
But  did  not  love  the  colour;  iroman's  love, 
Save  one,  he  not  regarded,  axso  so  tarn'd 
Sighing,  and  feign'd  a  sleep  Tmtil  he  slept. 

Then  rose  Elaine  and  glided  thro' the  fields, 
And  past  beneath  the  wildly-sculptured  gates 
Far  up  the  dim  rith  city  to  her  kin  ; 
There  bode  the  night :  but  woke  with  dawn,  and 

Down  ftiro'  the  dim  rich  city  to  the  fields, 
Thence  to  the  cave ;  so  day  by  day  she  past 
In  either  twilight  ghost-like  to  and  fro 
Gliding,  and  every  day  she  tended  him, 
And  likewise  many  a  night :  and  Lancelot 
Would,  tho'  he  call'd  his  wound  a  little  hurt 
Whereof  he  should  be  quickly  whole,  at  times 
Brain-feverous  in  his  heat  and  agony,  seem 
tJncom-teoos,  even  he :  but  the  meek  maid 
Sweetly  forbore  him  ever,  being  to  him 
Meeker  than  any  child  to  a  rough  nurse. 
Milder  than  any  mother  to  a  sick  child. 
And  never  woman  yet,  since  man's  first  fall, 
Did  kindlier  unto  man,  hut  her  deep  love 
Upbore  her;  till  the  hermit,  skill'd  m  all 
The  simples  and  the  science  of  that  time. 
Told  him  that  her  fine  care  had  saved  his  life. 
And  the  ^ek  man  formt  her  wmple  blush, 
Would  call  her  friend  and  sister,  sweet  Elaine, 
Would  listen  for  her  coming  and  regret 
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^,  ^„,. „ n  mien  tbey  love  their  best 

Closest  and  sweetest,  and  had  died  the  death 
In  any  knightly  fashion  for  her  sake. 
And  peradventure  had  he  seen  her  first 
She  might  have  made  this  and  that  other  world 
Another  world  for  the  sick  man ;  but  now 
The  shackles  of  an  old  love  striuten'd  him, 
His  honour  rooted  in  dishonour  stood. 
And  faith  unfaithful  kept  him  falsely  true. 

Yet  the  great  knight  in  his  mid-sieknegg  made 
Full  many  a  holy  vow  and  pure  resolve. 
Theee.as  but  bom  of  sickness,  could  not  live : 
For  when  (he  blood  ran  lustier  in  him  again. 
Full  ofien  the  sweet  ima^  of  one  face, 
Making  a  treacherous  quiet  in  his  heart, 
Dispersed  his  resolution  like  a  cloud. 
Then  if  the  mwden,  while  that  ghostly  grace 
Beam'd  on  his  fancy,  spoke,  he  answer'd  not, 
Or  short  and  coldly,  and  she  knew  right  well 
What   the  rough   sickness   meant,  but   what  this 

She  knew  not,  and  the  sorrow  dimm'd  her  sight, 

And  drave  her  ere  her  time  across  the  fields 

Far  into  the  rich  cily,  where  alone 

She  murmur'd  '  viun,  in  vain :  it  cannot  be. 

He  will  not  bve  me :  how  then  ?  must  I  die.' 

Then  as  a  little  helpless  innocent  bird. 

That  has  but  one  plain  paast^e  of  few  notes, 

Will  sing  the  simple  passage  o'er  and  o'er 

For  all  an  April  morning,  tiU  the  ear 

Wearies  to  hear  it,  so  the  simple  mwd 

Went  half  the  night  repeating, 'must  I  die?' 

And  now  to  right  she  turn'd,  and  now  to  left. 

And  found  no  ease  in  turning  or  in  rest ; 

And  '  him  or  death '  she  mutter'd,  '  death  or  him,' 

Again  and  like  a  burthen, '  him  or  death.' 
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But  when  Sir  Lancelot's  deadly  hurt  vras  whole, 
To  Astolat  returning  rode  the  three. 
There  mom  hy  morn,  arraying  her  sweet  self 
In  that  wherein  she  deem'd  she  look'd  her  best, 
She  came  before  Sir  Lancelot,  for  she  thought 
'  If  I  be  loved,  these  are  my  festal  robes, 
If  not,  the  victim's  flowers  before  he  fall.' 
And  Lancelot  ever  prest  upon  the  maid 
That  she  should  ask  some  goodly  gift  of  him  . 
For  her  own  self  or  hers ;  •  and  do  not  ahun 
To  speak  the  wish  most  near  to  your  true  heart ; 
Such  service  have  you  done  me,  that  I  make 
My  wiil  of  yours,  and  Prince  and  Lord  am  I 
In  mine  own  land,  and  what  I  will  I  can.' 
Then  like  a  ghost  she  lifted  up  her  face, 
But  like  a  ghost  without  the  power  to  speak. 
And  Lancelot  saw  that  she  withheld  her  wish. 
And  bode  among  thorn  yet  a  little  space 
Till  he  should  learn  it;  and  one  morn  it  chanced 
He  found  her  in  among  the  garden  yews. 
And  said, '  Delay  no  longer,  apeak  your  wish. 
Seeing  I  moat  go  to-day  : '  then  out  she  brake ; 
'  Going  ?  and  we  shall  never  see  you  more. 
And  I  must  die  for  want  of  one  bold  word.' 
'  Speak :  that  I  live  to  hear,'  he  said,  '  is  yours.' 
Then  suddenly  and  passionately  she  spoke : 
'  I  have  gone  mad.     I  love  you ;  let  me  die.* 
'  Ah  sister,'  answer'd  Lane^ot,  '  what  is  this  ?' 
And  innocently  extending  her  white  arms, 
'  Your   love,'  she  s^d,   '  your  love  —  to  be  your 

wife.' 
And  Lancelot  answer'd,  '  Had  I  chos'n  to  wed, 
I  had  been  wedded  earlier,  sweet  Elaine ; 
But  now  there  never  will  be  wife  of  mine.' 
'  No,  no,'  she  cried,  '  I  care  not  to  bo  wife, 
But  to  be  with  you  etil!,  to  see  your  face. 
To  serve  you,  and  to  follow  you  thro'  the  world.' 
And  Lancelot  answer'd,  '  Nay,  the  world,  the  world, 
All  ear  and  eye,  with  such  a  stupid  heart 


rii,y  Google 


To  interprel:  ear  and  eye,  and  sucb  a  tongue 
To  blare  its  own  interpretation  —  nay. 
Full  ill  then  should  I  quit  your  brother's  loye. 
And  your  good  father's  kindness."     And  she  said, 
'  Not  to  be  with  you,  not  to  see  your  face  — 
Alaa  for  me  then,  my  good  days  are  done.' 
■Nay,  noble  maid,'  he  answer'd,  'ten  times  nay! 
This  IS  not  love :  but  love's  first  flash  in  youth, 
Moat  common  :  yea  1  know  it  of  mine  own  self: 
And  you  yourself  will  smile  at  your  own  self 
Hereafter,  when  you  yield  your  flower  of  life 
To  one  more  fitly  yours,  not  thrice  your  age : 
And  then  will  I,  for  true  you  arc  and  sweet 
Beyond  mine  old  belief  in  womanhood, 
More  specially;  should  your  good  tnight  be  poor. 
Endow  you  with  broad  land  and  territory 
Even  to  the  half  my  realm  beyond  the  seas. 
So  that  would  make  you  happy :  furthermore, 
Ev*!!  to  the  death,  as  tho'  you  were  my  blood, 
In  all  jTOir  quarrels  will  I  be  your  kniaht. 
This  will  I  do,  dear  damsel,  for  your  sake, 
And  more  than  this  I  cannot.' 

While  he  spoke 
She  neither  blush'd  nor  shook,  but  deathly-pale 
Stood  grasping  what  was  nearest,  then  replied ; 
'  Of  aU  this  will  I  nothing ; '  and  so  fell. 
And  thus  they  bore  her  swooning  to  her  tower. 

Then  spake,  to  whom  thro'  those  biack  walls  of 
yew 
Their  talk  had  pierced,  her  father.     '  Ay,  a  flash, 
I  fear  mo,  that  will  strike  my  blossom  dead. 
Too  courteous  are  you,  f^r  Lord  Lancelot. 
I  pray  you,  use  some  rough  discourtesy 
To  blunt  or  break  her  passion.' 

Lancelot  said, 
'  That  were  against  me :  what  1  can  I  will ; ' 
And  there  that  day  remain'd,  and  toward  even 
Sent  for  his  shield:  full  meekly  rose  the  maid. 
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Stript  off  the  casfi,  and  gave  the  naked  shield; 
Thpn,  when  she  heard  hia  horse  upon  the  stones, 
Unclasping  flung  the  casement  back,  and  iook'il 
Down  on  his  helm,  from  which  her  sleeve  had  gone. 
And  Lancelot  knew  the  little  clinking  sound  ; 
And  she  by  tact  of  love  was  well  aware 
That  Lancelot  knew  that  she  was  looking  at  him. 
And  yet  he  glanced  not  «p,  nor  waved  his  hand. 
Nor  bad  farewell,  but  aadly  rode  away. 
This  was  the  one  discourtesy  that  he  used. 

So  in  her  tower  alone  the  maiden  sat ; 
His  very  shield  was  gone;  only  the  case. 
Her  own  poor  work,  her  empty  labour,  left. 
But  still  she  heard  him,  still  his  piotnre  form'd 
And  grew  between  her  and  the  pictured  wall. 
Then  came  her  father,  saying  in  low  tones 
'  Have  comfort,'  whom  she  greeted  quietly. 
Then  came  her  brethren  saying, '  Peace  to  thee. 
Sweet  sister,'  whom  she  answer'd  with  all  calm. 
But  when  they  left  her  to  herself  agfun. 
Death,  like  a  friend's  voice  from  a  distant  field 
Approaching  thro'  the  darkness,  call'd;  the  owls 
Wailing  had  power  upon  her,  and  she  mixt 
Her  faneies  with  the  sallow-rifted  glooms 
Of  evening,  and  the  meanings  of  the  wind. 

And  in  those  days  she  made  a  little  song. 
And  call'd  her  song  '  The  Song  of  Love  and  Diiath,' 
And  sang  it ;  sweetly  could  she  make  and  sing. 

"  Sweet  is  true  love  tho'  given  in  vain,  in  vain ; 
And  sweet  is  death  who  puts  an  end  to  pain : 
I  know  not  which  ia  sweeter,  no,  not  I. 

"Love,  art  thou  sweet?  then  bitter  death  musl 
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"  Sweet  love,  that  seems  not  made  to  faile  away, 
Sweet  death  that  seems  to  make  us  loveless  olay, 
I  know  not  wJiicli  is  sweeter,  no,  not  I. 

"  I  fain  would  follow  love,  if  that  could  be ; 
I  needs  must  follow  death,  who  calls  for  me ; 
Call  and  I  follow,  I  follow !  let  me  die." 

High  with  the  last  line  scaled  her  voice,  and  this, 
All  in  a  fiery  dawninji  wild  with  wind 
That  shook  her  tower,   the  brothere    heard,    and 

,  thought 
With  shuddering '  Hark  the  Phantom  of  the  house 
That  ever  shrieks  before  a  death,'  and  eall'd 
The  father,  and  all  three  in  hurry  and  fear 
Ean  to  her,  and  lo !  the  blood-red  light  of  dawn 
Flared  on  her  face,  she  shrilling  '  Let  me  die  I ' 

As  ■when  we  dwell  upon  a  word  we  know 
Eepeating,  till  the  word  we  taow  so  well 
Becomes  a  wonder  and  we  know  not  why. 
So  dwelt  the  father  on  her  face  and  thought 
'  Is  this  El^ne  ? '  till  back  the  maiden  fell. 
Then  gave  a  languid.  Iiand  to  each,  and  lay, 

Sfwabmg  a  still  good-morrow  with  her  eyea- 

At  last  slie  said  '  Sweet  brothers,  yraternight 

I  aeem'd  a  curious  little  maid  again, 

As  happy  as  when  we  dwelt  among  the  wooiJg, 

And  when  you  used  to  take  me  with  the  flood  . 

Up  the  great  river  in  the  boatman's  boat. 

Only  you  would  not  pass  beyond  the  cape 

That  has  the  poplar  on  it ;  there  you  fixt 

Your  limit,  oft  returning  flith  the  tide. 

And  yet  I  cried  because  you  would  not  pass 

Beyond  it,  and  far  up  the  shining  flood 

Until  we  found  the  palace  of  the  king. 

And  yet  you  would  not ;  but  this  night  I  dream'd 

That  I  was  all  alone  upon  the  flood, 

had  then  I  s^d  "  Now  shall  I  have  my  will ; " 


rii,y  Google 


304  ELAIKE. 

And  there  I  woke,  but  still  the  wish  remMn'd. 
So  let  me  hence  that  I  may  pass  at  last 
Beyond  the  poplar  and  far  up  the  flood, 
Until  I  find  the  palace  of  the  king. 
There  mill  I  enter  in  among  them  all, 
And  no  man  (here  will  dare  to  mock  at  me ; 
But  there  the  fine  Gawin  will  wonder  at  me, 
And  there  the  great  Sir  Lancelot  muse  at  me ; 
Gawain,  who  bad  a  thousand  farewells  to  me, 
Lancelot,  who  coldly  went  nor  bad  me  one ; 
And  there  the  King  will  know  me  and  my  love, 
And  there  the  Queen  herself  will  pity  me, 
And  all  the  gentle  court  will  welcome  me, 
And  afler  my  long  voyage  I  shall  rest  I ' 

'  Peace,'  said  her  father.    '  O  my  child,  you  seem 
Light-headed,  for  what  force  is  yours  to  go 
So  far,  being  sick  ?  and  wherefore  would  you  look 
On  this  proud  fellow  again,  who  scorns  us  all?' 

Then  the  rough  Torre  began  to  heave  and  move, 
And  bluster  into  stormy  sobs  and  say. 
'  1  never  loved  him ;  an  I  meet  with  him, 
1  care  not  howsoever  great  he  be, 
Then  will  I  strike  at  him  and  strike  him  down, 
Give  me  good  fortune,  I  will  strike  him  dead, 
For  this  discomfort  he  hath  done  the  house.' 

To  which  the  gentle  sister  made  reply, 
'Fret  not  yourself,  dear  brother,  nor  be  wroth, 
Meeing  it  is  no  more  Sir  Lancelot's  fault 
Not  to  love  me,  than  it  is  mine  to  love 
Him  of  all  men  who  seems  to  me  the  highest.' 

'  Highest? '  the  Father  answer'd,  echoing  '  high- 

(He  meant  to  break  the  passion  in  her)  '  nay, 
Daughter,  I  know  not  what  you  call  the  highest; 
But  this  I  know,  for  all  the  people  know  it, 
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He  loves  the  Queen,  and  in  w  open  shame: 
And  sbe  i-etunis  his  love  in  open  shame. 
If  this  be  high,  what  is  it  lo  be  low  ? ' 

Then  gpake  the  hly  maid  of  Astolat ; 
'  Sweet  father,  all  too  faint  and  sick  am  I 
For  anger :  these  are  slanders  r  never  yet 
Was  noble  man  but  made  ignoble  talk. 
He  makes  no  friend  who  never  made  a  foe. 
But  now  it  is  m^  glory  to  have  loved 
Ono  peerless,  without  stain  :  so  let  me  pass, 
My  father,  howsoe'er  I  seem  to  you, 
Not  all  nnhappy,  having  loved  God's  best 
-And  greatest,  tho'  my  love  had  no  return : 
Yet,  seeing  you  desire  your  child  lo  live, 
Thanks,  but  you  work  against  your  own  desire ; 
For  if  I  Kould  believe  the  things  jou  say 
1  should  but  die  the  sooner;  iriierefore  cease, 
Sweet  father,  and  bid  call  the  ghostly  man 
HiUier,  and  let  me  shrive  me  dean,  and  die.' 

80  when  the  ghostly  man  had  come  and  gone, 
She  with  a  face,  bright  as  for  sin  forniven, 
Besought  Lavaine  lo  write  as  she  devised 
A  letter,  word  for  word ;  and  when  he  ask'd 
'  Is  it  for  Lancelot,  is  it  for  my  dear  lord  ? 
Then  will  1  bear  it  gladly ; '  she  replied, 
'  For  Lancelot  and  the  Queen  and  ali  the  world, 
But  I  myself  must  bear  it.'     Then  he  wrote 
The  letter  she  devised ;  whieh  being  writ 
And  folded,  '  O  sweet  father,  tender  and  true, 
Deny  me  not,'  she  said  — '  you  never  yet 
Denied  my  fancies  —  this,  however  strange, 
My_ latest:  lay  the  letter  in  my  hand 
A  little  ere  I  die,  and  close  the  hand 
Upon  it;  I  shall  guard  it  even  in  death. 
And  when  the  heat  is  gone  from  out  ray  heart. 
Then  take  the  little  bed  on  which  1  died 
For  Lancelots  love,  and  deck  it  like  the  Queen** 
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For  riclineas,  and  me  also  like  the  Queen 
In  all  I  have  of  rich,  and  lay  me  on  it 
And  let  there  be  prepared  a  cbanot-bier 
To  take  me  to  the  river,  and  a  barge 
Be  ready  on  the  riTer,  clothed  in  black. 
1  go  in  state  to  court,  to  meet  the  Queen. 
There  surely  I  shall  apeak  for  mine  own  self, 
And  none  of  jou  can  apeak  for  me  so  well. 
And  therefore  let  our  dumb  old  man  alone 
Go  with  me,  he  can  steer  and  row,  and  he 
Will  guide  me  to  that  palace,  to  the  doors.' 

She  ceased  :  her  father  promised ;  whereupon 
She  grew  so  cheerful  that  they  deem'd  her  death 
Was  rather  ia  the  fantasy  than  the  blood. 
But  ten  slow  mornings  past,  and  on  the  eleventh 
Her  father  laid  the  letter  in  her  hand, 
And  closed  the  hand  upon  it,  and  she  died. 
So  that  day  there  was  dole  in  Aatolat 

But  when  the  next  sun  brake  from  underground, 
Then,  those  two  brethren  slowly  mth  bent  brows 
Accompanying,  the  sad  chariof^bier 
Past  like  a  shadow  thro'  the  field,  that  shone 
Full-summer,  to  that  stream  whereon  the  bai^e, 
Pall'd  all  its  length  in  blackest  samite,  lay. 
There  sat  the  htelong  creature  of  the  house, 
Loyal,  the  dumb  old  servitor,  on  deck. 
Winking  his  eyes,  and  twisted  all  his  face. 
So  those  two  brethren  from  the  chariot  took 
And  on  the  black  decks  laid  her  in  her  bed. 
Set  in  her  hand  a  lily,  o'er  her  hnng_ 
The  silken  case  with  braided  blauonmgs. 
And  kiss'd  her  quiet  brows,  and  saj'ing  to  her 
'  Sister,  farewell  for  ever,'  and  again 
'  Farewell,  sweet  sister,"  parted  all  m  tears. 
Then  rose  the  dumb  old  servitor,  and  the  dead 
Steer'd  by  the  dumb  went  upward  with  the  flood  — 
In  her  right  hand  the  lily,  in  her  left 
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The  letter  —  all  her  bright  hair  streaming  down  — 
And  all  [he  coverlid  was  ciotfi  of  gold 
Drawn  to  her  waist,  and  she  herself  in  white 
All  but  her  face,  and  that  clear-featured  face 
Was  lovely,  for  she  did  not  seem  as  dead 
But  fast  asleep,  and  lay  as  tho'  she  smiled. 

That  day  Sir  Lancelot  at  the  palace  craved 
Audience  of  Guinevere,  to  give  at  last 
The  price  of  half  a  realm,  his  costly  gift, 
Hard-won  and  hardly  won  with  bruise  and  blow, 
With  deaths  of  others,  and  almost  bis  own. 
The  nine-years-fought-for  diamonds:  for  he  saw 
One  of  her  house,  and  sent  him  to  the  Queen 
Bearing  his  wish,  whereto  the  Queen  agreed 
With  Buch  and  so  unmoved  a  m^'esty 
She  might  have  seem'd  her  statue,  hut  that  he, 
ijow-drooping  rill  he  weUnigh  kiss'd  her  feet 
-For  loya!  awe,  saw  with  a  sidelong  eye 
The  shadow  of  a  piece  of  pointed  lace, 
In  the  Queen's  shadow,  vibrate  on  the  walls, 
And  parted,  laughing  in  his  courtly  heart. 

All  in  an  oriel  on  the  summer  side, 
Vine-clad,  of  Arthur's  palace  toward  the  stream. 
They  met,  and  Lancelot  kneeling  ntter'd,  '  Queen 
Lady,  my  liege,  in  whom  I  have  my  joy,  ' 

Take,  what  I  had  not  won  except  for  you. 
These  jewels,  and  make  me  happy,  making  them 
An  armlet  for  the  rowi,dest  arm  on  earth. 
Or  necklace  for  a  neck  to  which  the  swan's 
Is  tawnier  than  her  cygnet's ,-  these  are  words : 
Tour  beauty  is  your  beauty,  and  I  sin 
In  speaking,  yet  0  grant  my  worship  of  it 
Words,  as  we  grant  grief  tears.     Such  sin  in  words 
Perchance,  we  both  can  pardon :  but,  my  Queen 
I  hear  of  rumours  flying  thro'  vour  court. 
Onr  bond,  as  not  tlie  bond  of  man  and  wife. 
Should  have  in  it  an  absoluter  trust 
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To  make  up  that  defeat :  let 
When  did  not  rumours  fly  V  these, 
That  you  trust  me  in  your  own  nol 
I  may  not  well  believe  that  you  believe.' 

While  thus  he  spoke,  half  turn'd  away,  the  Queen 
Brake  from  the  vast  oriel-embowering  vine 
Leaf  after  leaf;  and  tore,  and  cast  them  off, 
Till  all  the  place  whereon  she  stood  was  green  ; 
Then,  when  he  ceased,  in  one  cold  passive  hand 
Received  at  once  ant!  laid  aside  the  gems 
There  on  a  table  ntar  her,  and  replied. 

'  It  may  be,  I  am  quicker  of  belief 
Than  you  believe  me,  Lancelot  of  the  Lake. 
Our  bond  is  not  the  bond  of  man  and  wife. 
This  good  is  in  it,  whatsoe'er  of  ill. 
It  can  be  broken  easier.     I  for  you 
This  many  a  year  have  done  despite  and  wrong 
To  one  whom  ever  in  my  heart  of  hearts 
I  did  acknowledge  nobler.     What  are  these  ? 
IBamonds  for  me  1  they  had  been  thrice  their  worth 
B^ng  your  gift,  had  you  not  lost  your  own. 
To  loyal  hearts  the  value  of  all  gifts 
Must  vary  as  the  ^ver's.    Not  for  me  !  _ 
For  her !  for  your  new  fancy.     Only  this 
Grant  me,  I  pray  you :  have  your  joys  aparL 
1  doubt  not  tKat  however  changed,  you  keep 
So  much  of  what  is  graceful :  and  myself 
Would  shun  to  break  those  bounds  of  courtesy 
In  which  as  Arthur's  queen  I  move  and  rule : 
So  cannot  speak  my  mind.     An  end  to  this ! 
A  strange  one  1  yet  1  take  it  with  Amen, 
So  pray  you,  add  my  diamonds  to  her  pearls ; 
De^  her  with  these ;  tell  her,  she  shines  me  down ! 
An  armlet  for  an  arm  to  which  the  Queen's 
la  haggard,  or  a  necklace  for  a  neck 
O  as  much  fairer —  as  a  faith  once  fair 
Was  richer  than  these  diamonds  —  hers  not  mine  — 
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Nay,  by  the  mother  of  ouv  Lord  himself. 

Or  hers  or  mine,  mine  now  to  work  my  will  — 

She  shall  not  have  them." 

,    ,  ^,     ,   ,  Saybg  which  she  seized, 

And,  thro  the  casement  standing  wide  for  heat, 

Flung  them,  and  down  thsy  flaeh'd,  and  sraote  the 

stream. 
Then  from  the  smitten  surface  flash'd,  as  it  were 
Ihamonds  to  meet  them,  and  they  past  away.      ' 
ITien  wbde  Sir  Lancelot  leant,  in  half  disgust 
At  love,  life,  aU  things,  on  the  window  ledse, 
Close  underneath  his  eyes,  and  right  across 
Where  these  had  fallen,  slowly  past  the  harae 
Whereon  the  lily  maid  of  Aslolat 
Lay  smiling,  like  a  star  in  blackest  night. 

But  the  wild  Queen,  who  saw  not,  hurst  away 
To  ween  and  wad  in  seeret;  and  lie  barae, 
On  to  the  palace-doorway  sliding,  paused 
There   two   stood   arm'd,  and   kept   the  door;   to 

All  up  the  marble  stair,  tier  over  tier 

Were   added   mouths  that   gaped,  alid   eyes  that 

'  What  is  it  ? '  but  that  oarsman's  hazard  face 
As  hard  and  still  as  is  the  face  that  men 
Shape  to  their  fancy's  eye  from  broken  rocks 
On  some  chff-side,  appalfd  them,  and  they  said 
'He  IS  enchanted,  cannot  speak  —  and  she. 
Look  how  she  sleeps  —  the  Fairy  Queen  so  fair ' 
Yea  but  bow   pale  I   what   are   they  ?   flesh   and 

blood? 
Or  come  to  take  the  King  to  fairy  land  ? 
For  some  do  hold  our  Arthur  cannot  die. 
But  that  he  passes  into  fairy  land.' 

While  thus  they  babbled  of  the  Km<,,  the  King 
Came  girt  with  knlghls:  then  turn'd  the  tonguelMS 
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From  the  half-face  to  the  full  eye,  and  rose 

AQd  poinfed  to  the  damsel,  and  the  doors. 

So  Arthur  had  the  meek  Sir  Perclvale 

And  pure  Sir  Galahad  to  uplift  the  maid ; 

And  reverently  they  hore  her  into  halL 

Then  came  the  fine  Gawain  and  wonder'd  at  her, 

And  Lancelot  later  came  and  mused  at  her, 

And  last  the  Queen  her«elf  and  pitied  her ; 

But  Arthur  spied  the  letter  m  her  hand, 

Stoopt,  took,  brake  seal,  and  read  it;  this  was  aU. 

'  Most  noble  lord,  Sir  Lancelot  of  the  Lake, 
I,  someticoe  call'd  the  miud  of  Astolat, 
Come,  for  you  left  me  taking  no  farewell. 
Hither,  bo  take  my  last  farewell  of  you. 
I  loved  you,  and  my  love  had  no  return. 
And  thereibre  my  true  love  has  been  my  death. 
And  therefore  to  our  lady  Guinevere, 
And  to  all  other  ladies,  I  make  moan. 
Pray  for  my  soul,  and  yield  me  bnrial. 
Pray  for  my  soul  thou  too,  Sir  Lancelot, 
As  thou  art  a  knight  peerless." 

Thus  he  read. 
And  ever  in  the  reading,  lords  and  dames 
Wept,  looking  often  from  his  face  who  read 
To  hers  which  lay  so  silent,  and  at  times, 
So  touch'd  were  they,  half-thinking  that  her  lipa, 
Who  had  devised  the  letter,  moved  again. 

Then  freely  spoke  Sir  Lancelot  to  them  all ; 
'  My  lord  hege  Arthur,  and  all  ye  that  hear, 
Know  that  for  this  most  gentle  maiden's  death 
Kght  heavy  am  I ;  for  good  she  was  and  true, 
But  loved  me  with  a  love  beyond  all  love 
In  women,  whomsoever  I  have  known. 
Yet  U>  be  loved  makes  not  to  love  again ; 
Not  at  my  years,  however  it  hold  in  youth. 
I  swear  by  truth  and  knighthood  that  I  gave 
No  cause,  not  wilhngly,  for  such  a  love : 


rii,y  Google 


To  this  I  call  my  friends  in  testimony, 
Her  brethren,  and  hec  father,  who  himself 
Beflought  me  to  be  plain  and  blmit,  and  use, 
To  break  her  passion,  some  discourtesy 
Aaainst  my  nature  ;  what  I  could,  I  did. 
I  left  her  and  I  bad  her  no  fareweU. 
Tho',  had  I  dreamt  the  damsel  would  have  died, 
I  might  have  put  my  wits  to  some  rough  use, 
And  help'd  her  from  herself 

"^  Then  said  the  Queen 

(Sea  was  her  wrath,  yet  working  after  storm) 
'  You  might  at  least  have  done  her  so  much  grace, 

Fair   lord,   as   would   have   help'd   her  from  her 
death.'  ,  ,         ,  „ 

He  raised  his  head,  their  eyes  met  and  hoiB  fell. 

He  adding,  .  ,  ^     . 

'  Queen,  she  would  not  be  content 

Save  that  I  wedded  her,  which  could  not  be. 

Then   might   she  follow  me   thro'  the  world,  she 

It  could  not  be.     I  told  her  that  her  love 
Was  but  the  flash  of  youth,  would  darken  down 
To  rise  hereafter  in  a  stiller  flame 
Toward  one  more  worthy  of  her  —  then  would  I, 
More  specially  were  he,  she  wedded,  poor. 
Estate  them  with  lai^e  land  and  territory 
Jn  mine  own  realm  beyond  the  narrow  seas. 
To  keep  them  in  all  joyance :  more  than  this 
I  could  not ;  this  she  would  not,  and  she  died. 

He  pausing,  Arthur  answer'd,  '  O  my  fcnight. 
It  will  be  to  your  worship,  as  my  knight, 
And  mine,  as  head  of  all  our  Table  Round, 
To  see  that  she  be  buried  worshipfully.' 

So  toward  that  shrine  which  then  in   all  the 

Was  richest,  Arthur  leading,  slowly  went 
The  marshall'd  order  of  their  Table  Bound, 
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And  Lancelot  ead  beyond  bia  wont,  to  see 

The  miuden  buried,  not  as  one  unknown, 

Nor  meanly,  but  with  goi^eous  obseqnies, 

And  mass,  and  rolling  music,  like  a  Queen. 

And  wben  the  knights  had  laid  her  eomely  head 

Low  in  the  dust  of  half-fot^otten  kings, 

Then  Arthur  apake  among  them,  '  Let  her  tomb 

Be  costly,  and  her  im^e  thereupon. 

And  let  tbo  shield  of  Lancelot  at  her  feet 

Be  carven,  and  her  lily  in  her  hand. 

And  let  the  story  of  her  dolorous  voyage 

For  all  true  heaxts  be  blazon'd  on  her  tomb 

In  letters  gold  and  azure  I '  which  was  wronght 

Thereafter ;  but  when  now  the  lordi  and  dames 

And  people,  from  the  high  door  streaming,  brake 

Disorderly,  as  homeward  each,  the  Queen, 

Who  mark'd  Sir  Lancelot  where  he  moved  apart^ 

Drew  near,  and  sigh'd  in  passing  '  Lancelot, 

Fot^ive  me ;  mine  was  jealousy  in  love.' 

He  answer'd  with  his  eyes  upon  the  ground, 

'  That  is  love's  curse  ;  pass  on,  my  Queen,  forgiven. 

But  Arthur  who  beheld  his  cloudy  brows 

Approach'd  him,  and  with  full  affection  flung 

One  arm  about  his  neck,  and  spake  and  SEud, 

'  Lancelot,  my  Lancelot,  thou  in  whom  I  have 
Most  love  and  most  affiance,  for  I  know 
What  thou  hast  been  in  battle  by  my  side. 
And  many  a  time  have  wateh'd  thee  at  the  tilt 
Strike  down  the  lusty  and  long-practised  knight. 
And  let  the  younger  and  unskilPd  go  by 
To  Vila  his  honour  and  to  make  his  name. 
And  loved  thy  courtesies  and  thee,  a  man 
Made  to  be  loved ;  —  but  now  I  would  to  God, 
For  the  wild  people  say  wild  things  of  thee. 
Thou  eould'st  have  loved  this  maiden,  shaped,  it 

By  God  for  thee  alone,  and  from  her  face, 
If  OHO  may  judge  the  living  by  the  dead. 
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Deliciatelj'  pure  and  marvellously  fair, 

Who  might  have  brought  thee,  now  a  lonely  man 

Wifeless  and  heirless,  noble  issue  eons 

Born  to  the  glory  of  thy  name  and  fame, 

My  kmght,  the  great  Sir  Lancelot  of  the  Lake.' 

Then   anawer'd   Lancelot,   '  F^  she   waa    mv 
King,  '      ' 

Pure,  as  you  ever  wish  your  knighls  to  be. 
To  doubt  her  fdrness  were  to  want  an  eye, 
To  donbt  her  pnreness  were  to  want  a  heart  — 
lea,  to  be  loved,  if  what  is  worthy  love 
Could  bind  him,  but  free  love  will  not  be  hound.' 

'  Free  love,  so  boand,  were  freest,'  sdd  the  Kins. 
Let  Jove  be  free ;  free  love  is  for  the  best ; 
And,  after  heaven,  on  our  dull  side  of  death, 
What  should  be  best,  if  not  so  pure  a  love 
Clothed  in  so  pure  a  lovelinessV  yet  thee 
She  feil'd  to  bind,  tho'  being,  as  I  think. 
Unbound  as  yet,  and  gentle,  as  1  know.* 

And  Lancelot  answer'd  nothing,  but  he  went 
And  at  the  inrunning  of  a  little  brook  . 
Sat  by  the  river  in  a  cove,  and  watch'd 
Ihe  high  reed  wave,  and  Kfled  up  his  eyes 
And  saw  the  barge  that  brought  her  movinn'  down, 
t  ar-ott,  a  blot  upon  the  stream,  and  said 
Low  m  himself  '  Ah,  simple  heart  and  sweet, 
you  loved  me,  damsel,  surely  with  a  love 
i  ar  tenderer  than  my  Queen's.    Pray  for  thy  soul  ? 
Ay,  that  will  I,     Farewell  too  —  now  at  last  — 
Farewell,  fair  lily.     "  Jealousy  in  love  ?  " 
Not  rather  dead  love's  harsh  heir,  jealous  pride  ? 
Queen,  if  1  grant  the  jealousy  as  of  love, 
M&y  not  your  Crescent  fear  for  name  and  fame 
bpeak,  as  it  waxes,  of  a  love  that  wanes  ? 
Why  did  the  Kins  dwell  on  my  name  to  me  ? 
Mme  own  name  ^lames  me,  seeming  a  reproach. 
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Lancelot,  whom  the  Lady  of  the  lake 
Sfolo  from  his  mothei'  —  as  the  atory  runs  — 
She  cbanted  snatches  of  mysterious  song 
Heard  on  the  winding  waters,  eve  and  mom 
She  kiss'd  me  saying  thou  art  fdr,  my  child, 
As  a  king's  son,  and  oflen  in  her  arms 
She  bare  me,  pacing  on  the  dusky  mere. 
Would  she  had  drown'd  me  in  it,  where'er  it  be  I 
For  what  am  1 7  what  profits  me  my  name 
Of  greatest  knight  ?     I  fought  for  it,  and  have  it : 
Pleasure  to  have  it,  none ;  to  lose  it,  pain ; 
Now  grown  a  part  of  me ;  but  what  use  in  it  ? 
To  make  men  worse  by  making  my  sin  known  ? 
Or  sin  seem  less,  the  amner  seeming  great  ? 
Alas  for  Arthur's  greatest  knight,  a  man 
Not  aiter  Arthur's  heart !  I  needs  must  breaJc 
These  bonds  that  so  defame  me  :  not  without 
She  wills  it :  would  I,  if  she  will'd  it  ?  nay, 
Who  knows '/  but  if  I  would  not,  then  may  God, 
I  pray  him,  send  a  sudden  Ange!  down 
To  seize  me  by  the  hair  and  bear  me  far, 
And  fling  me  deep  in  that  forgotten  mere. 
Among  the  tumbled  fragments  of  the  hills.' 

So  groan'd  Sir  Lancelot  in  remorsefiil  ptun. 
Not  knowing  he  should  die  a  holy  man. 
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Queen  Gcinevgrb  had  fled  the  eourt,  and  sat 
There  in  Ihe  holy  house  at  Almeabuiy 
Weeping,  none  with  her  save  a  little  maid, 
A  novice ;  one  low  li^ht  betwixt  them  bam'd 
Blurr'd  by  the  creeping  mist,  for  all  abroad. 
Beneath  a  moon  unaeen  albeit  at  full. 
The  white  mist,  like  a  fece-cloth  to  the  face, 
Clmig  to  the  dead  earth,  and  the  land  was  still. 

For  hither  had  she  fled,  her  cause  of  flight 
Sir  Modred ;  he  the  nearest  to  the  King, 
His  nephew,  ever  like  a  subtle  beast 
Lay  eouuhant  with  hia  eyes  upon  the  throne, 
Ready  to  spring,  waiting  a  chance  :  for  this, 
He  chili'd  the  popular  praises  of  the  King 
With  silent  smiles  of  slow  disparagement; 
And  tamper'd  with  the  Lords  of  the  ^Vbitc  Horse, 
Heathen,  the  brood  by  Hengist  left ;  and  sought 
To  make  disruption  in  the  Table  Round 
Of  Arthur,  and  to  splinter  it  into  feuds 
Serring  hia  traitorous  end ;  and  all  his  aims 
Were  sharpen'd  by  strong  hate  for  Lancelot. 

For  thus  it  chanced  one  morn  when  all  the  court. 
Green-suited,  but  with  plumes  that  mock'd  the  may, 
Had  been,  their  wont,  a-maj'ing  and  return'd. 
That  Modred  still  in  green,  all  ear  and  eye, 
CUmb'd  to  the  high  top  of  the  garden-wall 
To  spy  some  secret  scandal  if  he  might, 
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And  saw  the  Queen  who  eat  betwixt  her  best 

Enid,  and  lissome  Vivien,  of  her  court 

The  wiliest  and  the  worst ;  and  more  than  this 

He  saw  not,  for  Sir  Lancelot  passing  bj- 

Spied  where  he  couch'd,  and  as  the  gardener's  hand 

Picks  from  the  colewort  a  grijen  caterpillar, 

So  from  the  high  wall  and  tie  flowering  grove 

Of  grasses  Lancelot  pluck'd  him  by  the  heel, 

Anif  cast  him  as  a  worm  upon  the  way  ; 

But  when  he  knew  the  Prince  tho'  marr'd  with  dust, 

He,  reverencing  king's  blood  in  a  bad  man, 

Made  such  excuses  as  he  might,  and  these 

Full  kniohtly  without  scorn  ;  for  in  those  days 

Ko  knight  of  Arthur's  noblest  dealt  in  scorn ; 

But,  if  a  man  were  halt  or  hunch'd,  in  him 

By  those  whom  God  had  made  full-lunb'd  and  tall, 

Scorn  was  allow'd  as  part  of  his  defect, 

And  he  was  answer'd  softly  by  the  King 

And  all  his  Table.    So  Sir  Lancelot  hdp 

To  riuse  the  Prince,  who  rising  twice  or  thrice 

Full  sharply  smote  his  knees,  and  smiled,  and  went : 

But,  ever  after,  the  small  violence  done 

Rankled  in  him  and  ruffled  all  his  heart, 

As  the  sharp  wind  that  ruffles  all  day  long 

A  little  bitter  pool  about  a  stone 

On  the  bare  coast 

But  when  Sir  Lancelot  told 
This  matter  to  the  Queen,  at  first  she  laugh'd 
Lightly,  to  think  of  Modred's  dusty  fall, 
Then  shudder'd,  as  the  village  mfo  who  cries 
'  I  shudder,  some  one  steps  across  my  grave ;' 
Then  laugh'd  again,  but  Mutlier,  for  indeed 
She  half-tbresaw  that  he,  the  subtle  beast. 
Would  track  her  guilt  nntil  he  found,  and  hers 
Would  be  for  evermore  a  name  of  scorn. 
Henceforward  rarely  could  she  fmnt  in  Hall, 
Or  elsewhere,  Modred's  narrow  foxy  face, 
Heart-hiding  smile,  and  gray  persistent  eye  r 
Henceforw^  too,  the  Powers  that  lend  the  soul, 
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To  help  it  from  the  death  that  cannot  die. 
And  save  it  even  in  extremes,  began 
To  vex  and  plague  her.     Many  a  time  for  hours, 
Beside  the  placid  breathinga  of  the  King, 
In  the  dead  night,  grim  faces  came  and  went 
Before  hei",  or  a  vague  sfjiritual  fear  — 
Like  to  some  doubttul  noise  of  creaking  doora, 
Heard  by  the  watcher  in  a  haunted  house, 
That  keeps  the  rnat  of  murder  on  the  walls  — 
Held  her  awake ;  or  if  she  slept,  she  dream'd 
An  awful  dream ;  for  then  she  seem'd  to  stand 
On  some  vast  plain  before  a  setting  sun. 
And  from  the  sun  there  swiftly  made  at  her 
A  ghasdy  something,  and  its  shadow  flew 
Before  it,  till  it  touuh'd  her,  and  she  tutn'd  — 
When  lo  1  her  own,  that  broadening;  from  her  feet. 
And  bladtening,  swallow'd  all  the  land,  and  in  it 
Par  dties  burnt,  and  with  a  cry  she  woke. 
And  all  fliis  trouble  did  not  pass  but  grew ; 
Till  ev'n  the  clear  face  of  the  guileless  King, 
And  trustful  courtesies  of  household  life, 
Became  her  bane ;  and  at  the  last  she  said, 
'  0  Lancelot,  get  thee  hence  to  thine  own  land, 
For  if  thou  tarry  we  shall  meet  again. 
And  if  we  meet  again,  some  evil  chance 
Will  make  the  smouldering  scandal  break  and  blaze 
Before  the  people,  and  our  lord  the  King.' 
And  Lancelot  ever  promised,  but  remwii'd, 
And  still  they  met  and  met.     Again  she  stud, 
'  O  Lancelot,  if  thou  love  me  get  thee  hence.' 
And  then  they  were  agreed  upon  a  night 
(When  the  good  King  should  not  be  there)  to  meet 
And  part  for  ever.     Passion-pale  they  met 
And  greeted:  hands  in  hands,  and  eye  to  eye, 
Low  on  the  border  of  her  couch  they  sat 
Stammering  and  staring:  it  was  their  last  hour, 
A  madness  of  farewells.     And  Modred  brought 
"■  ■    ■'  e  basement  of  the  tower 

d  crying  with  full  voice 
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'  Traitor,  come  out,  ye  are  trapt  at  last,'  aroused 

Lancelot,  who  rushing  outward  lionlike 

Leapt  on  him,  and  hurl'd  him  headlong,  and  ha 

fell 
Stunn'd,  and  his  creatures  toot  and  bare  him  off 
And  all  was  still :  then  she,  '  the  end  is  come 
And  t  am  shamed  for  ever ; '  and  he  said 
'  Mine  be  the  shame ;  mine  was  the  sin  ;  but  rise, 
And  fly  to  my  strong  castle  overseas ; 
There- will  I  hide  thee,  till  my  life  shall  end, 
There  hold  thee  with  my  life  against  the  worid.' 
She  answer'd  '  Lancelot,  wilt  thou  hold  me  so  ? 
Nay,  friend,  for  we  have  taken  our  farewells. 
Would  God,  that  thou  could'st  hide  me  from  myself  1 
Mine  is  the  shame,  for  I  was  wife,  and  thou 
Unwedded ;  yet  rise  now,  and  let  us  fly, 
For  I  will  draw  me  into  sanctuary. 
And  bide  my  doom,'     So  Lancelot  got  her  horse. 
Set  her  thereon,  and  mounted  on  his  own, 
And  then  they  rode  to  the  divideil  way, 
There  kiss'd,  and  parted  wee[>ins ;  for  he  past, 
Love-loyal  to  the  least  wish  of  the  Queen, 
Back  to  his  land ;  but  she  to  Almesbnry 
Fled  all  night  long  by  glimmering  waale  and  weald. 
And  heard  the  Spirits  of  the  waste  and  weald 
Moan  as  she  fled,  or  thought  she  heard  them  moan. 
And  in  herself  she  moan'd  '  too  late,  too  late ! ' 
Til!  in  the  cold  wind  that  foreruns  the  morn, 
A  blot  in  heaven,  the  Eaven,  flying  high, 
Croak'd,  and  she  thought '  he  spies  a  field  of  death  j 
For  now  the  Heathen  of  the  Northern  Sea, 
Lured  by  the  crimes  and  frailties  of  the  court. 
Begin  to  slay  the  folk,  and  spoil  the  land.' 

And  when  she  came  to  Almesbury  she  spake 
There  to  the  nuns,  a.id  said,  'mine  enemies 
Pursue  me,  hut,  O  peaceful  Sisterhood, 
Receive,  ^nd  yield  me  sanctuarj',  nor  ask 
Her  name,  to  whom  ye  yield  it,  till  h  r  lime 
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To  tell  you;  and  her  beautj-,  grace  and  power, 
Wrought  as  a  chavm  upon  them,  and  they  spared 
To  ask  it.  ^  u  .^ 

So  the  stately  Queen  abode 
For  many  a  week,  unknown,  among  the  nuns; 
Nor  with  them  mix'd,  nor  told  her  name,  nor  sought, 
Wrapt  in  her  grief,  for  honsel  or  for  ahnfl, 
But  communed  only  with  the  little  maid. 
Who  pleased  her  with  a  babbling  heedlessness 
Which  often  lured  her  from  herself;  but  bow, 
This  night,  a  rumour  wildly  blown  about 
-    Came,  that  Sir  Modred  had  usurped  the  realm,  _ 
And  leamied  him  with  the  heathen,  while  the  Kmg 
Was  wamng  war  on  Lancelot :  then  she  thought, 
'  With  what  a  hate  the  people  and  the  Kmg 
Mast  hate  me,'  and  bow'd  down  upon  her  hands 
Silent,  until  the  little  maid,  who  brook  d 
No  silence,  brake  it.  uttering  '  late  I  so  late ! 
What  hour,  I  wonder,  now?'  and  when  she  drew 
No  answer,  by  and  by  began  to  hum 
An  air  the  nuns  had  taught  her ;  '  late,  so  late ! 
Which  when  she  heard,  the  Queen  look  d  up,  and 

'  O  miuden,  if  indeed  you  list  to  sing,  ^ 

Sing,  and  unbind  my  heart  that  I  may  weep. 
Whereat  fuU  willingly  sang  the  htUc  maid. 

"Late,  late,  so  late!  and  dark  the  night  and 
chill ! 
Late,  late,  so  late  I  but  we  can  enter  stiU. 
Too  late,  too  late  I  ye  cannot  enter  now. 

"No  light  had  we :  for  that  we  do  repent ; 
And  learning  this,  tbe  bridegroom  will  relent. 
Too  late,  too  late  1  ye  cannot  enter  now. 

"  No  light :  BO  late  I  and  dark  and  chill  the  lught  I 
O  Ifet  us  in,  f-at  we  may  find  the  light  1 
Too  late,  too  ate :  ye  cannot  enter  now. 
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"  Have  we  ii' ■-.  heard  tlio  bridegroom  is  so  sweet? 
O  let  ua  in,  th-'  .ate,  tokissliis  feet!      •  ■■.■ 

So  sang  the  novice,  while  full  passionately, 
Her  heaa  upon  her  bands,  remembering 
Her  thought  when  first  she  came,  wept  the  aad 

Queen. 
Then  said  the  little  novice  prattling  to  her: 

'  O  pray  you,  noble  lady,  weep  no  more ; 
But  let  my  words,  the  words  of  one  so  small. 
Who  knowing  nothing  knows  but  to  obey. 
And  if  I  do  not  there  is  penance  given  — 
Comfort  your  sorrows ;  for  they  do  not  flow 
From  evil  done ;  right  aura  am  1  of  that. 
Who  lee  your  tender  grace  and  stateiiness. 
But  liSigh  your  sorrows  with  our  lord  the  King's, 
And  weighing  find  them  less ;  for  gone  is  he 
To  wage  grim  war  (gainst  Sir  Lancelot  there, 
■Round  that  strong  castle  where  he  holds  the  Queen , 
And  Modred  whom  he  lefl  in  chaise  of  all. 
The  traitor  —  Ah  sweet  lady,  the  King's  grief 
For  his  own  self,  and  his  own  Queen,  aad  realm. 
Must  needs  be  thrice  as  great  as  any  of  ours. 
For  me,  I  thank  the  saints,  I  am  not  great. 
For  if  there  ever  come  a  grief  to  me 
T  cry  my  crj'  in  silence,  and  hare  done : 
None  knows  it,  and  my  tears  have  brought  me  good : 
But  even  were  the  "riefe  of  little  ones 
As  great  as  those  of  great  ones,  yet  this  grief 
Is  added  to  the  griefs  the  great  must  bear, 
That  howsoever  much  they  may  desire 
Silence,  they  cannot  weep  behind  a  cloud : 
As  even  here  they  talk  at  Almeshury 
About  the  good  King  and  his  wicked  Queen, 
And  were  I  such  a  King  with  such  a  Queen, 
Well  might  I  wish  to  veil  her  wickedness, 
But  were  I  such  a  King,  it  could  not  be.' 
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Then  to  her  o^vn  sad  heart  m.if tefd  the  Queen. 

'  Will  t'-"  ihilrt  km  me  -mitli  her  mnoeent  talk  t 

But  opt.  /  she  answer-d  'roust  not  I, 

If  this  fali  traitor  have  displaced  his  ord. 

Grieve  wUh  tto  conmion  g^ef  of  aU  the  realm ?' 
'  Tea,'  said  the  m^d, '  this  is  alWoman's  grief, 
That  nhf  ia  woman,  whose  disloyal  lite 
51  .'ouKh.  »,„f..io.  i.  .1.  T.M.  Eo,.d 
Wliicl.  good  King  Artbul  ro«na.d,  J""  «8o. 
With  Bill.,  and  BiiraoleJ  and  ""do",  "■•f 
At  CanSlot,  eio  the  coming  of  the  Queen. 

Then  tl.ou.ht  the  (Jneen  .ilhin  l?""!'  Wl""  • 
■  Wdl  the  child  kill  me  ..ith  1  :■■  I'M  pmte  / 
But  openly  she  spake  and  aaio    >  her  , 
.  O  liiSe  maid,  .hut  in  by  nnnnery  -jUj, 

m..t  canat  ihoo  kno.  of  Kmg.  and  T.ble.  Boond. 
Or  what  of  .i.»a  and  wonders,  but  the  »gn. 

And  ahnple  tirades  of  thy  nunnery  / 

To  whom  the  little  no.ieo  g"™l?"■'^„, 
.  Yea.  but  I  know :  ibe  land  wa.  Ml  of  .gn. 
And  .onden,  er.  the  coming  of  the  Qnoon. 
So  said  my  father,  and  himself  wM  kmt-t 
Of  the  great  Table  —  at  the  foundmg  of  It , 
And  rode  thereto  from  Lyonnesse,  and  he  said 
That  as  he  rode,  an  hour  or  maybe  twam 
After  the  sunset,  down  the  coast,  he  beard  ■ 

Stran.^  music,  and  he  paused  and  tummg  — the.-. 
All  down  the  lonely  coast  of  Lyonnesse, 
Each  with  a  beaeou-star  upon  bis  head. 
And  with  a  wild  Ma-light  atont  h.s  feet, 
Ho  saw  them  -  he.tdl.nd  after  headland  flame 
Far  on  into  the  rich  heart  of  the  westi 
ind  in  the  light  the  white  mermaiden  swam, 
a"  strong  ian-breasted  things   stood   from   th< 

And  ■eS''a  deep  sea-voice  tbirf  aU  ih.  land. 
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To  whlub  the  liltle  elves  ofchaam  and  cbrt 
Made  answer,  sounding  like  a  distant  horn. 
So  SMd  my  father  — yea,  and  farlhermore, 
Next  mornma,  while  he  past  the  dim-lit  woods, 
HiroBelf  beheld  three  spirits  mad  with  joy 
Come  dashing  down  on  a  fall  wayside  flower, 
That  shook  beneath  them,  as  the  thistle  shakes 
When  three  gray  linnets  wrangle  for  the  seeii : 
And  still  at  eieningg  on  before  his  horse 
The  flickering  fairy-circle  wheei'd  and  broke 
ilymg,  and  Imk'd  again,  and  wheei'd  and  broke 
Flymg,  for  aU  the  land  was  ftill  of  life. 
And  when  at  last  he  came  to  Camelot, 
A  wreath  of  fairy  dancers  hand-in-hand 
Swnng  round  the  lighted  lantern  of  the  hall ; 
And  in  the  hall  itself  was  such  a  feast 
As  never  man  had  dream'd;  for  every  kni-ht 
Had  whatsoever  meat  he  lon^'d  for  served 
By  hands  unseen ;  and  even  as  he  said 
Down  m  the  cellars  merry  bloated  thinr>s 
^ouider-d  the  spigot,  straddling  on  the  butts 
While  the  wme  ran :  so  glad  wei-e  spirits  and  men 
Before  the  coming  of  the  sinful  Queen.' 

Then  spake  the  Queen  and  somewhat  bitterly 
'Were  they  so  glad  ?  iU  prophets  were  they  alL 
bpints  and  men :  could  none  of  them  foresee, 
Wot  even  thy  wjse  father  with  big  signs 
And  wonders,  what  has  fali'n  upon  tJie  realm  ? ' 

To  whom  the  novice  garrulously  again. 
Yea,  one,  a  bard ;  of  whom  my  father  said, 
JtuU  many  a  noble  wai^song  had  he  sung, 
EVn  in  the  presence  of  an  enemy's  fleet 
Between  the  steep  cliff  aod  the  coming  wave  ■ 
And  many  a  mystic  lay  of  life  and  death 
Had  chanted  on  the  smoky  mountain-tops 
When  round  him  bent  the  spirits  of  the  hills 
With  all  then'  dewy  hair  blown  back  like  flame  ■ 
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So  said  aij  father  —  and  tliat  night  the  bard 
Sang  Arthui's  glorious  wave,  and  san^  Ihe  King 
As  well-nigh  more  than  man,  and  raiPd  at  those 
Who  call'a  him  ihe  false  son  of  (iorlois : 
For  there   was   no  man   knew  from   whence   he 

But  after  tempest,  when  the  long  wave  broke 

All  down  the  thundering  shores  of  Bude  and  Boss, 

There  came  a  day  as  still  aa  heaven,  and  then 

They  found  a  naked  child  upon  the  aanda 

Of  wild  Dandagil  hy  the  Cornish  sea ; 

And  that  was  Arthur ;  and  they  foster'd  him 

Til!  he  by  miracle  was  anproven  king : 

And  that  his  grave  shoula  be  a  mystery 

From  all  men,  like  his  birth ;  and  could  he  tind 

A  woman  in  her  womanhood  as  great 

As  he  was  in  hie  manhood,  then,  he  sang, 

The  twain  toMther  well  might  change  the  world. 

But  even  in  (he  middle  of  his  song 

He  faller'd,  and  his  hand  fell  from  the  harp, 

And  pale  he  turn'd,  and  reel'd,  and  would  have 

fall'n, 
But  that  they  stay'd  him  up ;  nor  would  he  tell 
His  vision  ;  but  what  doubt  Ikat  he  foresaw 

This  evil  work  of  Lancelot  and  the  Queen  ? ' 

Then  thought  the  Queen  '  lo  I  they  have  set  her 
on, 
Onr  aimpie-seemvng  Abbess  and  her  nuns, 
To  play  upon  me,'  and  bow'd  her  head  nor  spake. 
Whereat  the  novice  crying,  with  clasp'd  hands, 
Shame  on  her  own  garrulity  garrulously, 
Said   the   good   nuns   would   check   her  gadding 

tongue 
Full  often,  '  and,  sweet  lady,  if  I  seem 
To  vex  an  ear  too  sad  to  listen  to  me, 
Dnmannerly,  with  prattling  and  the  tales 
Which  my  good  father  told  me,  check  me  too : 
Nor  let  me  thame  my  father's  memory,  one 
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Of  uobleat  manners,  tlio'  t[mself  would  say 
Sir  Lancelot  had  the  noblest ;  and  he  died, 
Kill'd  in  a  tilt,  tome  next,  five  summers  back 
And  left  me;  but  of  others  who  rem^n, 
And  of  the  two  first-famed  for  courtesy  — 
And  pi-ay  you  check  me  if  I  ask  amiss  — 
But  pray  you,  whioh  had  noblest,  while  you  moved 
Among  them,  Lancelot  or  our  lord  the  Kin^  ?  ■ 

Then  the  pale  Queen  loofc'd  up  and  answer-d 
her, 
'  Sir  Lancelot,  as  became  a  noble  kni"!it. 
Was  gracious  to  all  ladies,  and  the  same 
In  open  battle  or  the  tiltinff-field 
Forbore  his  own  advantage,  and  the  Kine 
In  open  battle  or  the  tilting-field 
Forbore  his  own  advanti^,  and  these  two 
Were  the  most  nobly-mannered  men  of  all ; 
For  manners  are  not  idle,  bat  the  fruit 
Of  loyal  nature,  and  of  noble  mind.' 

'Yea,' said   the   maid,  'he   manners   sueh   fair 

Then  Lancelot's  needs  must  be  a  thousand-fold 
Less  noble,  being,  as  all  rumour  runs. 
The  most  disloyal  friend  in  all  the  world.' 

To  which  a  mournful  answer  made  the  Queen. 
'  0  closed  about  by  narrowing  nunnery- wails. 


-       ,    "  «>™v..  uj  .lo.juniuy  uuimerv-waiis. 
What  knowest  thou  of  the  world,  and  all  its  lio-hta 
And  shadows,  all  the  wealth  and  all  the  woe  P° 
If  ever  Lancelot,  that  most  noble  knight. 
Were  for  one  hour  less  noble  than  himself 
Pray  for  him  that  he  scape  the  doom  of  fire, 
And  weep  for  her,  who  drew  him  lo  bb  doom.' 

'  Tea,'  said  the  little  novice,  '  I  pray  for  both ; 
But  I  should  ail  as  soon  believe  that  bis. 
Sir  Lancelot's,  were  as  noble  as  the  King's, 
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So  she,  like  many  another  babbler,  hurl: 
Whom   slie  would  soothe,  and  hann'd  where  she 

would  heal ; 
For  here  a  sudden  tJush  of  wrathful  heat 
Fired  all  the  pale  face  of  the  Queen,  who  cried, 
'  Such  as  thou  art  be  never  maiden  moi-e 
For  ever !  thou  their  tool,  set  on  to  plague 
And  play  upon,  and  harry  me,  petty  spy 
And  traiireaa.'     When  tbat  storm  of  anger  brake 
From  Guinevere,  aghast  the  maiden  rose, 
White  as  her  veil,  and  stood  before  the  Queen 
As  tremulously  as  foam  upon  the  beach 
Stands  in  a  wind,  ready  to  break  and  .fly, 
And  when  the  Queen  had  added  'get  tliee  hence 
Fled  frighted.     Then  that  other  left  alone 
Sigh'd,  and  began  to  gather  heart  again. 
Saying  in  herself  '  the  simple,  fearful  child 
Meant  nothing,  but  my  own  too-fearful  guilt 
Simpler  than  any  child,  betrays  itseE 
But  help  me,  Heaven,  for  surely  I  repent. 
For  what  is  true  repentance  but  in  thought  — 
Not  ev'n  in  inmost  thought  to  think  again 
The  sins  that  made  the  past  so  pleasant  to  us : 
And  I  have  sworn  never  to  see  him  more. 
To  see  him  more.' 

And  ev'n  in  saying  this, 
Jler  memory  from  old  habit  of  the  mind 
Went  slipping  back  upon  the  golden  da\"s 
In  which  she  saw  him  firat,  when  Lancelot  came, 
Beputed  the  best  knight  and  agodliest  man, 
Ambassador,  \o  lead  her  to  his  lord 
Arthur,  and  led  her  forth,  and  far  ahead 
Of  his  and  her  retinue  moving,  they, 
Eapt  in  sweet  talk  or  lively,  all  on  love 
And  sport  and  tilts  and  pleasure,  (for  the  time 
Was  may  time,  and  as  yet  no  sin  was  dream'd,) 
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Eode  under  groves  that  look'd  a  paradise 

Of  blossom,  over  sheets  of  hyacinth 

That  seem'd  the  heavens  upbreaking  thro'  the  earth, 

And  on  from  hill  to  hill,  and  every  day 

Beheld  at  noon  in  some  delicious  dale 

Tlie  Bilk  pavilions  of  King  Arthur  raised 

For  brirf  repast  or  afternoon  repose 

By  couriers  gone  before :  and  on  asain, 

1111  yet  once  more  ere  set  of  sun^ey  saw 

The  Dragon  of  the  great  Pendran-onship, 

Thaf  crown'd  the  slate  pavilion  of  the  King, 

Blaze  by  the  rushing  brook  or  silent  well. 

But  when  the  Queen,  immersed  in  such  a  trance, 
And  moving  thro'  the  past  unconsciously. 
Came  to  that  point,  when  first  she  saw  the  Kin" 
Ride  toward  her  from  the  city,  si^h'd  to  find    " 
Her  journey  done,  glanced   at  Eim,  thought  him 

High,  self-eontain'd,  and  passionless,  not  like  him, 
'Not  like  my  Lancelot' — while  she  brooded  thus 
And  grew  half-guiity  in  her  thoughts  an-ain, 
There  rode  an  armed  warrior  to  the  doors. 
A  murmuring  whisper  thro'  the  nunnery  ran. 
Then  on  a  sudden  a  cry,  'the  King."     She  sat 
Stiff-strieken,  listening;  but  when  armed  feet 
Thro'  the  long  gallery  fi-om  the  outer  doors 
Kang  coming,  prone  from  off  her  seat  she  fell 
And  grovell'd  with  her  face  against  the  floor : 
There  ivith  her  milkwhite  arms  and  shadowj-  hair 
She  made  her  face  a  darkness  from  the  King : 
And  in  the  darkness  heard  his  armed  feet 
Pause  by  her ;  then  came  silence,  then  a  voice. 
Monotonous  and  hollow  like  a  Ghost's 
Denouneing  judgment,  but  tho'  changed  the  King's. 

'  Liest.thou  here  so  low,  the  child  of  one 
I  honour'd,  liappy,  dead  before  thy  shame '/ 
Well  ia  it  that  no  child  is  born  of  thee. 
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The  children  bom  of  thee  are  aw.ird  and  fire, 
Red  ruin,  and  the  breaking  up  of  laws, 
The  craft  of  kindred  and  the  Godless  hosts 
Of  heathen  swarming  o"er  the  Northern  Sea. 
Whom  1,  while  yet  Sir  Lancelot,  my  right  arm, 
The  mightiest  of  my  knights,  abode  with  me. 
Have  everywhere  about  this  land  of  Christ 
In  twelve  great  battles  mining  overthrown. 
And   knowest  thou  now  from  whence  I  come- 

From  waging  bitter  war  with  him :  and  he, 
That  did  not  shun  to  smite  me  in  worse  way. 
Had  yet  that  grace  of  courtesj'  m  him  left, 
He  spared  to  fift  his  hand  against  the  Kjng 
Who  made  him  knight:  but  many  a  knight  wa 

And  many  more,  and  all  his  kith  and  kin 
Clave  to  him,  and  abode  in  his  own  land. 
And  many  more  when  Modred  raised  revolt, 
Foi^etful  of  their  troth  and  fealty,  clave 
To  Modred,  and  a  remnant  stays  with  me. 
And  of  this  remnant  will  I  leave  a  part. 
True  men  who  love  me  still,  for  whom  I  live. 
To  guard  thee  in  the  wild  hour  coming  on. 
Lest  but  a  hair  of  this  low  head  be  harm'd. 
Fear  not ;  thou  shalt  be  guarded  till  my  death. 
Howbeit  I  know,  if  ancient  prophecies 
Have  err'd  not,  that  I  march  to  meet  my  doom. 
Thou  haat  not  mode  my  life  BO  sweet  to  me. 
That  I  the  King  should  greatly  care  to  live ; 
For  thoQ  hast  spoilt  the  purpose  of  my  life. 
Bear  with  me  for  the  last  time  while  I  show, 
Ev'n  for  thy  sake,  the  Mn  which  thou  hast  sinn  d. 
For  when  the  Roman  left  ua,  and  their  law 
Rnla\'d  its  hold  upon  us,  and  the  ways 
Were  fiU'd  with  rapine,  here  and  there  a  deed 
Of  prowess  done  redress'd  a  random  wrong. 
But  I  was  first  of  all  the  kinj^  who  drew 
The  knighthood-errant  of  this  realm  and  all 
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The  realms  tc^ether  under  me,  their  Head, 

In  that  fair  order  of  my  Table  Round, 

A  glorious  company,  the  flower  of  men. 

To  serve  aa  model  for  the  mighty  world, 

And  be  the  fair  beginning  of  a  time. 

I  made  them  lay  their  hands  in  mine  and  Bwear 

To  reverente  the  King,  as  if  he  were 

Their  conscience,  and   their  conscience   as  theii 

To  break  the  heathen  and  uphold  the  Christ, 

To  ride  abroad  redressing  human  wrongs, 

To  speak  no  slander,  no,  nor  listen  to  it. 

To  lead  sweet  lives  in  purest  chastity. 

To  iove  one  maiden  only,  cleave  to  her, 

And  worship  her  by  years  of  noble  deeds, 

Until  fhey  won  her;  for  indeed  I  knew 

Of  no  more  subtle  master  under  heaven 

Than  is  (he  maiden  passion  for  a  maid, 

Not  only  to  keep  down  the  base  in  man. 

But  teach  high  thought,  and  amiable  words 

And  courtliness,  and  the  desire  of  fame. 

And  love  of  troth,  and  all  that  makes  a  man. 

And  all  this  tlirove  until  1  wedded  thee ! 

Believing  "  lo  mine  helpmate,  one  to  feel 

My  purpoce  and  rejoicing  in  my  joy." 

Then  came  thy  shamefufsin  with  Lancelot; 

Then  came  the  sin  of  Tristram  and  Isolt; 

Then  others,  following  these  my  mightiest  knights, 

And  drawing  foul  ensample  from  fair  names, 

Sinn'd  also,  till  the  loathsome  opposite 

Of  all  my  heart  had  destined  did^obtain, 

And  all  thro'  thee !  so  that  this  life  of  mine 

I  guard  as  God's  hi^h  gift  from  scathe  and  wrong. 

Not  greatly  care  to  lose ;  but  rather  think 

How  sad  it  wei'e  for  Arthur,  should  he  live. 

To  sit  onoe  more  within  his  lonely  hall. 

And  miss  the  wonted  number  of  my  knights. 

And  miss  to  hear  high  talk  of  noble  deeds 

As  in  the  golden  days  before  thy  sin. 
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For  whieli  of  us,  who  migiit  be  left,  could  apeak 

or  the  pure  heart,  nor  Beem  to  glance  at  thee? 

And  in  thy  bowers  of  Camelot  or  of  Usk 

Thy  shadow  still  would  glide  from  room  ta  room, 

And  I  should  evermore  be  vest  with  thee 

In  hanging  robe  or  vacant  ornament, 

Or  ghostly  footfall  echoing  on  the  stair. 

For   think  not,  tho'  thou   would'st   not   love   thy 

lord. 
Thy  lord  has  wholly  lost  his  love  for  thee. 
I  am  not  made  of  so  slight  elements. 
Yet  must  I  leave  thee,  woman,  to  thy  shame. 
1  hold  that  man  the  worst  of  pablic  foes 
Who  either  for  his  own  or  children's  sake, 
To  save  his  blood  from  scandal,  lets  the  wife 
Wliom  he  knows  false,  abide  and  rule  the  house: 
For  being  thro'  his  cowanlice  allow'd 
Her  station,  taken  everywhere  for  pure. 
She  like  a  new  disease,  unknown  to  men, 
Creeps,  no  precaution  used,  among  the  crowd. 
Makes  wicked  lightnings  of  her  eyes,  and  saps 
The  fealty  of  our  friends,  and  stirs  the  pulse 
WilJi  devil's  leaps,  and  poisoos  half  the  younn;, 
"Worst  of  the  worst  were  that  man  he  that  reigns  I 
Better  the  King's  waste  hearth  and  aching  heart 
Than  thou  reseated  in  thy  place  of  light. 
The  mockery  of  my  people,  and  their  bane.' 

He  paused,  and  in  the  patise  she  crept  an  inch 
Nearer,  and  laid  her  hands  about  his  feet. 
Far  off  a  sohtary  trumpet  blew. 
Then  waiting  by  the  doors  the  warhorse  neigh'd 
As  at  a  friend's  voice,  and  he  spake  again. 

'  Yet  think  not  that  I  come  to  ui^e  thy  crimes, 
I  did  not  come  to  curse  thee,  Guinevere, 
I,  whose  vast  pity  almost  makes  me  die 
To  see  thee,  laying  there  thy  golden  head. 
My  pride  in  happier  si'"""""  «'  ">"  fi-p.i- 
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The  wrath  which  forced  my  thoughts  on  that  fierce 

The  doom  of  treason  and  the  flaming  death, 
(VVlien  first  I  learnt  thetj  hidden  here)  is  past 
The  pang  — which  while  I  weigh'd  thy  heart  with 

Too  wholly  true  to  dream  untruth  in  thee, 

Made  my  tears  bum  —is  also  past,  in  part. 

And  all  is  past,  the  sin  is  sinn'd,  and  I, 

Lo  1  I  forgive  thee,  as  Eternal  God 

Forgives :  do  thou  for  thine  own  soul  the  rest. 

But  how  to  take  last  leave  of  all  I  loved  ? 

p  golden  hair,  with  which  I  twed  to  play 

Not  knowing !  0  imperial-moulded  form. 

And  beaaty  such  as  never  woman  wore, 

"Until  it  came  a  kingdom's  curse  with  thee  ~ 

I  cannot  touch  thy  lips,  they  are  not  mine, 

But  Lancelot's :  nay,  they  never  were  the'ltinn-'s 

I  cannot  take  thy  hand ;  that  too  is  flesh,  " 

And  in  the  flesh  thou  hast  sinn'd:  and'mine  own 

flesh. 
Here  looking  down  on  thine  polluted,  cries 
"I  loathe  thee : "  yet  not  less,  O  Guinevere, 
For  I  was  ever  virgin  save  for  thee. 
My  love  thro'  flesh  hath  wrought  into  my  life 
bo  far,  that  my  doom  is,  1  iove  thee  still. 
Let  no  man  dream  but  that  I  love  thee  still.   ■ 
Perchance,  anil  so  thou  purify  thy  soul. 
And  BO  thou  lean  on  our  fair  father  Christ, 
Hereafter  in  that  world  where  all  are  pure 
We  two  may  meet  before  high  God,  and  thou 
VVilt  sprm^  to  me,  and  claim  me  thine,  and  know 
1  am  thme  husband  —  not  a  smaller  soul, 
Nor  Lancelot,  nor  another.     Leave  me  that, 
I  chat^  thee,  my  last  hope.     Now  must  I  hence. 
Tliro'the  Ihiclr  night  I  he^ii-  the  trumpet  blow: 
They  summon  me  their  King  to  lead  mine  hosts 
Far  down  to  that  great  battle  in  the  west, 
Where  1  must  strike  against  my  sister's  son. 
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Lef^ued  with  the  lords  of  the  White  Horae  and 
knighti  ,         ^  ,- 

Once  mine,  and  strike  him  dead,  and  meet  myselt 
Death,  or  I  know  not  what  mysterious  doom. 
And  thou  remaining  here  wilt  learu  the  event ; 
But  hither  shall  I  never  come  again. 
Never  lie  by  thy  side,  see  thee  no  more, 
Farewelir  ,.,,      ,.  ,   . 

And  while  she  grovell'd  at  his  iect. 
She  felt  the  King's  bi-eath  wander  o'er  her  neuk, 
And,  in  the  darkness  o'er  her  fallen  head, 
Perceived  the  waving  of  his  hands  that  blest. 

Then,  listening  till  those  armed  steps  were  gone. 
Rose  the  pale  Queen,  and  in  her  anguish  found 
The  casement :  '  Peradventure    so  she  thought, 
'  If  I  mi"ht  see  his  face,  and  not  be  seen. 
And  lo,  £e  sat  on  horseback  at  the  door ! 
And  near  him  the  sad  nuns  with  eaoh  a  bgb* 
Stood,  and  he  gave  them  charge  about  the  Queen. 
To  Buard  and  tbster  her  for  evermore. 
AnJ  while  he  spake  to  these  his  helm  was  lower-d. 
To  which  for  crest  the  golden  dragon  clung 
Of  Britain ;  so  she  did  not  see  the  face. 
Which  then  was  as  an  angei'a,  but  she  saw. 
Wet  with  the  mists  and  smitten  by  the  lights, 
The  Dragon  of  the  great  Pendragonship 
Blaze,  makioT  all  the  night  a  stream  of  fire. 
And  even  then  he  turn'd ;  and  more  and  more 
The  moony  vapour  rolling  round  (he  King, 
Who  seem'd  the  phantom  of  a  Giant  m  it, 
Enwound  him  fold  by  fold,  and  made  him  gray 
And  grayer,  till  himself  became  as  mist 
Before  her,  moving  ghostlike  to  his  doom. 

Then  she  stretch'd  out  her  arms  and  cried  aloud 
'  O  Arthur  I '  there  her  voice  brake  suddenly, 

^l,gj, as  a  stream  tliat  spouting  from  a  clui 

Fails  in  mid  air,  but  gathering  at  the  base 
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'Gone — mylordl 
Gone  thro'  my  sin  to  slay  and  to  be  slain ! 
And  he  foraave  ine,  and  I  could  not  speak. 
Farewell  ?  I  should  have  answer'd  his  farewell. 
His  mercy  choked  me.     Gone,  my  lord  the  King, 
My  own  true  lord !  how  dare  I  call  him  mine  ? 
The  shadow  of  another  cleaves  to  me, 
And  makes  me  one  pollution :  he,  the  King, 
Cail'd  me  polluted :  shaU  I  kill  myself  ? 
What  help  in  that?  I  cannot  kill  my  an, 
If  soul  be  soul ;  nor  ean  I  kill  my  shame ; 
No,  nor  by  living  ean  I  live  it  down. 
The  days  will  ^w  to  weeks,  the  weeks  to  months, 
The  months  will  add  tliemselves  and   make   the 

5he  years  will  roll  into  the  centuries, 
And  mine  will  ever  he  a  name  of  scorn. 
I  must  not  dwell  on  that  defeat  of  fame. 
Irft  the  world  be ;  that  is  but  of  the  world. 
What  else?  what  hope?  I  think  there  was  a  hope, 
Except  he  moek'd  me  when  he  spalte  of  hope ; 
His  hope  he  eall'd  it ;  but  he  never  mocks. 
For  mockery  is  the  fume  of  little  hearts. 
And  blessed  be  the  King,  who  hath  forgiven 
My  wickedness  to  him,  and  left  me  ho^ 
That  in  mine  own  heart  I  can  live  down  sin 
And  be  his  mate  hereafter  in  the  heavens 
Before  high  God.     Ah  great  and  gentle  lord, 
Who  wast,  as  is  the  conscience  of  a  saint 
Among  his  wanting  senses,  to  thy  knights  — 
To  whom  my  false  voluptuous  pride,  that  took 
Pull  easily  ail  impressions  from  below. 
Would  not  look  up,  or  half-despised  the  height 
To  which  I  would  not  or  1  could  not  climb  — 
I  thought  I  could  not  breathe  in  that  fine  mr 
That  pure  severity  of  perfect  li^ht  — 
1  wanted  warmth  and  colour  which  1  found 
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In  L.ncelol  -  aow  I  .oo  ttae  »!>■•  tta"  ■«, 

Tboa  art  the  highest  and  most  hnman  too, 

Not  Lancelot,  nor  another.     la  tltere  none 

Win  tell  the  King  I  love  h.m  tbo  so  late  ( 

Now  -  ei.  he  BOO.  to  the  great  Battle  ?  none . 

Myself  most  tell  him  in  that  purer  We^^ 

Biit  now  it  were  loo  danng.    Ah  my  God, 

What  mi*t  I  not  have  made  of  thy  fair  world. 

Had  I  bn^  lovecf  thy  highest  creatore  here ! 

It  was  my  duty  to  have  loved  the  highest: 

It  surely  was  my  profit  had  I  known  ; 

It  would  have  heen  my  pleasure  had  I  seen. 

We  needs  must  love  the  highest  when  we  see  it, 

Not  Lancelot,  nor  anolier.'    ^^  ^^^  ^^^^ 

Grasp'd,  made  her  vail  her  oye.i   she  look'd  and 

The  novice,  weeping,  suppliant,  and  said  to  her 

■  Yea,  little  maid,  for  am  I  not  forgiven  . 

Then  glancins  up  behold  »l»  "J  «™         ,        , 

All  roind  her,  weeping ;  and  her  heart  ™   "O"" 

WitHn  her,  and  she  wept  wiUi  these  and  sma . 

.  Ye  know  me  then,  that  wicked  one,  who  broke 
The  vast  design  and  purpose  of  the  King. 
0  Stat  me  round  witfi  narrowing  nunnery-wali.. 
Meet  maidens,  from  the  voic«,  crjing  »  bame. 
T  must  not  scorn  myself;  he  loves  me  stilh 
ISno  one  dream  Lt that  h.  loves  me  stiU. 
So  let  me,  if  you  do  not  shudder  at  me 
lor lun'to  Jail  m.  sister,  dwell  "1.  £» ;._ . 
Wear  black  and  white,  and  be  a  nun  like  jmi , 
M  wi hyom- fa.t>,  not  fe«.ting  will  your  fe.s  . , 

Sve  wiS  your  g^*  «•'  ?'«™S  S  '"'  ■'°"' 
^nt  not  reioicinir;  mingle  with  your  ntes; 
?Sy  :  .rC  p~y'd  fori  lie  before  your  .h,m„ ; 
Do  each  low  ilHoo  of  you,  ho  y  home ; 
Walk  your  dim  oloister,  and  djitributo  dole 
To  poir  slok  people,  richer  m  hi.  eyes 
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Who  raiisom'd  us,  and  haler  too  than  I ; 
And  treat  tlieir  loathsome  liurts  and  heal  mine  own  ■ 
And  BO  wear  out  in  almsdeed  aud  in  prayer 
The  sombre  close  of  that  voluptaous  day, 
Which  wrought  the  ruin  of  my  lord  the  King.' 

She  sMd .  they  took  her  to  themselTes ;  and  she 
Slill  hoping,  fearing  '  is  it  yet  too  late  ?  ' 
Dwelt  with  them,  till  in  time  their  Abbess  died. 
Then  she,  for  her  good  deeds  and  her  pure  life, 
And  for  the  power  of  ministration  in  her 
And  likewise  for  the  high  rank  she  had  borne, 
Waa  chosen  Abbess,  there,  an  Abbess,  lived 
For  three  brief  years,  and  there,  an  Abbesi,  pa« 
i.0  where  beyond  these  voli^es  there  is  peace. 
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